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If  thou  indeed  derive  thy  light  from  Heaven, 

Then,  to  the  measure  of  that  heaven-born  light, 

Shine,  poet !  in  thy  place,  and  be  content : 

The  stars  pre-eminent  in  magnitude. 

And  they  that  from  the  zenith  dart  their  beams, 

(Visible  though  they  be  to  half  the  earth, 

Though  half  a  sphere  be  conscious  of  their  brightness) 

A^e  yet  of  no  diviner  origin, 

No  purer  essence,  than  the  one  that  bums, 

Like  an  untended  watch-fire,  on  the  ridge 

Of  some  dark  mountain  ;   or  than  those  which  seem 

Humbly  to  hang,  like  twinkling  winter  lamps 

Among  the  branches  of  the  leafless  trees  ; 

All  are  the  undying  offspring  of  one  sire  : 

Then,  to  the  measure  of  the  light  vouchsafed, 

Shine,  poet  !  in  thy  place,  and  be  content. 


WILLIAM    WORDSWORTH. 

BORN      1770.  DIED    1850. 
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PREFACE 

The  distinctive  features  of  this  Selection   from  the 
Poems  of  Wordsworth  are  as  follows : 

1.  They  are  arranged  in  the  groups. which  were 
devised  by  the  poet  himself,  and  made  use  of  in  thd 
numerous  editions  of  his  works  issued  during  his  own 
lifetime. 

2.  The  text  is  for  the  most  part  that  of  the  stereo- 
typed edition  of  1836,  slightly  altered  by  Wordsworth 
in  subsequent  issues  up  to  T849,  the  year  before  his 
death.  But,  in'  some  cases,  the  original  text  has  been 
preferred ;  at  times  the  version  of  intermediate  years 
has  been  adopted;  and,  in  other  instances;  MS. 
readings  have  been  chosen.  All  the  successive  read- 
ings will  be  found  in  the  Eversley  edition  of  the 
poems;  issued  by  the  Messrs.  Macmillan  iii  1896, 
where  the  textus  receptus  is  that  of  1849,  but  in  which 
all  the  earlier  variants  are  given  in  footnotes.  T6 
select  from-  all  of  these  the  parriciilar  text  which  is 
— in  the  editor'^  judgment-^the  best,  lias  not  hitherto 
been  attempted  in  any  edition  of  Wordsworth's 
poems. 

3.'  No  editorial  footnotes  are  given,  and  nb  ex- 
planatory'ones  of  any  kind  added,  except  those  which 
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Wordsworth  himself  wrote.     The  invaluable  Fenwick 
notes  will  be  found  in  recent  editions. 

4.  The  dates  of  the  poems  are  also  omitted,  as 
they  can  easily  be  found  in  the  Eversley,  and  other 
editions. 

5.  As  Wordsworth's  use  of  capital  letters  was  not 
uniform,  and  based  on  no  general  principle,  his  plan 
is  not  followed;  and,  as  his  punctuation  also  was 
irregular,  it  is  not  adhered  to  throughout.  The  same 
applies  to  his  use  :of  dashes  and  brackets.  All  his 
variations  on  these  points  will  be  seen  in  the  Eversley 
edition,  bu^  in  this  small  book,  it  has  been  thought 
as  desirable  to  select  the  most  appropriate  style  of 
punctuation  as  to  choose  the  fittest  reading  from  all 
the  texts  which  exist.  For  both  of  these  the  editor  is 
solely  responsible. 

In  the  table  of  contents  Wordsworth's  capital 
letters  are  retained.  It  is,  however,  an  object-lesson 
in  caprice.  Why,  it  may  well  be  asked,  should 
"school,"  "youth,"  "destroyed,"  "nest,"  "flower," 
"top,"  "walk,"  etc,  have  capitals,  while  "phantom," 
"^delight,"  "eminence,"  "rill,"  "guide,"  "echo,"  etc., 
have  none  ? 

6.  In  the  case  of  those  poems  to  which  Words- 
worth gave  no  title,  the  first  line — printed  within 
inverted  commas— is  used  for  the  purpose.  No 
literary  practice  is  more  reprehensible  than  for  an 
editor  to  invent  a  title  for.  a  poem  by  a  classic  writer 
which  he  did  not  himself  sanction*  This  has  been 
done  over  and  over  again,,  even  by  excellent  critics 
and  editors  of  Wordsworth,  but  it  has  no  justification. 
If  a  poet  did  not  give  his  verses  a  title,  it  is  to  be 
presumed  that  he  would  not  wish  one  given  to  them 
by  others.     The  practice  is  nearly  as  objectionable  as 
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the  insertion  of  summary  abstracts  for  headlines,  or 
placing  them  within  the  text  down  the  side  of  the 
page,  which  has  disfigured  a  recent  edition.  Further- 
more, in  making  use  of  the  first  line  of  a  poem 
as  a  title,  it  is  necessary  to  print  it  in  full.  One 
editor  has  giv«i  us  "My  heart  leaps  up,"  whereas 
the  complete  line  is  "My  heart  leaps  up  when  I 
behold." 

7.  Selections  from  the  best  parts  of  The  Prelude 
and  The  Excursion  are  incorporated.  This  has  not 
been  previously  attempted  on  the  same  scale.  Short 
passages  from  them  will  be  found  (many  with  objection- 
able invented  titles)  in  several  Selections^  and  separate 
"  Books  "  of  each  of  them  have  been  issued  ;  but,  as 
there  is  admittedly  much  of  the  green  wood  of  the 
poet's  genius  in  these  two  great  poems,  they  are  not 
here  reproduced  in  full.  To  the  extracts  which  are 
made  no  titles  have  been  given. 

8.  The  exclusions  are  numerous.  An  Evening 
WcUk^  Descriptive  Sketches^  Peter  Bell^  The  Waggoner^ 
The  Idiot  Boy,  The  Ecclesiastical  Sonnets,  and  those 
On  the  punishment  of  Death,  the  Contributions 
to  Chaucer  Modernised,  many  of  the  Miscellaneous 
Sonnets,  the  tragedy  of  The  Borderers,  and  others, 
are  left  out.  For  these — as  well  as  for  the  poems 
posthumously  discovered  and  edited — the  student  of 
Wordsworth  must  turn  to  his  collected  and  annotated 
works. 

It  is  believed  that  this  Selection  contains  the  very 
best  that  Wordsworth  wrote ;  but  many  poems  have 
been  excluded  only  because  of  the  exigencies  of  space. 
Some  persons,  who  are  not  familiar  with  the  poet, 
may  be  led  to  become  acquainted  with  him  by  means 
of  it.     Others,  who  know  his  work  in  its  entirety,  may 
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be  glad  to  possess^  a  handy  edition  of  his  best  produc- 
tions, as  a  vade  mecum. 

It  only  remains  to  thank  the  Messrs.  Macnjillan 
for  their  courtesy  in  connection  with  the  issue  of  >  the 
volume. 

WILLIAM  KNIGHT. 

April  1904. 
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EXTRACT  FROM  THE  CONCLUSION  OF  A 
POEM,  COMPOSED  IN  ANTICIPATION 
OF  LEAVING  SCHOOL 

Dear  native  regions,  I  foretell, 
From  what  I  feel  at  this  farewell, 
That,  wheresoever  my  steps  may  tend, 
And  whensoever  my  course  shall  end. 
If  in  that  hour  a  single  tie 
Survive  of  local  sympathy. 
My  soul  will  cast  the  backward  view, 
The  longing  look  alone  on  you. 

Thus,  while  the  sun  sinks  down  to  rest 
Far  in  the  regions  of  the  west. 
Though  to  the  vale  no  parting  beam 
Be  given,  not  one  memorial  gleam, 
A  lingering  light  he  fondly  throws 
On  the  dear  hills  where  first  he  rose. 


WRITTEN  IN  VERY  EARLY  YOUTH 

Calm  is  all  nature  as  a  resting  wheel. 
The  kine  are  couched  upon  the  dewy  grass ; 
The  horse  alone,  seen  dimly  as  I  pass. 
Is  cropping  audibly  his  later  meal : 
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Dark  is  the  ground ;  a  slumber  seems  to  steal 
O'er  vale,  and  mountain,  and  the  starless  sky. 
Now,  in  this  blank  of  things,  a  harmony. 
Home-felt,  and  home-created,  comes  to  heal 
That  grief  for  which  the  senses  still  supply 
Fresh  food ;  for  only  then,  when  memory 
Is  hushed,  am  I  at  rest.     My  friends  !  restrain 
Those  busy  cares  that  would  allay  my  pain ; 
Oh  !  leave  me  to  myself,  nor  let  me  feel 
The  officious  touch  that  makes  me  droop  again. 


REMEMBRANCE  OF  COLLINS 

COMPOSED  UPON  THE  THAMES  NEAR  RICHMOND 

Glide  gently,  thus  for  ever  glide, 
O  Thames  I  that  other  bards  may  see 
As  lovely  visions  by  thy  side 
As  now,  fair  river !  come  to  me, 
O  glide,  fair  stream  !  for  ever  so, 
Thy  quiet  soul  on  all  bestowing. 
Till  all  our  minds  for  ever  flow 
As  thy  deep  waters  now  are  flowing. 

Vain  thought !     Yet  be  as  now  thou  art, 
That  in  thy,  waters  may  be  seen 
The  image  of  a  poet's  heart, 
How  bright,  how  solemn,  how  serene ! 
Such  as  did  once  the  poet  bless, 
Who,  murmuring  here  a  later  ^  ditty, 
Could  find  no  refuge  from  distress 
But  in  the  milder  grief  of  pity. 

Now  let  us,  as  we  float  along. 
For  him  suspend  the  dashing  oar ; 

1  Collins'  Ode  on  the  death  of  Thomson,  the  last  written,  I 
believe,  of  the  poems  which  were  published  during  his  life-time. 
This  Ode  is  also  alluded  to  in  the  next  stanza. 
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And  pray  that  never  child  of , song 
May  know  that  poet's  sorrows  more. 
How  calm  !  how  still !  the  only  sound, 
The  dripping  of  the  oar  suspended  1    . 
The  evening  darkness  gathers  round 
By  virtue's  holiek  powers  attended. 


LINES 

Left  trpott  a  Seat  in  a  Yew-tree,  which  stands  near  the  lake 
of  Esthwaite.  on  a  desolate  part  of  the  shore,  commanding  a 
beautiful  prospect. 

Nay,  Traveller  ]  rest.     This  lonely  yew-tree  stands 
Far  from  all  human  dwelling  :  what  if  here 
No  sparkling  rivulet  spread  the  verdant  herb? 
What  if  the  bee  love  not  these  barren  boughs  ? 
Yet,  if  the  wind  breathe  soft,  the  curling  waves, 
That  break  against  the  shore,  shall  lull  thy  mind 
By  one  soft  iinpulse  saved  from  vacancy. 

Who  he  was 

That  piled  these  stones  and  with  the  mossy  sod 

First  covered,  md  her/^  taught  this  aged  Tree 

With  it?  .dark  arms  to. form  a  circling  bower, 

I  well  remembjer.     He  w^s  one  who  owned 

No  common  soul  ■  In  youth  by  science  nursed,     : 

And  led  by  Nature. into  a  wild  scene 

Of  lofty  hopQS,  he  to  the  world  went  forth 

A  favoured  Being,  knowing  no  desire 

W^hich  genius  did  oiot  hallow ;  'gainst  the  taint, 

0£diss<5>hite.ton|gue5>,and  jealousy,  and  hate, 

And  scorn,  iagainst  all  enemies  prepared, 

All  but  neglect.     The  world,  for, so  it  thought. 

Owed  him  no  service;  wherefore  he  tat  pnce  i 

With  indignation  turned  himself  away. 

And  with  the  fopd  of  pride  sustained  hi^  soul 

In  solitude^     Str^ger  !  these  glooiny  boughs       •  • 

Had  charms  for  him ;  and  here;  he  loved  to  sit, 
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His  only  visitants  a  straggling  sheep, 

The  stone-chat,  or  the  glancing  sand-piper : 

And  on  these  barren  rocks,  with  fern  and  heath 

And  juniper  and  thistle  sprinkled  o'er, 

Fixing  his  downward  eye,  he  many  an  hour 

A  morbid  pleasure  nourished,  tracing  here 

An  emblem  of  his  own  unfruitful  life : 

And,  lifting  up  his  head,  he  then  would  gaze 

On  the  more  distant  scene, — how  lovely  'tis 

Thou  seest, — and  he  would  gaze  till  it  became 

Far  lovelier,  and  his  heart  could  not  sustain 

The  beauty,  still  more  beauteous !     Nor,  that  time, 

When  Nature  had  subdued  him  to  herself. 

Would  he  forget  those  Beings  to  whose  minds 

Warm  from  the  labours  of  benevolence 

The  world,  and  human  life,  appeared  a  scene 

Of  kindred  loveliness :  then  he  would  sigh. 

Inly  disturbed,  to  think  that  others  felt 

What  he  must  never  feel :  and  so,  lost  Man ! 

On  visionary  views  would  fancy  feed. 

Till  his  eye  streamed  with  tears.     In  this  deep  vale 

He  died,  this  seat  his  only  monument. 

If  thou  be  one  whose  heart  the  holy  forms 
Of  young  imagination  have  kept  pure, 
Stranger !  henceforth  be  warned ;  and  know  that  pride, 
Howe'er  disguised  in  its  own  majesty. 
Is  littleness ;  that  he  who  feels  contempt 
For  any  living  thing  hath  faculties 
Which  he  has  never  used,  that  thought  with  him 
Is  in  its  infancy.     The  man  whose  eye 
Is  ever  on  himself  doth  look  on  one. 
The  least  of  Nature's  works,  one  who  might  move 
The  wise  man  to  that  scorn  which  wisdom  holds 
Unlawful,  ever.     O  be  wiser,  thou  ! 
Instructed  that  true  knowledge  leads  to  love ; 
True  dignity  abides  with  him  alone 
Who,  in  the  silent  hour  of  inward  thought. 
Can  still  suspect,  and  still  revere  himself, 
In  lowliness  of  heart. 
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"MY  HEART  LEAPS  UP  WHEN  I  BEHOLD" 

My  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold 

A  rainbow  in  the  sky : 
So  was  it  when  my  life  began ; 
So  is  it  now  I  am  a  man ; 
So  be  it  when  I  shall  gBow  old, 

Or  let  me  die ! 
The  Child  is  father  of  the  Man  ; 
And  I  could  wish  my  days  to  be 
Bomid  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. 

TO  A  BUTTERFLY 

Stay  near  me,  do  not  take  thy  flight ! 

A  little  longer  stay  in  sight ! 

Much  converse  do  I  find  in  thee, 

Historian  of  my  infancy ! 

Float  near  me ;  do  not  yet  depart ! 

Dead  times  revive  in  thee : 

Thou  bring*st,gay  creature  as  thou  art ! 

A  solemn  image  to  my  heart, 

My  father's  family ! 

Oh  !  pleasant,  pleasant  were  the  days. 
The  time^  when  in  our  childish  plays, 

9  B  2 
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My  sister  Emmeline  and  I 

Together  chased  the  butterfly  ! 

A  very  hunter  did  I  rush 

Upon  the  prey ;  with  leaps  and  springs 

I  followed  on  from  brake  to  bush ; 

But  she,  God  love  her !  feared  to  brush 

The  dust  from  off  its  wings. 


THE  SPARROW'S  NEST 

Behold,  within  the  leafy  shade, 
Those  bright  blue  eggs  together  laid  ! 
On  m^  the  ehance-discovered  sight 
Gleamed  like  a  vision  of  delight. 
I  started  seeming  to  espy 
The  home  and  sheltered  bed, 
The  Sparrow's  dwelling,  which,  hard  by 
My  Father's  house,  in  wet  or  dry 
My  sister  Emmeline  and  I 
Together  visited 

She  looked  at  it,  and  seemed  to  fear  it ; 
Dreading,  tho'  wishing,  to  be  near  it : 
Such  heart  was  in  her,  being  then 
A  little  prattler  among  men. 
The  blessing  of  my  later  years 
Was  with  me  when  a  boy : 
She  gave  me  eyes,  she  gave  me  ears ; 
And  humble  cares,  and  delicate  fears ; 
A  heart,  the  fountain  of  sweet  tears ; 
And  love,  and  thought,  and  joy. 


WE  ARE  SEVEN 


-A  SIMPLE  Child, 


That  lightly  draws  its  breath. 
And  feels  its  life  in  every  limb. 
What  should  it  know  of  death  ? 
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I  met  a  little  cottage  Girl : 
She  was  eight  years  old,  she  said ; 
Her  hair  was  thick  with  many  a  curl 
That  clustered  round  her  head 

She  had  a  rustic,  woodland  air, 
And  she  was  wildly  clad : 
Her  eyes  were  fair,  and  very  fair ; 
— Her  beauty  made  me  glad. 

"  Sisters  and  brothers,  little  maid, 
How  many  may  you  be  ?  " 
"  How  many  ?     Seven  in  all,"  she  said, 
And  wondering  looked  at  me. 

"And  where  are  they?     I  pray  you  tell." 
She  answered,  "  Seven  are  we ; 
And  two  of  us  at  Conway  dwell, 
And  two  are  gone  to  sea. 

"  Two  of  us  in  the  church-yard  lie, 
My  sister  and  my  brother ; 
And,  in  the  church-yard  cottage,  I 
Dwell  near  them  with  my  mother." 

"  You  say  that  two  at  Conway  dwell,. 
And  two  are  gone  to  sea. 
Yet  ye  are  seven !  I  pray  you  tell, 
Sweet  Maid,  how  this  may  be." 

Then  did  the  little  Maid  reply, 
"  Seven  boys  and  girls  are  we ; 
Two  of  us  in  the  church-yard  lie. 
Beneath  the  church-yard  tree." 

"  You  run  about,  my  little  Maid, 
Your  limbs  they  are  alive ; 
If  two  are  in  the  church-yard  laid. 
Then  ye  are  only  five." 
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**  Their  graves  are  green,  they  may  be  seen," 
The  little  Maid  replied, 

"  Twelve  steps  or  more  from  my  mother's  door. 
And  they  are  side  by  side. 

"  My  stockings  there  I  often  knit. 
My  kerchief  there  I  hem  ; 
And  there  upon  the  ground  I  sit, 
And  sing  a  song  to  them. 

"  And  often  after  sun-set,  Sir, 
When  it  is  light  and  fair, 
I  take  my  little  porringer, 
And  eat  my  supper  there. 

"  The  first  that  died  was  sister  Jane ; 
In  bed  she  moaning  lay. 
Till  God  released  her  of  her  pain ; 
And  then  she  went  away. 

"So  in  the  church-yard  she  was  laid ; 
And,  when  the  grass  was  dry, 
Together  round  her  grave  we  played. 
My  brother  John  and  I. 

"  And  when  the  ground  was  white  with  snow, 

And  I  could  run  and  slide. 

My  brother  John  was  forced  to  go, 

And  he  lies  by  her  side." 

"  How  many  are  you,  then,"  said  I, 
"  If  they  two  are  in  heaven  ?  " 
Quick  was  the  little  Maid's  reply, 
"  O  Master !  we  are  seven." 

"  But  they  are  dead ;  those  two  are  dead ! 
Their  spirits  are  in  heaven  !  " 
'Twas  throwing  words  away ;  for  still 
The  little  Maid  would  have  her  will. 
And  said,  "  Nay,  we  are  seven  ! " 
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THE  IDLE  SHEPHERD-BOYS; 

OR,   DUNGEON-GHYLL   FORCE  ^ 
A   PASTORAL 

The  valley  rings  with  mirth  and  joy ; 

Among  the  hills  the  echoes  play 

A  never  never  ending  song, 

To  welcome  in  the  May. 

The  magpie  chatters  with  delight ; 

The  mountain  raven's  youngling  brood 

Have  left  the  mother  and  the  nest ; 

And  they  go  rambling  east  and  west 

In  search  of  their  own  food ; 

Or  through  the  glittering  vapours  dart 

In  very  wantonness  of  heart. 

Beneath  a  rock,  upon  the  grass. 
Two  boys  are  sitting  in  the  sun ; 
Their  work,  if  any  work  they  have, 
Is  out  of  mind,  or  done. 
On  pipes  of  sycamore  they  play 
The  fragments  of  a  Christmas  hymn ; 
Or  with  that  plant  which  in  our  dale 
We  call  stag-horn,  or  fox's  tail. 
Their  rusty  hats  they  trim : 
And  thus,  as  happy  as  the  day, 
Those  Shepherds  wear  the  time  away. 

Along  the  river's  stony  marge 
The  sand^ark  chants  a  joyous  song ; 
The  thru$h  is  biasy  in  the  wood, 
And  carols  loud  and  strong. 

1  Ghyll,  in  the  diftleqt  of  Cumberland  and  Wtestmoreland,  is  a 
short  and,  for  the  most  part,  a  steep  narrow  valley,  with  a  stream 
running  through  it.  Force  is  the  word  universally  employed  in 
these  dialects  for  waterfall. 
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A  thousand  lambs  are  on  the  rocks, 
All  newly  born  !  both  earth  and  sky 
Keep  jubilee,  and,  more  than  all, 
Those  boys  with  their  green  coronal ; 
They  never  hear  the  cry, 
That  plaintive  cry  !  which  up  the  hill 
Comes  from  the  depth  of  Dungeon-Ghyll. 

Said  Walter,  leaping  from  the  ground, 
"  Down  to  the  stump  of  yon  old  yew 
Well  for  our  whistles  run  a  race." 

Away  the  shepherds  flew ; 

They  leapt,  they  ran,  and  when  they  came 
Right  opposite  to  Dungeon-Ghyll, 
Seeing  that  he  should  lose  the  prize, 
"  Stop ! "  to  his  comrade  Walter  cries. 
James  stopped  with  no  good  will : 
Said  Walter  then,  "Your  task  is  here, 
'Twill  baffle  you  for  half  a  year. 

"  Cross,  if  you  dare,  where  I  shall  cross ; 

Come  on,  and  tread  where  I  shall  tread" 

The  other  took  him  at  his  word, 

And  followed  as  he  led. 

It  was  a  spot  which  you  may  see 

If  ever  you  to  Langdale  go ; 

Into  a  chasm  a  mighty  block 

Hath  fallen,  and  made  a  bridge  of  rock : 

The  gulf  is  deep  below ; 

And,  in  a  basin  black  and  small, 

Receives  a  lofty  waterfall. 

With  staff  in  hand  across  the  cleft 
The  challenger  pursued  his  march ; 
And  now.  all  eyes  and  feet,  hath  gained 
The  middle  of  the  arch. 
When  list !  he  hears  a  piteous  moan ; 
Again  !  his  heart  within  him  dies ; 
His  pulse  is  stopped,  his  breath  is  lost. 
He  totters,  pallid  as  a  ghost, 
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And,  looking  down,  espies 

A  lamb,  that  in  the  pool  is  pent 

Within  that  black  and  frightful  rent. 

The  lamb  had  slipped  into  the  stream, 

And  safe  without  a  bruise  or  wound 

The  cataract  had  borne  him  down 

Into  the  gulf  profound. 

His  dam  had  seen  him  when  he  fell, 

She  saw  him  down  the  torrent  borne ; 

And,  while  with  all  a  mother's  love 

She  from  the  lofty  rocks  above  ' 

Sent  forth  a  cry  forlorn, 

The  lamb,  still  swimming  round  and  round. 

Made  answer  to  that  plaintive  sound. 

When  he  had  learnt  what  thing  it  was. 

That  sent  this  rueful  cry,  I  ween 

The  boy  recovered  heart,  and  told 

The  sight  which  he  had  seen. 

Both  gladly  now  deferred  their  task ;  . 

Nor  was  there  wanting  other  aid. 

A  poet — one  who  loves  the  brooks 

Far  better  than  the  sages'  books — 

By  chance  had  thither  strayed ; 

And  there  the  helpless  lamb  he  found 

By  those  huge  rocks  encompassed  round. 

He  drew  it  from  the  troubled  pool,  . 

Alid  brought  it  forth  into  the  light : 

The  shepherds  met  him  with  his  charge, 

An  unexpected  sight ! , 

Into  their  an»s  the  lamb  they  took,  . 

Whose  life  and  limbs  the  flood,  bad  spared ; 

Then  up.  the  steep  asceht  they  hied. 

And  placed  him  at  his  mother's  side;,  '    : 

And  gently  did  the  bard 

Those;  idle  ^epherd-boys  upbraid, 

And  bade  them  bettjer  ,mind  their  triade. 
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TO  H.  C 

SJX  YEARS   OLD  . 

O  THOU  !  whose  fancies  from  afax  are  brought ; 

Who  of  thy  words  dost  make  a  mock  apparel, 

And  fittest  to  unutterable  thought 

The  breeze-like  motion  and  the  self-born  carol ; 

Thou  faery  voyager  !  th^t  dost  float 

In  such  clear  water,  that  thy  boat 

May  rather  seem 

To  brood  on  air  than  on  an  earthly  stream ; 

Suspended  in  a  stream  as  clear  as  sky, 

Where  earth  and  heaven  do  make  one  imagery ; 

0  blessM  vision  !  happy  child  ! 
Thou  art  so  exquisitely  wild, 

1  think  of  thee  with  many  fears 

For  what  may  be  thy  lot  in  future  years. 

I  thought  of  times  when  pain  might  be  thy  guest, 
Lord  of  thy  house  and  hospitality ; 
And  grief,  uneasy  lover  I  never  rest  ' 

But  when  she  sate  within  the  touch  of  thee. 
O  too  industrious  folly ! 
O  vain  and  causeless  melancholy ! 
Nature  will  either  end  thee  quite ; 
Or,  lengthening  out  thy  season  of  delight. 
Preserve  for  thee,  by  individual  right, 
A  young  lamb's  heart  among  the  full-grown  flbcks. 
What  hast  thou  to  do  with  sorrow, 
Or  the  injuries  of  to-morrow  ? 
Thou  art  a  dew-dK)p,  which  thfe  mom  brings  f6rth, 
111  fitted  to  sustain  unkindly  ^ocks, 
Or  to  be  trailed  along  the  soiling  earth ; 
A  gem  that  glitters  while  it  lives. 
And  no  forewarning  gives ; 
But,  at  the  touch  of  wrong,  without  a  strife 
Slips  in  a  moment  out  of  life. 


POEMS  REFERRING  TO  CHILDHOOD         1 7 
THE  LONGEST  DAY 

ADDRESSED  TO  MY  DAUGHTER,  DORA 

Let  us  quit  the  leafy  arbour, 
And  the  torrent  murmuring  by ; 
For  the  sun  is  in  his  harbour. 
Weary  of  the  open  sky. 

Evening  now  unbinds,  the  fetters 
Fashioned  by  the  glowing  light  ; 
All  that  breathe  are  thankful  debtor? 
To  the  harbinger  of  night. 

Yet  by  some  grave  thoi^hts  attended 
Eve  renews  her  calm  career ; 
For  the  day  that  now  is  ended 
Is  the  longest  of  the  year. 

Dora !  sport,  as  now  thou  sportest, 
On  this  platform,  light  and  free ; 
Take  thy  bliss,  while  longest,  shortest, 
Are  indifferent  to  thee  ! 

Who  would  check  the  happy  feeling 
That  inspires  the  linnet's  song  ? 
Who  would  stop  the  swallow,  wheeling 
On  her  pinions  swift  and  strong  ? 

Yet,  at  this  impressive  season, 
Words  which  tenderness  can  speak 
From  the  truths  of  homely  reason 
Might  exalt  the  loveliest  cheek ; 

And,  white  shades  t6  shades  Succeeding 
Steal  the  lAhdscape  from  the  si^ht,   ' 
I  wouldurge  this  moral  pleading. 
Last  forerunner  of  "  good  night  ( '^ 
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Summer  ebbs ;  each  day  that  follows  T 

Is  a  reflux  from  on  high,  T 

Tending  to  the  darksome  hollows  I 

Where  the  frosts  of  winter  lie.  ( 

He  who  governs  the  creation,  ' 

In  his  providence,  assigned  ! 

Such  a  gradual  declination 
To  the  life  of  human  kind. 

Yet  we  mark  it  not ;  fruits  redden, 
Fresh  flowers  blow  as  flowers  have  blown. 
And  the  heart  is  loth  to  deaden 
Hopes  that  she  so  long  hath  known. 

Be  thou  wiser,  youthful  Maiden  ! 
And  when  thy  decline  shall  come. 
Let  not  flowers,  or  boughs  fruit-laden, 
Hide  the  knowledge  of  thy  doom. 

Now,  even  now,  ere  wrapped  in  slumber, 
Fix  thy  thoughts  upon  the  sea 
That  absorbs  time,  space,  and  number ; 
Look  towards  Eternity ! 

Follow  thou  the  flowing  river 
On  whose  breast  are  thither  borne 
All  deceived,  and  each  deceiver. 
Through  the  gates  of  night  and  morn ; 

Through  the  year's  successive  portals ; 
Through  the  bounds  which  many  a  star 
Marks,  not  mindless  of  frail  mortals, 
When  his  light  returns  from  far. 

Thus  when  thou  with  Time  hast  travelled 
Toward  the  mighty  gulf  of  things, 
And  the  mazy  stream  unravelled 
With  thy  best  imaginings ; 
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Think,  if  thou  on  beauty  leanest, 
Think  how  pitiful  that  stay, 
Did  not  virtue  give  the  meanest 
Charms  superior  to  decay. 

Duty,  like  a  strict  preceptor. 
Sometimes  frowns,  or  seems  to  frown ; 
Choose  her  thistle  for  thy  sceptre, 
While  thy  brow  youth's  roses  crown. 

Grasp  it, — ^if  thou  shrink  and  tremble. 
Fairest  damsel  of  the  green. 
Thou  wilt  lack  the  only  symbol 
That  proclaims  a  genuine  queen ; 

And  ensures  those  palms  of  honour 
Which  selected  spirits  wear. 
Bending  low  before  the  donor, 
Lord  of  heaven's  unchanging  year  ! 
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THE  BROTHERS 

"These  Tourists,  heaven  preserve  us !  needs  must  live 

A  profitable  life :  some  glance  along, 

Rapid  and  gay,  as  if  the  earth  were  air, 

And  they  were  butterflies  to  wheel  about 

Long  as  the  summer  lasted :  some,  as  wise, 

Perched  on  the  forehead  of  a  jutting  crag, 

Pencil  in  hand  and  book  upon  the  knee. 

Will  look  and  scribble,  scribble  on  and  look, 

Until  a  man  might  travel  twelve  stout  miles, 

Or  reap  an  acre  of  his  neighbour's  com. 

But,  for  that  moping  son  of  idleness, 

Why  can  he  taiiy yonder?    In  our  church-yard 

Is  neither  epitaph  nor  monument, 

Tombstone  nor  name,  only  the  turf  we  tread 

And  a  few  natural  graves." 

To  Jane,  his  wife. 
Thus  spake  the  homely  priest  of  Ennerdale. 
It  was  a  July  evening ;  and  he  sate 
Upon  the  long  stone-seat  beneath  the  eaves 
Of  his  old  cottage,  as  it  chanced  that  day 
Employed  in  winter's  work.     Upon  the  stone 
His  wife  sate  near  him,  teasing  matted  wool. 
While,  from  the  twin  cards  toothed  with  glittering  wire, 

2.5 
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He  fed  the  spindle  of  his  youngest  child, 

Who,  in  the  open  air,  with  due  accord 

Of  busy  hands  and  back-and-forward  steps, 

Her  large  round  wheel  was  turning.      Towards   the 

field 
In  which  the  parish  chapel  stood  alone. 
Girt  round  with  a  bare  ring  of  mossy  wall. 
While  half  an  hour  went  by,  the  priest  had  sent 
Many  a  long  look  of  wonder :  and  at  last. 
Risen  from  his  seat,  beside  the  snow-white  ridge 
Of  cardeki  waol  which  the  oid  man  had  piled 
He  laid  his  implements  with  gentle  pare. 
Each  in  the  othfer  locked;  and  down  the  path. 
That  from  his  cottage  to  the  church-yard  led, 
He  took  his  way,  impatient  to  accost 
The  stranger,  whom  he  saw  still  lingering  there. 

Twas  one  well  known  to  him'  in  former  days, 

A  shepherd-lad ;  who  ere  his  sixteenth  year 

Had  left  that  calling,  tempted  to  entrust 

His  expectations  to  the  fickle  winds 

And  perilous  >;(raters ;  with  the  mariners 

A  fellow-mariner ;  and  so  had  fared 

Through  twenty  seasons ;  but  he  had  been  reared 

Among  the  mountains,  and  he  in  his  heart 

Was  half  a  shepherd  on  the  stormy  seas. 

Oft  in  the  piping  shrouds  had  Leonard  heard 

The  tones  of  waterfalls,  and  inland  sounds 

Of  caves  and  trees  :  and  when  the  regular  wind 

Between  the  tropics  filled  the  steady  sail. 

And  blew  w'ith  the  same  breath  through  days  and 

weeks. 
Lengthening  invisibly  its  weary  line 
Along  the  cloudless  main,  he,  in  those  hours 
Of  tiresome  indolence,  would  often  hang 
Over  the  vessel's  side,  and  gaze  and  gaze ; 
And,  while  the  broad  blue  wave  and  sparkling  foam 
Flashed  round  him  images  and  hues  that  wrought 
In  union  with  the  employment  of  his  heart, 
He,  thus  by  feverish  passion  overcome, 
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Even  with  the  organs  of  his  bodily  eye, 

Below  him,  in  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 

Saw  mountains ;  saw  the  forms  of  sheep  that  grazed 

On  verdant  hills,  with  dwellings  among  trees, 

And  shepherds  clad  in  the  same  country  grey 

Which  he  himself  had  wom.^ 

And  now,  at  last, 
From  perils  manifold,  with  some  small  wealth 
Acquired  by  traffic  'mid  the  Indian  Isles, 
To  his  paternal  home  he  had  returned. 
With  a  determined  purpose  to  resume 
The  life  he  had  lived  there  ;  both  for  the  sake 
Of  many  darling  pleasures,  and  the  love 
Which  to  an  only  brother  he  had  borne 
In  all  his  hardships,  since  that  happy  time 
When,  whether  it  blew  foul  or  fair,  they  two 
Were  brother-shepherds  on  their  native  hills. 
They  were  the  last  of  all  their  race  :  and  now. 
When  Leonard  had  approached  his  home,  his  heart 
Failed  in  him ;  and,  not  venturing  to  enquire 
Tidings  of  one  so  long  and  dearly  loved. 
He  to  the  solitary  church-yard  turned ; 
That,  as  he  knew  in  what  particular  spot 
His  family  were  laid,  he  thence  might  learn 
If  still  his  brother  lived,  or  to  the  file 
Another  grave  was  added.     He  had  found 
Another  grave,  near  which  a  full  half-hour 
He  had  remained ;  but,  as  he  gazed,  there  grew 
Such  a  confusion  in  his  memory, 
That  he  began  to  doubt ;  and  even  to  hope 
That  he  had  seen  this  heap  of  turf  before. 
That  it  was  not  another  grave  ;  but  one 
He  had  forgotten.     He  had  lost  his  path, 
As  up  the  vale,  that  afternoon,  he  walked 
Through  fields  which  once  had  been  well  known  to 
him: 

1  This  description  of  the  Calenture  is  sketched  from  an  imperfect 
recollection  of  an  admirable  one  in  prose,  by  Mr.  Gilbert,  author 
of  the  Hurricane, 
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And  oh  !  what  joy  this  recollection  now 
Sent  to  his  heart !     He  lifted  up  his  eyes, 
And,  looking  round,  imagined  that  he  saw 
Strange  alteration  wrought  on  every  side 
Among  the  woods  and  fields,  and  that  the  rocks. 
And  everlasting  hills  themselves  were  changed. 

By  this  the  priest,  who  down  the  field  had  come, 
Unseen  by  Leonard,  at  the  church-yard  gate 
Stopped  short,  and  thence,  at  leisure,  limb  by  limb 
Perused  him  with  a  gay  complacency. 
Ay,  thought  the  vicar,  smiling  to  himself, 
'Tis  one  of  those  who  needs  must  leave  the  path 
Of  the  world's  business  to  go  wild  alone: 
His  arms  have  a  perpetual  holiday ; 
The  happy  man  will  creep  about  the  fields, 
Following  his  fancies  by  the  hour,  to  bring 
Tears  down  his  cheek,  or  solitary  smiles 
Into  his  face,  until  the  setting  sun 
Write  fool  upon  his  forehead.     Planted  thus 
Beneath  a  shed  that  over-arched  the  gate 
Of  this  rude  church-yard,  till  the  stars  appeared 
The  good  man  might  have  communed  with  himself. 
But  that  the  stranger,  who  had  left  the  grave. 
Approached ;  he  recognised  the  priest  at  once, 
And,  after  greetings  interchanged,  and  given 
By  Leonard  to  the  vicar  as  to  one 
Unknown  to  him,  this  dialogue  ensued. 

Leonard.    You   live.  Sir,   in    these  dales,  a   quiet 
life; 
Your  years  make  up  one  peaceful  family ; 
And  who  would  grieve  and  fret,  if,  welcome  come 
And  welcome  gone,  they  are  so  like  each  other. 
They  cannot  be  remembered  ?     Scarce  a  funeral 
Comes  to  this  church-yard  once  in  eighteen  months ; 
And  yet,  some  changes  must  take  place  among  you : 
And  you,  who  dwell  here,  even  among  these  rocks. 
Can  trace  the  finger  of  mortality. 
And  see,  that  with  our  threescore  years  and  ten 
We  are  not  all  that  perish.     I  remember, 
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(For  many  years  ago  I  passed  this  road) 
There  was  a  foot-way  all  along  the  fields 
By  the  brook-side.     'Tis  gone  and  that  dark  cleft ! 
To  me  it  does  not  seem  to  wear  the  face 
Which  then  it  had ! 

Priest  Nay,  Sir,  for  aught  I  know, 

That  chasm  is  much  the  same. 

Leonard,  But,  surely,  yonder. 

Priest,  Ay,  there,  indeed,  yoiu:  memory  is  a  friend 
That  does  not  play  you  false.     On  that  tall  pike 
(It  is  the  loneliest  place  of  all  these  hills) 
There  were  two  springs  which  bubbled  side  by  side, 
As  if  they  had  been  made  that  they  might  be 
Companions  for  each  other :  the  huge  crag 
Was  rent  with  lightning ;  one  hath  disappeared, 
The  other — left  behind — is  flowing  still 
For  accidents  and  changes  such  as  these. 
We  want  not  store  of  them ;  a  waterspout 
Will  bring  down  half  a  mountain  ;  what  a  feast 
For  folks  that  wander  up  and  down  like  you, 
To  see  an  acre's  breadth  of  that  wide  clifif 
One  roaring  cataract !  a  sharp  May-storm 
Will  come  with  loads  of  January  snow. 
And  in  one  night  send  twenty  score  of  sheep 
To  feed  the  ravens ;  or  a  shepherd  dies 
By  some  untoward  death  among  the  rocks  : 
The  ice  breaks  up  and  sweeps  away  a  bridge ; 
A  wood  is  felled  :  and  then  for  our  own  homes  ! 
A  child  is  born  or  christened,  a  field  ploughed, 
A  daughter  sent  to  service,  a  web  spun. 
The  old  house-clock  is  decked  with  a  new  face  ; 
And  hence,  so  far  from  wanting  facts  or  dates 
To  chronicle  the  time,  we  all  have  here 
A  pair  of  diaries,  one  serving,  Sir, 
For  the  whole  dale,  and  one  for  each  fire-side. 
Yours  was  a  stranger's  judgment :  for  historians, 
Commend  me  to  these  valleys  ! 

Leonard.  Yet  your  church-yard 

Seems,  if  such  freedom  may  be  used  with  you, 
To  say  that  you  are  heedless  of  the  past : 
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An  orphan  could  not  find  his  mother's  grave : 
Here's  neither  head  nor  foot-stone,  plate  of  brass, 
Cross-bones  nor  skull,  type  of  our  earthly  state 
Nor  emblem  of  our  hopes :  the  dead  man's  home 
Is  but  a  fellow  to  that  pasture-field. 

Priest  Why,  there^  Sir,  is  a  thought  that's  new  to 
me ! 
The  stone-cutters,  'tis  true,  might  beg  their  bread 
If  every  English  church-yard  were  like  ours ; 
Yet  your  conclusion  wanders  from  the  truth  : 
We  have  no  need  of  names  and  epitaphs ; 
We  talk  about  the  dead  by  our  fire-sides. 
And  then,  for  our  immortal  part !  we  want 
No  symbols,  Sir,  to  tell  us  that  plain  tale : 
The  thought  of  death  sits  easy  on  the  man 
Who  has  been  born  and  dies  among  the  mountains. 

Leonard,  Your  dalesmen,  then,  do  in  each  other's 
thoughts 
Possess  a  kind  of  second  life :  no  doubt 
You,  Sir,  could  help  me  to  the  history 
Of  half  these  graves  ? 

Priest  For  eight-score  winters  past, 

With  what  I've  witnessed,  and  with  what  I've  heard. 
Perhaps  I  might ;  and,  on  a  winter-evening, 
If  you  were  seated  at  my  chimney's  nook, 
By  turning  o'er  these  hillocks  one  by  one. 
We  two  could  travel.  Sir,  through  a  strange  round  \ 
Yet  all  in  the  broad  highway  of  the  world. 
Now  there's  a  grave,  your  foot  is  half  upon  it, — 
It  looks  just  like  the  rest ;  and  yet  that  man 
Died  broken-hearted. 

Leonard,  'Tis  a  common  case. 

We'll  take  another :  who  is  he  that  lies 
Beneath  yon  ridge,  the  last  of  those  three  graves  ? 
It  touches  on  that  piece  of  native  rock 
Left  in  the  church-yard  wall. 

Priest  That's  Walter  Ewbank. 
He  had  as  white  a  head  and  fresh  a  cheek 
As  ever  were  produced  by  youth  and  age 
Engendering  in  the  blood  di  hale  four-score. 
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Through  five  long  generations  had  the  heart 

Of  Walter's  forefathers  o'erflowed  the  bounds 

Of  their  inheritance,  that  single  cottage ; 

You  see  it  yonder !  and  those  few  green  fields. 

They  toiled  and  wrought,  and  still,  from  sire  to  son, 

Each  struggled,  and  each  yielded  as  before 

A  little — ^yet  a  little,— and  old  Walter, 

They  left  to  him  the  family  heart,  and  land 

With  other  burthens  than  the  crop  it  bore.  « 

Year  after  year  the  old  man  still  kept  up 

A  cheerful  mind ;  and,  buffeted  with  bond, 

Interest,  and  mortgages,  at  l^t  he  sank,  • 

And  went  into  his  grave  before  his  time. 

Poor  Walter !  whether  it  was  care  that  spurred  him 

God  only  knows,  but  to  the  very  last 

He  had  the  lightest  foot  in  Ennerdale  : 

His  pace  was  never  that  of  an  old  man : 

I  almost  see  him  tripping  down  the  path 

With  his  two  grandsons  after  him  -.—but  you, 

Unless  our  Landlord  be  your  host  to-night, 

Have  far  to  travel,  and  on  these  rough  paths  ' 

Even  in  the  longest  day  of  midsummer-*- 

Leonard,  But  those  two  Orphans ! 

Priest  Orphans  I     Such  they  were. 

Yet  not  while  Walter  lived :  for,  thoi^h  their  parents 
Lay  buried  side  by  side  as  now  they  lie. 
The  old  man  was  a  father  to  the  boys, 
Two  fathers  in  one  father :  and  if  tears, 
Shed  when  he  talked  of  them  where  they  were  not. 
And  hauntings  from  the  infirmity  of  love, 
Are  aught  of  what  makes  up  a  mother's  heart, 
This  old  man,  in  the  day  of  his  old  ^e. 
Was  half  a  mother  to  them.     If  you  weep,  Sir, 
To  hear  a  stranger  talking  about  strangers,   • 
Heaven  bless  you  when  you  are  among  your  kindred ! 
Ay — you  may  turn  that  way — ^it  is  a  grave 
Which  will  bear  looking  at. 

Leonard,  These  boys,  I  hope 

They  loved  this  good  old  Man? 

Priest,  They  did,  and  truly : 
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But  that  was  what  we  almost  overlooked, 

They  were  such  darlings  of  each  other.     Yes, 

Though  from  the  cradle  they  had  lived  with  Walter, 

The  only  kinsman  near  them,  and  though  he 

Inclined  to  both  by  reason  of  his  age. 

With  a  more  fond,  familiar  tenderness  ; 

They,  notwithstanding,  had  much,  love  to  spare, 

And  it  all  went  into  each  other's  hearts; 

Leonard,  the  elder  by  just  eighteen  months. 

Was  two  years  taller :  'twas  a  joy  to  see. 

To  hear,  to  meet  them!     From  their  house  the  school 

Is  distant  three  short  miles,  and  in  the  time 

Of  storm  and  thaw,  when  every  water-course 

And  unbridged  stream,  such  as  you  may  have  noticed 

Crossing  our  roads  at  every  hundred  steps, 

Was  swoln  into  a  noisy  rivulet. 

Would  Leonard  then,  when  elder  boys  remained 

At  home,  go  staggering  through  the  slippery  fords. 

Bearing  his  brother  on  his  back.     I  have  seen  him, 

On  windy  days,  in  one  of  those  stray  brooks, 

x\y,  more  than  once  I  have  seen  him,  mid-leg  deep, 

Their  two  books  lying  both  on  a  dry  stone. 

Upon  the  hither  side :  and  once  I  said. 

As  I  remember,  looking  round  these  rocks 

And  hills  on  which  we  all  of  us  were  born. 

That  God  who  made  the  great  book  of  the  world 

Would  bless  such  piety. 

Leonard,  It  may  be  then — 

Priest  Never  did  worthier  lads  break  English  bread ; 
The  very  brightest  Sunday  Autumn  saw, 
With  all  its  mealy  clusters  of  ripe  nuts. 
Could  never  keep  those  boys  away  from  church. 
Or  tempt  them  to  an  hour  of  Sabbath-breach. 
Leonard  and  James  !  I  warrant,  every  comer 
Among  these  rocks,  and  every  hollow  place 
That  venturous  foot  could  reach,  to  one  or  both 
Was  known  as  well  as  to  the  flowers  that  grow  there. 
Like  roe-bucks  they  went  bounding  o'er  the  hills ; 
They  played  like  two  young  ravens  on  the  crags ; 
Then  they  could  write,  ay,  and  speak  too,  as  well 
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As  many  of  their  betters ;  and  for  Leonard ! 
The  very  night  before  he  went  away, 
In  my  own  house  I  put  into  his  hand 
A  Bible,  and  I'd  wager  house  and  field 
That,  if  he  be  alive,  he  has  it  yet. 

Leonard,  It  seems,  these  brothers  have  not  lived 
to  be 
A  comfort  to  each  other. 

Priest  That  they  might 

Live  to  such  end  is  what  both  old  and  young 
In  this  our  valley  all  of  us  have  wished. 
And  what,  for  my  part,  I  have  often  prayed : 
But  Leonard — 

Leonard,  Then  James  still  is  left  among  you  ! 

Priest  Tis  of  the  elder  brother  I  am  speaking : 
They  had  an  uncle ;— he  was  at  that  time 
A  thriving  man,  and  trafficked  on  the  seas : 
And,  but  for  that  same  uncle,  to  this  hour 
Leonard  had  never  handled  rope  or  shroud : 
For  the  boy  loved  the  life  which  we  lead  here ; 
And  though  of  unripe  years,  a  stripling  only. 
His  soul  was  knit  to  this  his  native  soil. 
But,  as  I  said,  old  Walter  was  too  weak 
To  strive  with  such  a  torrent ;  when  he  died. 
The  estate  and  house  were  sold ;  and  all  their  sheep, 
A  pretty  flock,  and  which,  for  aught  I  know. 
Had  clothed  the  Ewbanks  for  a  thousand  years : 
Well,  all  was  gone,  and  they  were  destitute, 
And  Leonard— chiefly  for  his  brother's  sake — 
Resolved  to  try  his  fortune  on  the  seas. 
Twelve  years  are  past  since  we  had  tidings  from  him. 
If  there  were  one  among  us  who  had  heard 
That  Leonard  Ewbank  was  come  home  again. 
From  the  Great  Gavel,^  down  by  Leeza's  banks, 

^  The  Great  Gavel,  so  called,  I  imagine,  from  its  resemblance 
to  the  gable  end  of  a  house,  is  one  of  the  highest  of  the  Cumber- 
land mountains.  It  stands  at  the  head  of  the  several  vales  of 
Ennerdale,  Wastdale,  and  Borrowdale. 

The  Leeza  is  a  river  which  flows  into  the  Lake  of  Ennerdale  : 
on  issuing  from  the  Lake,  it  changes  its  name,  and  is  called  the 
End,  Eyne,  or  Enna.     It  falls  into  the  sea  a  little  below  Egremont. 
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And  down  the  Enna,  far  as  Egremont, 

The  day  would  be  a  joyous  festival ; 

And  those  two  bells  of  ours,  which  there  you  see 

Hanging  in  the  open  air — but,  O  good  Sir ! 

This  is  sad  talk — they'll  never  sound  for  him 

Living  or  dead     When  last  we  heard  of  him, 

He  was  in  slavery  among  the  Moors 

Upon  the  Barbary  coast.     Twas  not  a  little 

That  would  bring  down  his  spirit ;  and  no  doubt, 

Before  it  ended  in  his  death,  the  youth 

Was  sadly  crossed.     Poor  Leonard !  when  we  parted. 

He  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  said  to  me, 

If  e'er  he  should  grow  rich,  he  would  return, 

To  live  in  peace  upon  his  father's  land, 

And  lay  his  bones  among  us. 

Leonard,  If  that  day 

Should  come,  'twould  needs  be  a  glad  day  for  him ; 
He  would  himself,  no  doubt,  be  happy  then 
As  any  that  should  meet  him. 

Priest  Happy!  Sir— 

Leonard,  You  said  his  kindred   all  were  in  their 
graves, 
And  that  he  had  one  brother — 

Priest  That  is  but 

A  fellow-tale  of  sorrow.     From  his  youth 
James,  though  not  sickly,  yet  was  delicate ; 
And  Leonard  being  always  by  his  side 
Had  done  so  many  offices  about  him, 
That,  though  he  was  not  of  a  timid  nature, 
Yet  still  the  spirit  of  a  mountain-boy 
In   him  was  somewhat    checked ;    and,   when    his 

brother 
Was  gone  to  sea,  and  he  was  left  alone, 
The  little  colour  that  he  had  was  soon 
Stolen  from  his  cheek ;  he  drooped,  and  pined,  and 
pined — 

Leonard,  But  these  are  all  the  graves  of  full-grown 
men ! 

Priest,    Ay,  Sir,  that  passed  away:    we  took  him 
to  us; 
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He  was  the  child  of  all  the  dale ;  he  lived 

Three  ajionths  with  one,  and  six  months  with  another ; 

And  wan^d  neither  food,  nor  clothes,  nor  love : 

And  many,  ipany  happy  days  were  his. 

But,  whether  blithe  or  sad,  'tis  my  belief 

His  absent  brothei^  still  was  at  his  heart. 

And,  when  he  dweltj^eneath  our  roof,  we  found 

(A  practice  till  this  time\jinknown  to  him) 

That  often,  rising  from  his^bed  at  night, 

He  in  his  sleep  would  walk  abmit,  and  sleeping 

He  sought  his  brother  Leonard.     You  are  moved ! 

Forgive  me.  Sir :  before  I  spoke  to  you^, 

I  judged  you  most  unkindly — 

Leonard.  But  this  Youthy, 

How  did  he  die  at  last  ?  ^^ , 

Priest  One  sweet  May-morning,  ^^ 

(It  will  be  twelve  years  since  when  Spring  returns) 
He  had  gone  forth  among  the  new-dropped  lambs, 
With  two  or  three  companions,  whom  their  course 
Of  occupation  led  from  height  to  height 
Under  a  cloudless  sun ;  till  he,  at  length, 
Through  weariness,  or,  haply,  to  indulge 
The  humour  of  the  moment,  lagged  behind. 
You  see  yon  precipice ;  it  wears  the  shape 
Of  a  vast  building  made  of  many  crags ; 
And  in  the  midst  is  one  particular  rock 
That  rises  like  a  column  from  the  vale,    *     - 
Whence  by  our  shepherds  it  is  called  The  Pillar. 
Upon  its  aery  summit  crowned  with  heath. 
The  loiterer,  not  unnoticed  by  his  comrades, 
Lay  stretched  at  ease ;  but,  passing  by  the  place 
On  their  return,  they  found  that  he  was  gone. 
No  ill  was  feared  ;  till  one  of  them  by  chance 
Entering,  when  evening  was  far  spent,  the  house 
Which  at  that  time  was  James's  home,  there  learned 
That  nobody  had  seen  him  all  that  day : 
The  morning  came,  and  still  he  was  unheard  of : 
The  neighbours  were  alarmed,  and  to  the  brook 
Some  hastened ;  some  ran  to  the  lake  :  ere  noon 
They  found  him  at  the  foot  of  that  same  rock 

c 
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Dead,  and  with  mangled  limbs.     The  third  day  after 
I  buried  him,  poor  youth,  and  there  he  lies  !   / 

Leonard,  And  that  then  is  his  grave !     Before  his 
death  / 

You  say  that  he  saw  many  happy  year^^? 

Priest,  Ay,  that  he  did —  / 

Leonard,  And  all  w€^t  well  with  him  ? — 

Priest,  If  he  had  one,  the  .y6uth  had  twenty  homes. 

Leonard.  And  you  believe,  then,  that  his  mind  was 
easy  ? —  ,y^ 

Priest,    Yes,   long  before  he  died,  he  found  that 
time        X 
Is  a  true  fpend  to  sorrow ;  and,  unless 
His   tlj^r^ghts   were   turned    on    Leonard's    luckless 

^  -fortune. 
He  talked  about  him  with  a  cheerful  love. 

Leonard,   He  could  not  come  to  an  unhallowed 
end! 

Priest,  Nay,   God  forbid !     You  recollect  I  men- 
tioned 
A  habit  which  disquietude  and  grief 
Had  brought  upon  him ;  and  we  all  conjectured 
That,  as  the  day  was  warm,  he  had  lain  down 
On  the  soft  heath,  and,  waiting  for  his  comrades. 
He  there  had  fallen  asleep ;  that  in  his  sleep 
He  to  the  margin  of  the  precipice 
Had  walked,  and  from  the  summit  had  fallen  head- 
long: 
And  so  no  doubt  he  perished.     When  the  youth 
Fell,  in  his  hand  he  must  have  grasped,  we  think. 
His  shepherd's  staff;  for  on  that  Pillar  of  rock 
It  had  been  caught  mid-way ;  and  there  for  years 
It  hung ;  and  mouldered  there. 

The  priest  here  ended. 
The  Stranger  would  have  thanked  him,  but  he  felt 
A  gushing  from  his  heart,  that  took  away 
The  power  of  speech.     Both  left  the  spot  in  silence ; 
And  Leonard,  when  they  reached  the  church -yard 
gate. 
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As  the  priest  lifted  up  the  latch,  turned  round, 
And,  looking  at  the  grave,  he  said,  "  My  Brother  !  " 
The  vicar  did  not  hear  the  words :  and  now 
He  pointed  towards  his  dwelling-place,  entreating 
That  Leonard  would  partake  his  homely  fare  : 
The  other  thanked  him  with  an  earnest  voice ; 
But  added  that,  the  evening  being  calm, 
He  would  pursue  his  journey.     So  they  parted. 

It  was  not  long  ere  Leonard  reached  a  grove 
That  overhung  the  road :  he  there  stopped  short, 
And,  sitting  down  beneath  the  trees,  reviewed 
All  that  the  priest  had  said :  his  early  years 
Were  with  him :  his  long  absence,  cherished  hopes. 
And  thoughts  which  had  been  his  an  hour  before. 
All  pressed  on  him  with  such  a  weight,  that  now, 
This  vale,  where  he  had  been  so  happy,  seemed 
A  place  in  which  he  could  not  bear  to  live : 
So  he  relinquished  all  his  purposes. 
He  travelled  back  to  Egremont :  and  thence. 
That  night,  he  wrote  a  letter  to  the  priest. 
Reminding  him  of  what  had  passed  between  them ; 
And  adding,  with  a  hope  to  be  forgiven, 
That  it  was  from  the  weakness  of  his  heart 
He  had  not  dared  to  tell  him  who  he  was. 
This  done,  he  went  on  shipboard,  and  is  now 
A  seaman,  a  grey-headed  mariner. 


TO  A  BUTTERFLY 

I've  watched  you  now  a  full  half-hour. 
Self-poised  upon  that  yellow  flower ; 
And,  little  Butterfly  !  indeed 
I  know  not  if  you  sleep  or  feed. 
How  motionless  ! — not  frozen  seas 
More  motionless  !  and  then 
What  joy  awaits  you,  when  the  breeze 
Hath  found  you  out  among  the  trees. 
And  calls  you  forth  again  ! 
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This  plot  of  orchard-ground  is  ours ; 

My  trees  they  are,  my  Sister's  flowers ; 

Here  rest  your  wings  when  they  are  weary ; 

Here  lodge  as  in  a  sanctuary ! 

Come  often  to  us,  fear  no  wrong ; 

Sit  near  us  on  the  bough  ! 

We'll  talk  of  sunshine  and  of  song, 

And  summer  days,  when  we  were  young ; 

Sweet  childish  days,  that  were  as  long 

As  twenty  days  are  now. 


A  FAREWELL 

Farewell,  thou  little  nook  of  mountain-ground, 

Thou  rocky  corner  in  the  lowest  stair 

Of  that  magnificent  temple  which  doth  bound 

One  side  of  our  whole  vale  with  grandeur  rare ; 

Sweet  garden-orchard,  eminently  fair. 

The  loveliest  spot  that  man  hath  ever  found, 

Farewell !  we  leave  thee  to  Heaven's  peaceful  care, 

Thee,  and  the  cottage  which  thou  dost  surround. 

Our  boat  is  safely  anchored  by  the  shore, 
And  there  will  safely  ride  when  we  are  gone  ; 
The  flowering  shrubs  that  deck  our  humble  door 
Will  prosper,  though  untended  and  alone  : 
Fields,  goods,  and  far-off  chattels  we  have  none : 
These  narrow  bounds  contain  our  private  store 
Of  things  earth  makes,  and  sun  doth  shine  upon ; 
Here  are  they  in  our  sight :  we  have  no  more. 

Sunshine  and  shower  be  with  you,  bud  and  bell ! 
For  two  months  now  in  vain  we  shall  be  sought ; 
We  leave  you  here  in  solitude  to  dwell 
With  these  our  latest  gifts  of  tender  thought ; 
Thou,  like  the  morning,  in  thy  saffron  coat. 
Bright  gowan,  and  marsh-marigold,  farewell ! 
Whom  from  the  borders  of  the  lake  we  brought. 
And  placed  together  near  our  rocky  well. 


POEMS  FOUNDED  ON  THE  AFFECTIONS     37 

We  go  for  one  to  whom  ye  will  be  dear ; 
And  she  will  prize  this  bower,  this  Indian  shed, 
Our  own  contrivance,  building  without  peer ! 
A  gentle  maid,  whose  heart  is  lowly  bred, 
Whose  pleasures  are  in  wild  fields  gathered, 
With  joyousness,  and  with  a- thoughtful  cheer, 
Will  come  to  you ;  to  you  herself  will  wed ; 
And  love  the  blessed  life  that  we  lead  here. 

Dear  spot !  which  we  have  watched  with  tender  heed. 
Bringing  thee  chosen  plants  and  blossoms  blown 
Among  the  distant  mountains,  flower  and  weed, 
Which  thou  hast  taken  to  thee  as  thy  own. 
Making  all  kindness  registered  and  known ; 
Thou  for  our  sakes,  though  Nature's  child  indeed, 
Fair  in  thyself  and  beautiful  alone, 
Hast  taken  gifts  which  thou  dost  little  need. 

And  O  most  constant,  yet  most  fickle  place, 
That  hast  thy  wayward  moods,  as  thou  dost  show 
To  them  who  look  not  daily  on  thy  face ; 
Who,  being  loved,  in  love  no  bounds  dost  know. 
And  say'st,  when  we  forsake  thee,  "  Let  them  go  ! " 
Thou  easy-hearted  thing,  with  thy  wild  race 
Of  weeds  and  flowers,  till  we  return  be  slow, 
And  travel  with  the  year  at  a  soft  pace. 

Help  us  to  tell  her  tales  of  years  gone  by. 

And  this  sweet  spring,  the  best  beloved  and  best ; 

Joy  will  be  flown  in  its  mortality ; 

Something  must  stay  to  tell  us  of  the  rest. 

Here,  thronged  with  primroses,  the  steep  rock's  breast 

Glittered  at  evening  like  a  starry  sky ; 

And  in  this  bush  our  sparrow  built  her  nest, 

Of  which  I  sang  one  song  that  will  not  die. 

0  happy  garden  !  whose  seclusion  deep 
Hath  been  so  friendly  to  industrious  hours ; 
And  to  soft  slumbers,  that  did  gently  steep 
Our  spirits,  carrying  with  them  dreams  of  flowers, 
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And  wild  notes  warbled  among  leafy  bowers ; 
Two  burning  months  let  summer  overleap, 
And,  coming  back  with  her  who  will  be  ours, 
Into  thy  bosom  we  again  shall  creep. 


STANZAS 

written  in  my  pocket-copy  of  thomson's 
"castle  of  indolence" 

Within  our  happy  castle  there  dwelt  one 

Whom  without  blame  I  may  not  overlook ; 

For  never  sun  on  living  creature  shone 

Who  more  devout  enjoyment  with  us  took  : 

Here  on  his  hours  he  hung  as  on  a  book, 

On  his  own  time  here  would  he  float  away. 

As  doth  a  fly  upon  a  summer  brook ; 

But  go  to-morrow,  or  belike  to-day, 

Seek  for  him ;  he  is  fled ;  and  whither  none  can  say. 

Thus  often  would  he  leave  our  peaceful  home, 

And  find  elsewhere  his  business  or  delight ; 

Out  of  our  valley's  limits  did  he  roam  : 

Full  many  a  time,  upon  a  stormy  night. 

His  voice  came  to  us  from  the  neighbouring  height  : 

Oft  did  we  see  him  driving  full  in  view 

At  mid-day  when  the  sun  was  shining  bright ; 

What  ill  was  on  him,  what  he  had  to  do, 

A  mighty  wonder  bred  among  our  quiet  crew. 

Ah !  piteous  sight  it  was  to  see  this  man 

When  he  came  back  to  us,  a  withered  flower, 

Or  like  a  sinful  creature,  pale  and  wan. 

Down  would  he  sit ;  and  without  strength  or  power 

Look  at  the  common  grass  from  hour  to  hour  : 

And  oftentimes,  how  long  I  fear  to  say, 

Where  apple-trees  in  blossom  made  a  bower. 

Retired  in  that  sunshiny  shade  he  lay ; 

And,  like  a  naked  Indian,  slept  himself  away. 
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Great  wonder  to  our  gentle  tribe  it  was 

Whenever  from  our  valley  he  withdrew  ; 

For  happier  soul  no  living  creature  has 

Than  he  had,  being  here  the  long  day  through. 

Some  thought  he  was  a  lover,  and  did  woo : 

Some  thought  far  worse  of  him,  and  judged  him  wrong ; 

But  verse  was  what  he  had  been  wedded  to ; 

And  his  own  mind  did  like  a  tempest  strong 

Come  to  him  thus,  and  drove  the  weary  wight  along. 

With  him  there  often  walked  in  friendly  guise. 
Or  lay  upon  the  moss  by  brook  or  tree, 
A  noticeable  man  with  large  grey  eyes. 
And  a  pale  face  that  seemed  undoubtedly 
As  if  a  blooming  face  it  ought  to  be  ; 
Heavy  his  low-hung  lip  did  oft  appear, 
Deprest  by  weight  of  musing  phantasy ; 
Profound  his  forehead  was,  though  not  severe ; 
Yet  some  did  think  that  he  had  little  business  here : 

Sweet  heaven  forefend  !  his  was  a  lawful  right ; 

Noisy  he  was,  and  gamesome  as  a  boy ; 

His  limbs  would  toss  about  him  with  delight, 

Like  branches  when  strong  winds  the  trees  annoy. 

Nor  lacked  his  calmer  hours  device  or  toy 

To  banish  listlessness  and  irksome  care ; 

He  would  have  taught  you  how  you  might  employ 

Yourself;  and  many  did  to  him  repair. 

And  certes  not  in  vain  ;  he  had  inventions  rare. 

Expedients,  too,  of  simplest  sort  he  tried : 

Long  blades  of  grass,  plucked  round  him  as  he  lay, 

Made,  to  his  ear  attentively  applied, 

A  pipe  on  which  the  wind  would  deftly  play ; 

Glasses  he  had,  that  little  things  display. 

The  beetle  panoplied  in  gems  and  gold, 

A  mailed  angel  on  a  battle-day ; 

The  mysteries  that  cups  of  flowers  enfold, 

And  all  the  gorgeous  sights  which  fairies  do  behold. 
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He  would  entice  that  other  man  to  hear 

His  music,  and  to  view  his  imagery : 

And,  sooth,  these  two  were  each  to  the  other  dear : 

No  livelier  love  in  such  a  place  could  be : 

There  did  they  dwell  from  earthly  labour  free, 

As  happy  spirits  as  were  ever  seen ; 

If  but  a  bird,  to  keep  them  company, 

Or  butterfly  sate  down,  they  were,  I  ween, 

As  pleased  as  if  the  same  had  been  a  maidea-queen. 


LOUISA 

AFTER   ACCOMPANYING   HER   ON    A   MOUNTAIN 
EXCURSION 

I  MET  Louisa  in  the  shade, 

And,  having  seen  that  lovely  maid. 

With  fearless  pride  I  say 

That,  nymph-like,  she  is  fleet  and  strong. 

And  down  the  rocks  can  leap  along 

Like  rivulets  in  May  ? 

And  she  hath  smiles  to  earth  unknown ; 
Smiles,  that  with  motion  of  their  own 
Do  spread,  and  sink,  and  rise  ; 
That  come  and  go  with  endless  play, 
And  ever,  as  they  pass  away, 
Are  hidden  in  her  eyes. 

She  loves  her  fire,  her  cottage-home ; 
Yet  o'er  the  moorland  will  she  roam 
In  weather  rough  and  bleak ; 
And,  when  against  the  wind  she  strains, 
Oh  !  might  I  kiss  the  mountain  rains 
That  sparkle  on  her  cheek. 

Take  all  that's  mine  "  beneath  the  moon," 
If  I  with  her  but  half  a  noon 
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May  sit  beneath  the  walls 
Of  some  old  cave,  or  mossy  nook, 
When  up  she  winds  along  the  brook 
To  hunt  the  waterfalls. 


'*  STRANGE   FITS   OF   PASSION   HAVE 
I    KNOWN" 

Strange  fits  of  passion  have  I  known  : 
And  I  will  dare  to  tell. 
But  in  the  lover's  ear  alone, 
What  once  to  me  befell. 

When  she  I  loved  looked  every  day 
Fresh  as  a  rose  in  June, 
I  to  her  cottage  bent  my  way, 
Beneath  an  evening-moon. 

Upon  the  moon  I  fixed  my  eye. 

All  over  the  wide  lea ; 

With  quickening  pace  my  horse  drew  nigh 

Those  paths  so  dear  to  me. 

And  now  we  reached  the  orchard-plot ; 
And,  as  we  climbed  the  hill. 
The  sinking  moon  to  Lucy's  cot 
Came  near,  and  nearer  still. 

In  one  of  those  sweet  dreams  I  slept, 
Kind  Nature's  gentlest  boon  ! 
And  all  the  while  my  eyes  I  kept 
On  the  descending  moon. 

My  horse  moved  on ;  hoof  after  hoof 
He  raised,  and  never  stopped : 
When  down  behind  the  cottage  roof, 
At  once,  the  bright  moon  dropped. 

c  2 
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What  fond  and  wayward  thoughts  will  slide 

Into  a  lover's  head  ! 

"  O  mercy  ! "  to  myself  I  cried, 

"  If  Lucy  should  be  dead !  " 


"SHE  DWELT  AMONG  THE  UNTRODDEN 
WAYS" 

She  dwelt  among  the  untrodden  ways 

Beside  the  springs  of  Dove, 
A  maid  whom  there  were  none  to  praise, 

And  very  few  to  love  : 

A  violet  by  a  mossy  stone 

Half  hidden  from  the  eye ! 
Fair  as  a  star,  when  only  one 

Is  shining  in  the  sky. 

She  lived  unknown,  and  few  could  know 

When  Lucy  ceased  to  be ; 
But  she  is  in  her  grave,  and,  oh. 

The  difference  to  me ! 


"I  TRAVELLED  AMONG  UNKNOWN  MEN" 

I  TRAVELLED  among  unknown  men, 

In  lands  beyond  the  sea ; 
Nor,  England  !  did  I  know  till  then 

What  love  I  bore  to  thee. 

'Tis  past,  that  melancholy  dream  ! 

Nor  will  I  quit  thy  shore 
A  second  time ;  for  still  I  seem 

To  love  thee  more  and  more. 

Among  thy  mountains  did  I  feel 

The  joy  of  my  desire ; 
And  she  I  cherished  turned  her  wheel 

Beside  an  English  fire. 
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Thy  mornings  showed,  thy  nights  concealed 
The  bowers  where  Lucy  played  ; 

And  thine  too  is  the  last  green  field 
That  Lucy's  eyes  surveyed. 


A  COMPLAINT 

There  is  a  change,  and  I  am  poor ; 
Your  love  hath  been,  nor  long  ago, 
A  fountain  at  my  fond  heart's  door. 
Whose  only  business  was  to  flow ; 
And  flow  it  did ;  not  taking  heed 
Of  its  own  bounty,  or  my  need. 

What  happy  moments  did  I  count ! 
Blest  was  I  then  all  bliss  above ! 
Now,  for  that  consecrated  fount 
Of  murmuring,  sparkling,  living  love, 
AVhat  have  I  ?  shall  I  dare  to  tell  ? 
A  comfortless  and  hidden  well. 

A  well  of  love,  it  may  be  deep — 

I  trust  it  is, — and  never  dry : 

What  matter  ?  if  the  waters  sleep 

In  silence  and  obscurity. 

Such  change,  and  at  the  very  door 

Of  my  fond  heart,  hath  made  me  poor. 


TO 


Let  other  bards  of  angels  sing, 

Bright  suns  without  a  spot ; 
But  thou  art  no  such  perfect  thing : 

Rejoice  that  thou  art  not ! 

Heed  not  tho'  none  should  call  thee  fair ; 

So,  Mary,  let  it  be 
If  nought  in  loveliness  compare 

With  what  thou  art  to  me. 
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True  beauty  dwells  in  deep  retreats, 
Whose  veil  is  unremoved 

Till  heart  with  heart  in  concord  beats, 
And  the  lover  is  beloved. 


"WHAT    HEAVENLY    SMILES!    O   LADY 
MINE" 

What  heavenly  smiles  !  O  Lady  mine, 
Through  this  very  heart  they  shine ; 
And,  if  my  brow  gives  back  their  light. 
Do  thou  look  gladly  on  the  sight ; 
As  the  clear  moon  with  modest  pride 

Beholds  her  own  bright  beams 
Reflected  from  the  mountain's  side 

And  from  the  headlong  streams. 


TO 


O  DEARER  far  than  light  and  life  are  dear. 
Full  oft  our  human  foresight  I  deplore ; 
Trembling,  through  my  unworthiness,  with  fear 
That  friends,  by  death  disjoined,  may  meet  no  more  ! 

Misgivings,  hard  to  vanquish  or  control. 
Mix  with  the  day,  and  cross  the  hour  of  rest ; 
While  all  the  future,  for  thy  purer  soul. 
With  "  sober  certainties  "  of  love  is  blest. 

If  a  faint  sigh,  not  meant  for  human  ear. 
Tells  that  these  words  thy  humbleness  offend ; 
Yet  bear  me  up,  else  faltering  in  the  rear 
Of  a  steep  march  :  support  me  to  the  end. 

Peace  settles  where  the  intellect  is  meek. 
And  love  is  dutiful  in  thought  and  deed ; 
Through  thee  communion  with  that  Love  I  seek : 
The  faith  Heaven  strengthens  where  he  moulds  the 
creed. 
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THE   LAST  OF  THE   FLOCK 

In  distant  countries  have  I  been, 
And  yet  I  have  not  often  seen 
A  healthy  man,  a  man  full  grown, 
Weep  in  the  public  roads,  alone. 
But  such  a  one,  on  English  ground, 
And  in  the  broad  highway,  I  met ; 
Along  the  broad  highway  he  came. 
His  cheeks  with  tears  were  wet : 
Sturdy  he  seemed,  though  he  was  sad ; 
And  in  his  arms  a  lamb  he  had. 

He  saw  me,  and  he  turned  aside. 

As  if  he  wished  himself  to  hide : 

Then  with  his  coat  he  made  essay 

To  wipe  those  briny  tears  away. 

I  followed  him,  and  said,  "  My  friend, 

What  ails  you  ?  wherefore  weep  you  so  ?  " 

"  Shame  on  me.  Sir !  this  lusty  lamb, 

He  makes  my  tears  to  flow. 

To-day  I  fetched  him  from  the  rock ; 

He  is  the  last  of  all  my  flock. 

"  When  I  was  young,  a  single  man, 
And  after  youthful  follies  ran. 
Though  little  given  to  care  and  thought. 
Yet,  so  it  was,  an  ewe  I  bought ; 
And  other  sheep  from  her  I  raised, 
As  healthy  sheep  as  you  might  see ; 
And  then  I  married,  and  was  rich 
As  I  could  wish  to  be ; 
Of  sheep  I  numbered  a  full  score, 
And  every  year  increased  my  store. 

"  Year  after  year  my  stock  it  grew ; 
And  from  this  one,  this  single  ewe. 
Full  fifty  comely  sheep  I  raised, 
As  fine  a  flock  as  ever  grazed ! 
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Upon  the  Quantock  hills  they  fed ; 

They  throve,  and  we  at  home  did  thrive : 

This  lusty  lamb  of  all  my  store 

Is  all  that  is  alive ; 

And  now  I  care  not  if  we  die, 

And  perish  all  of  poverty. 

"  Six  children,  Sir !  had  I  to  feed  ; 

Hard  labour  in  a  time  of  need ! 

My  pride  was  tamed,  and  in  our  grief 

I  of  the  parish  asked  relief. 

They  said,  I  was  a  wealthy  man ; 

My  sheep  upon  the  uplands  fed. 

And  it  was  fit  that  thence  I  took 

Whereof  to  buy  us  bread. 

*  Do  this :  how  can  we  give  to  you,* 

They  cried,  *  what  to  the  poor  is  due  ? ' 

"  I  sold  a  sheep,  as  they  had  said. 
And  bought  my  little  children  bread, 
And  they  were  healthy  with  their  food ; 
For  me,  it  never  did  me  good. 
A  woeful  time  it  was  for  me. 
To  see  the  end  of  all  my  gains, 
The  pretty  flock  which  I  had  reared 
With  all  my  care  and  pains, 
To  see  it  melt  like  snow  away, 
For  me  it  was  a  woeful  day. 

"  Another  still !  and  still  another ! 

A  little  lamb,  and  then  its  mother ! 

It  was  a  vein  that  never  stopped. 

Like  blood-drops  from  my  heart  they  dropped. 

Till  thirty  were  not  left  alive 

They  dwindled,  dwindled,  one  by  one ; 

And  I  may  say  that  many  a  time 

I  wished  they  all  were  gone. 

Reckless  of  what  might  come  at  last 

Were  but  the  bitter  struggle  past. 
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"  To  wicked  deeds  I  was  inclined, 

And  wicked  fancies  crossed  my  mind ; 

And  every  man  I  chanced  to  see, 

I  thought  he  knew  some  ill  of  me : 

No  peace,  no  comfort  could  I  find, 

No  ease,  within  doors  or  without ; 

And  crazily  and  wearily 

I  went  my  work  about ; 

And  oft  was  moved  to  flee  from  home, 

And  hide  my  head  where  wild  beasts  roam. 

"Sir,  'twas  a  precious  flock  to  me. 
As  dear  as  my  own  children  be ; 
For  daily  with  my  growing  store 
I  loved  my  children  more  and  more. 
Alas !  it  was  an  evil  time ; 
God  cursed  me  in  my  sore  distress ; 
I  prayed,  yet  every  day  I  thought 
I  loved  my  children  less ; 
And  every  week  and  every  day, 
My  flock  it  seemed  to  melt  away. 

"They  dwindled.  Sir,  sad  sight  to  see! 

From  ten  to  five,  from  five  to  three, 

A  lamb,  a  wether,  and  a  ewe ; 

And  then  at  last  from  three  to  two ; 

And,  of  my  fifty,  yesterday 

I  had  but  only  one : 

And  here  it  lies  upon  my  arm, 

Alas  !  and  I  have  none ; 

To-day  I  fetched  it  from  the  rock ; 

It  is  the  last  of  all  my  flock." 


THE  SAILOR'S  MOTHER 

One  morning  (raw  it  was  and  wet, 

A  foggy  day  in  winter  time) 

A  woman  on  the  road  I  met. 

Not  old,  though  something  past  her  prime : 
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Majestic  in  her  person,  tall  and  straight ; 
And  like  a  Roman  matron's  was  her  mien  and  gait. 

The  ancient  spirit  is  not  dead ; 
Old  times,  thought  I,  are  breathing  there ; 
Proud  was  I  that  my  country  bred 
Such  strength,  a  dignity  so  fair : 
She  begged  an  alms,  like  one  in  poor  estate ; 
I  looked  at  her  again,  nor  did  my  pride  abate. 

When  from  these  lofty  thoughts  I  woke, 
"What  is  it,"  said  I,  " that  you  bear. 
Beneath  the  covert  of  your  cloak, 
Protected  from  this  cold  damp  air  ?  " 
She  answered,  soon  as  she  the  question  heard, 
"  A  simple  burthen.  Sir,  a  little  singing-bird." 

And,  thus  continuing,  she  said, 
"  I  had  a  son,  who  many  a  day 
Sailed  on  the  seas,  but  he  is  dead ; 
In  Denmark  he  was  cast  away : 
And  I  have  travelled  weary  miles  to  see 
If  aught  which  he  had  owned  might  still  remain  for 
me. 

"  The  bird  and  cage  they  both  were  his : 
'Twas  my  son's  bird ;  and  neat  and  trim 
He  kept  it :  many  voyages 
The  singing-bird  had  gone  with  him ; 
When  last  he  sailed,  he  left  the  bird  behind ; 
From  bodings,  as  might  be,  that  hung  upon  his  mind. 

"  He  to  a  fellow-lodger's  care 
Had  left  it,  to  be  watched  and  fed. 
And  pipe  its  song  in  safety ;  there 
I  found  it  when  my  son  was  dead ; 
And  now,  God  help  me  for  my  little  wit ! 
I  bear  it  with  me,  Sir ;  he  took  so  much  delight  in  it.'* 
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MICHAEL 

A   PASTORAL    POEM 

If  from  the  public  way  you  turn  your  steps 

Up  the  tumultuous  brook  of  Green-head  Ghyll, 

You  will  suppose  that  with  an  upright  path 

Your  feet  must  struggle ;  in  such  bold  ascent 

The  pastoral  mountains  front  you,  face  to  face. 

But,  courage  !  for  around  that  boisterous  brook 

The  mountains  have  all  opened  out  themselves, 

And  made  a  hidden  valley  of  their  own. 

No  habitation  can  be  seen  ;  but  they 

Who  journey  thither  find  themselves  alone 

With  a  few  sheep,  with  rocks  and  stones,  and  kites 

That  overhead  are  sailing  in  the  sky. 

It  is  in  truth  an  utter  solitude ; 

Nor  should  I  have  made  mention  of  this  dell 

But  for  one  object  which  you  might  pass  by. 

Might  see  and  notice  not.     Beside  the  brook 

Appears  a  straggling  heap  of  unhewn  stones  ! 

And  to  that  simple  object  appertains 

A  story,  unenriched  with  strange  events. 

Yet  not  unfit,  I  deem,  for  the  fire-side, 

Or  for  the  summer  shade.     It  was  the  first 

Of  those  domestic  tales  that  spake  to  me 

Of  shepherds,  dwellers  in  the  valleys,  men 

Whom  I  already  loved ; — not  verily 

For  their  own  sakes,  but  for  the  fields  and  hills 

Where  was  their  occupation  and  abode. 

And  hence  this  tale,  while  I  was  yet  a  boy 

Careless  of  books,  yet  having  felt  the  power 

Of  Nature,  by  the  gentle  agency 

Of  natural  objects,  led  me  on  to  feel 

P'or  passions  that  were  not  my  own,  and  think 

(At  random  and  imperfectly  indeed) 

On  man,  the  heart  of  man,  and  human  life. 

Therefore,  although  it  be  a  history 

Homely  and  rude,  I  will  relate  the  same 
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For  the  delight  of  a  few  natural  hearts ; 
And,  with  yet  fonder  feeling,  for  the  sake 
Of  youthful  poets,  who  among  these  hills 
Will  be  my  second  self  when  I  am  gone. 

Upon  the  forest-side  in  Grasmere  vale 
There  dwelt  a  shepherd,  Michael  was  his  name ; 
An  old  man,  stout  of  heart,  and  strong  of  limb. 
His  bodily  frame  had  been  from  youth  to  age 
Of  an  unusual  strength  :  his  mind  was  keen. 
Intense,  and  frugal,  apt  for  all  affairs. 
And  in  his  shepherd's  calling  he  was  prompt 
And  watchful  more  than  ordinary  men. 
Hence  had  he  learned  the  meaning  of  all  winds. 
Of  blasts  of  every  tone ;  and  oftentimes. 
When  others  heeded  not,  he  heard  the  South 
Make  subterraneous  music,  like  the  noise 
Of  bagpipes  on  distant  Highland  hills. 
The  shepherd,  at  such  warning,  of  his  flock 
Bethought  him,  and  he  to  himself  would  say, 
"  The  winds  are  now  devising  work  for  me  ! " 
And,  truly,  at  all  times,  the  storm,  that  drives 
The  traveller  to  a  shelter,  summoned  him 
Up  to  the  mountains :  he  had  been  alone 
Amid  the  heart  of  many  thousand  mists, 
That  came  to  him,  and  left  him,  on  the  heights. 
So  lived  he  till  his  eightieth  year  was  past. 
And  grossly  that  man  errs,  who  should  suppose 
That  the  green  valleys,  and  the  streams  and  rocks, 
Were  thmgs  indifferent  to  the  shepherd's  thoughts. 
Fields,  where  with  cheerful  spirits  he  had  breathed 
The  common  air ;  hills,  which  with  vigorous  step 
He  had  so  often  climbed ;  which  had  impressed 
So  many  incidents  upon  his  mind 
Of  hardship,  skill  or  courage,  joy  or  fear ; 
Which,  like  a  book,  preserved  the  memory 
Of  the  dumb  animals,  whom  he  had  saved. 
Had  fed  or  sheltered,  linking  to  such  acts 
The  certainty  of  honourable  gain ; 
Those  fields,  those  hills,  what  could  they  less?  had  laid 
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Strong  hold  on  his  affections,  were  to  him 
A  pleasurable  feeling  of  blind  love, 
The  pleasure  which  there  is  in  life  itself. 

His  days  had  not  been  passed  in  singleness. 
His  helpmate  was  a  comely  matron,  old, 
Though  younger  than  himself  full  twenty  years. 
She  was  a  woman  of  a  stirring  life, 
Whose  heart  was  in  her  house :  two  wheels  she  had 
Of  antique  form ;  this  large,  for  spinning  wool ; 
That  small,  for  flax ;  and,  if  one  wheel  had  rest, 
It  was  because  the  other  was  at  work. 
The  pair  had  but  one  inmate  in  their  house, 
An  only  child,  who  had  been  born  to  them 
When  Michael,  telling  o'er  his  years,  began 
To  deem  that  he  was  old, — in  shepherd's  phrase. 
With  one  foot  in  the  grave.     This  only  son. 
With  two  brave  sheep-dogs  tried  in  many  a  storm, 
The  one  of  an  inestimable  worth. 
Made  all  their  household.     I  may  truly  say. 
That  they  were  as  a  proverb  in  the  vale 
For  endless  industry.     When  day  was  gone. 
And  from  their  occupations  out  of  doors 
The  son  and  father  were  come  home,  even  then. 
Their  labour  did  not  cease ;  unless  when  all 
Tumed  to  the  cleanly  supper-board,  and  there, 
Each  with  a  mess  of  pottage  and  skimmed  milk. 
Sat  round  the  basket  piled  with  oaten  cakes, 
And  their  plain  home-made  cheese.     Yet  when  the 

meal 
Was  ended,  Luke  (for  so  the  son  was  named) 
And  his  old  father  both  betook  themselves 
To  such  convenient  work  as  might  employ 
Their  hands  by  the  fire-side ;  perhaps  to  card 
Wool  for  the  housewife's  spindle,  or  repair 
Some  injury  done  to  sickle,  flail,  or  scythe, 
Or  other  implement  of  house  or  field. ' 

Down  from  the  ceiling,  by  the  chimney's  edge. 
That  in  our  ancient  uncouth  country  style 
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With  huge  and  black  projection  overbrowed 

Large  space  beneath,  as  duly  as  the  light 

Of  day  grew  dim  the  housewife  hung  a  lamp ; 

An  aged  utensil,  which  had  performed 

Service  beyond  all  others  of  its  kind. 

Early  at  evening  did  it  burn — and  late, 

Surviving  comrade  of  uncounted  hours, 

Which,  going  by  from  year  to  year,  had  found, 

And  left,  the  couple  neither  gay  perhaps 

Nor  cheerful,  yet  with  objects  and  with  hopes. 

Living  a  life  of  eager  industry. 

And   now,  when    Luke  had  reached  his   eighteenth 

year. 
There  by  the  light  of  this  old  lamp  they  sate. 
Father  and  son,  while  far  into  the  night 
The  housewife  plied  her  own  peculiar  work, 
Making  the  cottage  through  the  silent  hours 
Murmur  as  with  the  sound  of  summer  flies. 
This  light  was  famous  in  its  neighbourhood. 
And  was  a  public  symbol  of  the  life 
That  thrifty  pair  had  lived.     For,  as  it  chanced. 
Their  cottage  on  a  plot  of  rising  ground 
Stood  single,  with  large  prospect,  north  and  south. 
High  into  Easedale,  up  to  Dunmail-Raise, 
And  westward  to  the  village  near  the  lake ; 
And  from  this  constant  light,  so  regular, 
And  so  far  seen,  the  house  itself,  by  all 
Who  dwelt  within  the  limits  of  the  vale. 
Both   old  and    young,   was  named    The   Evening 

Star. 

Thus  living  on  through  such  a  length  of  years, 
The  shepherd  if  he  loved  himself,  must  needs 
Have  loved  his  helpmate ;  but  to  Michael's  heart 
This  son  of  his  old  age  was  yet  more  dear, 
Less  from  instinctive  tenderness,  the  same 
Fond  spirit  that  blindly  works  in  the  blood  of  all. 
Than  that  a  child,  more  than  all  other  gifts 
That  earth  can  offer  to  declining  man. 
Brings  hope  with  it,  and  forward-looking  thoughts, 
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And  stirrings  of  inquietude,  when  they 

By  tendency  of  nature  needs  must  fail. 

Exceeding  was  the  love  he  bare  to  him, 

His  heart  and  his  heart's  joy  !     For  oftentimes 

Old  Michael,  while  he  was  a  babe  in  arms, 

Had  done  him  female  service,  not  alone 

For  pastime  and  delight,  as  is  the  use 

Of  fathers,  but  with  patient  mind  enforced 

To  acts  of  tenderness ;  and  he  had  rocked 

His  cradle,  as  with  a  woman's  gentle  hand. 

And  in  a  later  time,  ere  yet  the  boy 
Had  put  on  boy's  attire,  did  Michael  love, 
Albeit  of  a  stern  unbending  mind. 
To  have  the  young-one  in  his  sight,  when  he 
Wrought  in  the  field,  or  on  his  shepherd's  stool 
Sate  with  a  fettered  sheep  before  him  stretched 
Under  the  large  old  oak,  that  near  his  door 
Stood  single,  and,  from  matchless  depth  of  shade. 
Chosen  for  the  shearer's  covert  from  the  sun. 
Thence  in  our  rustic  dialect  was  called 
The  Clipping  Tree,^  a  name  which  yet  it  bears. 
There,  while  they  two  were  sitting  in  the  shade. 
With  others  round  them,  earnest  all  and  blithe, 
Would  Michael  exercise  his  heart  with  looks 
Of  fond  correction  and  reproof  bestowed 
Upon  the  child,  if  he  disturbed  the  sheep 
By  catching  at  their  legs,  or  with  his  shouts 
Scared  them,  while  they  lay  still  beneath  the  shears. 

And  when  by  Heaven's  good  grace  the  boy  grew  up 
A  healthy  lad,  and  carried  in  his  cheek 
Two  steady  roses  that  were  five  years  old ; 
Then  Michael  from  a  winter  coppice  cut 
With  his  own  hand  a  sapling,  which  he  hooped 
With  iron,  making  it  throughout  in  all 
Due  requisites  a  perfect  shepherd's  staff. 
And  gave  it  to  the  boy ;  wherewith  equipt 

^  Clipping   is   the   word   used  in  the    North    of    England  for 
shearing. 
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He  as  a  watchman  oftentimes  was  placed 

At  gate  or  gap,  to  stem  or  turn  the  flock ; 

And,  to  his  office  prematurely  called, 

There  stood  the  urchin,  as  you  will  divine, 

Something  between  a  hindrance  and  a  help ; 

And  for  this  cause  not  always,  I  believe. 

Receiving  from  his  father  hire  of  praise ; 

Though  nought  was  left  undone  which  staff,  or  voice. 

Or  looks,  or  threatening  gestures,  could  perform. 

But   soon   as   Luke,    full    ten    years    old,    could 
stand 
Against  the  mountain  blasts  ;  and  to  the  heights. 
Not  fearing  toil,  nor  length  of  weary  ways. 
He  with  his  father  daily  went,  and  they 
Were  as  companions,  why  should  I  relate 
That  objects  which  the  shepherd  loved  before 
Were  dearer  now  ?  that  from  the  boy  there  came 
Feelings  and  emanations — things  which  were 
Light  to  the  sun  and  music  to  the  wind ; 
And  that  the  old  man's  heart  seemed  born  again  ? 

Thus  in  his  father's  sight  the  boy  grew  up : 
And  now,  when  he  had  reached  his  eighteenth  year, 
He  was  his  comfort  and  his  daily  hope. 

While  in  this  sort  the  simple  household  lived 
From  day  to  day,  to  Michael's  ear  there  came 
Distressful  tidings.     Long  before  the  time 
Of  which  I  speak,  the  shepherd  had  been  bound 
In  surety  for  his  brother's  son,  a  man 
Of  an  industrious  life,  and  ample  means ; 
But  unforeseen  misfortunes  suddenly 
.  Had  prest  upon  him  ;  and  old  Michael  now 
Was  summoned  to  discharge  the  forfeiture, 
A  grievous  penalty,  but  little  less 
Than  half  his  substance.     This  unlooked-for  claim. 
At  the  first  hearing,  for  a  moment  took 
More  hope  out  of  his  life  than  he  supposed 
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That  any  old  man  ever  could  have  lost. 
As  soon  as  he  had  armed  himself  with  strength 
To  look  his  trouble  in  the  face,  it  seemed 
The  shepherd's  sole  resource  to  sell  at  once 
A  portion  of  his  patrimonial  fields. 
Such  was  his  first  resolve ;  he  thought  again, 
And  his  heart  failed  him.     "  Isabel,"  said  he, 
Two  evenings  after  he  had  heard  the  news, 
"I  have  been  toiling  more  than  seventy  years. 
And  in  the  open  sunshine  of  God's  love 
Have  we  all  lived :  yet,  if  these  fields  of  ours 
Should  pass  into  a  stranger's  hand,  I  think 
That  I  could  not  lie  quiet  in  my  grave. 
Our  lot  is  a  hard  lot ;  the  sun  himself 
Has  scarcely  been  more  diligent  than  I ; 
And  I  have  lived  to  be  a  fool  at  last 
To  my  own  family.     An  evil  man 
That  was,  and  made  an  evil  choice,  if  he 
Were  false  to  us  ;  and,  if  he  were  not  false, 
There  are  ten  thousand  to  whom  loss  like  this 
Had  been  no  sorrow.     I  forgive  him ; — but 
Twere  better  to  be  dumb  than  to  talk  thus. 
When  I  began,  my  purpose  was  to  speak 
Of  remedies  and  of  a  cheerful  hope. 
Our  Luke  shall  leave  us,  Isabel ;  the  land 
Shall  not  go  from  us,  and  it  shall  be  free  ; 
He  shall  possess  it,  free  as  is  the  wind 
That  passes  over  it.     We  have,  thou  know'st. 
Another  kinsman  ;  he  will  be  our  friend 
In  this  distress.     He  is  a  prosperous  man, 
Thriving  in  trade ;  and  Luke  to  him  shall  go. 
And  with  his  kinsman's  help  and  his  own  thrift 
He  quickly  will  repair  this  loss,  and  then 
He  may  return  to  us.     If  here  he  stay, 
What  can  be  done  ?    Where  every  one  is  poor. 
What  can  be  gained  ?  " 

At  this  the  old  man  paused, 
And  Isabel  sat  silent,  for  her  mind 
Was  busy,  looking  back  into  past  times. 
There's  Richard  Bateman,  thought  she  to  herself, 
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He  was  a  parish-boy,  at  the  church-door 

They  made  a  gathering  for  him,  shillings,  pence, 

And  halfpennies,  wherewith  the  neighbours  bought 

A  basket,  which  they  filled  with  pedlar's  wares ; 

And,  with  this  basket  on  his  arm,  the  lad 

Went  up  to  London,  found  a  master  there, 

Who,  out  of  many,  chose  the  trusty  boy 

To  go  and  overlook  his  merchandise 

Beyond  the  seas ;  where  he  grew  wondrous  rich, 

And  left  estates  and  monies  to  the  poor. 

And,  at  his  birth-place,  built  a  chapel  floored 

With  marble,  which  he  sent  from  foreign  lands. 

These  thoughts,  and  many  others  of  like  sort, 

Passed  quickly  through  the  mind  of  Isabel, 

And  her  face  brightened.     The  old  man  was  glad. 

And  thus  resumed  :  "  Well,  Isabel !  this  scheme 

These  two  days  has  been  meat  and  drink  to  me. 

Far  more  than  we  have  lost  is  left  us  yet. 

We  have  enough.     I  wish  indeed  that  I 
Were  younger ;  but  this  hope  is  a  good  hope. 
Make  ready  Luke's  best  garments,  of  the  best 
Buy  for  him  more,  and  let  us  send  him  forth 
To-morrow,  or  the  next  day,  or  to-night : 

If  he  could  go^  the  boy  should  go  to-night." 

Here  Michael  ceased,  and  to  the  fields  went  forth 
With  a  light  heart.     The  housewife  for  five  days 
Was  restless  morn  and  night,  and  all  day  long 
Wrought  on  with  her  best  fingers  to  prepare 
Things  needful  for  the  journey  of  her  son. 
But  Isabel  was  glad  when  Sunday  came 
To  stop  her  in  her  work  :  for,  when  she  lay 
By  Michael's  side,  she  through  the  last  two  nights 
Heard  him,  how  he  was  troubled  in  his  sleep : 
And  when  they  rose  at  morning  she  could  see 
That  all  his  hopes  were  gone.     That  day  at  noon 
She  said  to  Luke,  while  they  two  by  themselves 
Were  sitting  at  the  door,  "  Thou  must  not  go  : 
We  have  no  other  child  but  thee  to  lose. 
None  to  remember ;  do  not  go  away, 
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For  if  thou  leave  thy  father  he  will  die." 
The  youth  made  answer  with  a  jocund  voice  ; 
And  Isabel,  when  she  had  told  her  fears, 
Recovered  heart.     That  evening  her  best  fare 
Did  she  bring  forth,  and  all  together  sat 
like  happy  people  round  a  Christmas  fire. 

With  daylight  Isabel  resumed  her  work ; 
And  all  the  ensuing  week  the  house  appeared 
As  cheerful  as  a  grove  in  Spring :  at  length 
The  expected  letter  from  their  kinsman  came, 
With  kind  assurances  that  he  would  do 
His  utmost  for  the  welfare  of  the  boy ; 
To  which,  requests  were  added,  that  forthwith 
He  might  be  sent  to  him.     Ten  times  or  more 
The  letter  was  read  over ;  Isabel 
Went  forth  to  show  it  to  the  neighbours  round ; 
Nor  was  there  at  that  time  on  English  land 
A  prouder  heart  than  Luke's.     When  Isabel 
Had  to  her  house  returned,  the  old  man  said, 
"He  shall  depart  to-morrow."     To  this  word 
The  housewife  answered,  talking  much  of  things 
Which,  if  at  such  short  notice  he  should  go, 
Would  surely  be  forgotten.     But  at  length 
She  gave  consent,  and  Michael  was  at  ease. 

Near  the  tumultuous  brook  of  Green-head  Ghyll, 
In  that  deep  valley,  Michael  had  designed 
To  build  a  sheep-fold ;  and,  before  he  heard 
The  tidings  of  his  melancholy  loss, 
For  this  same  purpose  he  had  gathered  up 
A  heap  of  stones,  which  by  the  streamlet's  edge 
Lay  thrown  together,  ready  for  the  work. 
With  Luke  that  evening  thitherward  he  walked : 
And  soon  as  they  had  reached  the  place  he  stopped. 
And  thus  the  old  man  spake  to  him ; — "  My  son. 
To-morrow  thou  wilt  leave  me  :  with  full  heart 
I  look  upon  thee,  for  thou  art  the  same 
That  wert  a  promise  to  me  ere  thy  birth. 
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And  all  thy  life  hast  been  my  daily  joy. 

I  will  relate  to  thee  some  little  part 

Of  our  two  histories ;  'twill  do  thee  good 

When  thou  art  from  me,  even  if  I  should  touch 

On  things  thou  canst  not  know  of.     After  thou 

First  cam'st  into  the  world,  as  oft  befalls 

To  new-born  infants,  thou  didst  sleep  away 

Two  days,  and  blessings  from  thy  father's  tongue 

Then  fell  upon  thee.     Day  by  day  passed  on, 

And  still  I  loved  thee  with  increasing  love. 

Never  to  living  ear  came  sweeter  sounds 

Than  when  I  heard  thee  by  our  own  fire-side 

First  uttering,  without  words,  a  natural  tune ; 

While  thou,  a  feeding  babe,  didst  in  thy  joy 

Sing  at  thy  mother's  breast.     Month  followed  month, 

And  in  the  open  fields  my  life  was  passed 

And  on  the  mountains ;  else  I  think  that  thou 

Hadst  been  brought  up  upon  thy  father's  knees. 

But  we  were  playmates,  Luke :  among  these  hills, 

As  well  thou  knowest,  in  us  the  old  and  young 

Have  played  together,  nor  with  me  didst  thou 

Lack  any  pleasure  which  a  boy  can  know." 

Luke  had  a  manly  heart ;  but  at  these  words 

He  sobbed  aloud.     The  old  man  grasped  his  hand, 

And  said,  "  Nay,  do  not  take  it  so ;  I  see 

That  these  are  things  of  which  I  need  not  speak. 

Even  to  the  utmost  I  have  been  to  thee 

A  kind  and  a  good  father :  and  herein 

I  but  repay  a  gift  which  I  myself 

Received  at  others'  hands ;  for,  though  now  old 

Beyond  the  common  life  of  man,  I  still 

Remember  them  who  loved  me  in  my  youth. 

Both  of  them  sleep  together :  here  they  lived, 

As  all  their  forefathers  had  done ;  and,  when 

At  length  their  time  was  come,  they  were  not  loth 

To  give  their  bodies  to  the  family  mould. 

I  wished  that  thou  shouldst  live  the  life  they  lived, 

But  'tis  a  long  time  to  look  back,  my  son, 

And  see  so  little  gain  from  threescore  years. 

These  fields  were  burthened  when  they  came  to  me ; 
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Till  I  was  forty  years  of  age,  not  more 

Than  half  of  my  inheritance  was  mine. 

I  toiled  and  toiled ;  God  blessed  me  in  my  work, 

And  till  these  three  weeks  past  the  land  was  free. 

It  looks  as  if  it  never  could  endure 

Another  master.     Heaven  forgive  me,  Luke, 

If  I  judge  ill  for  thee,  but  it  seems  good 

That  thou  shouldst  go." 

At  this  the  old  man  paused ; 
Then,  pointing  to  the  stones  near  which  they  stood, 
Thus,  after  a  short  silence,  he  resumed : 
"  This  was  a  work  for  us  ;.  and  now,  my  son. 
It  is  a  work  for  me.     But,  lay  one  stone — 
Here,  lay  it  for  me,  Luke,  with  thine  own  hands. 
Nay,  boy,  be  of  good  hope ;  we  both  may  live 
To  see  a  better  day.     At  eighty-four 
I  still  am  strong  and  hale ;  do  thou  thy  part ; 
I  will  do  mine.     I  will  begin  again 
With  many  tasks  that  were  resigned  to  thee : 
Up  to  the  heights,  and  in  among  the  storms. 
Will  I  without  thee  go  again,  and  do 
All  works  which  I  was  wont  to  do  alone, 
Before  I  knew  thy  face.     Heaven  bless  thee,  boy  ! 
Thy  heart  these  two  weeks  has  been  beating  fast 
With  many  hopes ;  it  should  be  so,  yes,  yes, 
I  knew  that  thou  couldst  never  have  a  wish 
To  leave  me,  Luke :  thou  hast  been  bound  to  me 
Only  by  links  of  love :  when  thou  art  gone, 
What  will  be  left  to  us  .'—But  I  forget 
My  purposes.     Lay  now  the  comer-stone. 
As  I  requested ;  and  hereafter,  Luke, 
When  thou  art  gone  away,  should  evil  men 
Be  thy  companions,  think  of  me,  my  son. 
And  of  this  moment ;  hither  turn  thy  thoughts. 
And  God  will  strengthen  thee :  amid  all  fear 
And  all  temptation,  Luke,  I  pray  that  thou 
May'st  bear  in  mind  the  life  thy  fathers  lived. 
Who,  being  innocent,  did  for  that  cause 
Bestir  them  in  good  deeds.     Now,  fare  thee  well. 
When  thou  retum'st,  thou  in  this  place  wilt  see 
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A  work  which  is  not  here :  a  covenant 
'Twill  be  between  us ;  but,  whatever  fate 
Befall  thee,  I  shall  love  thee  to  the  last. 
And  bear  thy  memory  with  me  to  the  grave.'' 

The   shepherd    ended   here;    and    Luke   stooped 
down, 
And,  as  his  father  had  requested,  laid 
The  first  stone  of  the  sheep-fold.     At  the  sight 
The  old  man's  grief  broke  from  him ;  to  his  heart 
He  pressed  his  son,  he  kissed  him  and  wept ; 
And  to  the  house  together  they  returned. 
— Hushed  was  that  house  in  peace,  or  seeming  peace. 
Ere  the  night  fell :  with  morrow's  dawn  the  boy 
Began  his  journey,  and,  when  he  had  reached 
The  public  way,  he  put  on  a  bold  face ; 
And  all  the  neighbours,  as  he  passed  their  doors. 
Came  forth  with  wishes  and  with  farewell  prayers. 
That  followed  him  till  he  was  out  of  sight. 

A  good  report  did  from  their  kinsman  come, 
Of  Luke  and  his  well-doing :  and  the  boy 
Wrote  loving  letters,  full  of  wondrous  news, 
Which,  as  the  housewife  phrased  it,  were  diroughout 
"The  prettiest  letters  that  were  ever  seen." 
Both  parents  read  them  with  rejoicing  hearts. 
So,  many  months  passed  on  :  and  once  again 
The  shepherd  went  about  his  daily  work 
With  confident  and  cheerful  thoughts ;  and  now 
Sometimes  when  he  could  find  a  leisure  hour 
He  to  that  valley  took  his  way,  and  there 
Wrought  at  the  sheep-fold.     Meantime  Luke  began 
To  slacken  in  his  duty ;  and,  at  length. 
He  in  the  dissolute  city  gave  himself 
To  evil  courses  :  ignominy  and  shame 
Fell  on  him,  so  that  he  was  driven  at  last 
To  seek  a  hiding-place  beyond  the  seas. 

There  is  a  comfort  in  the  strength  of  love  : 
'Twill  make  a  thing  endurable,  which  else 
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Would  overset  the  brain,  or  break  the  heart : 
I  have  conversed  with  more  than  one  who  well 
Remember  the  old  man,  and  what  he  was 
Years  after  he  had  heard  this  heavy  new^s. 
His  bodily  frame  had  been  from  youth  to  age 
Of  an  unusual  strength.     Among  the  rocks 
He  went,  and  still  looked  up  to  sun  and  cloud, 
And  listened  to  the  wind ;  and,  as  before. 
Performed  all  kinds  of  labour  for  his  sheep, 
And  for  the  land,  his  small  inheritance. 
And  to  that  hollow  dell  from  time  to  time 
Did  he  repair,  to  build  the  fold  of  which 
His  flock  had  need.     'Tis  not  forgotten  yet 
The  pity  w^hich  was  then  in  every  heart 
For  the  old  man ;  and  'tis  believed  by  all 
That  many  and  many  a  day  he  thither  went. 
And  never  lifted  up  a  single  stone. 

There,  by  the  sheep-fold,  sometimes  was  he  seen 
Sitting  alone,  or  with  his  faithful  dog. 
Then  old,  beside  him,  lying  at  his  feet. 
The  length  of  full  seven  years,  from  time  to  time. 
He  at  the  building  of  this  sheep-fold  wrought. 
And  left  the  work  unfinished  when  he  died. 
Three  years,  or  little  more,  did  Isabel 
Survive  her  husband :  at  her  death  the  estate 
Was  sold,  and  went  into  a  stranger's  hand. 
The  cottage  which  was  named  the  Evening  Star 
Is  gone;    the   ploughshare    has    been   through   the 

ground 
On  which  it  stood ;  great  changes  have  been  wrought 
In  all  the  neighbourhood :  yet  the  oak  is  left 
That  grew  beside  their  door ;  and  the  remains 
Of  the  unfinished  sheep-fold  may  be  seen 
Beside  the  boisterous  brook  of  Green-head  Ghyll. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

By  persons  resident  in  the  country,  and  attached  to  rural 
objects,  many  places  will  be  found  unnamed  or  of  unknown 
names,  where  little  Incidents  must  have  occurred,  or  feelings  been 
experienced,  which  will  have  given  to  such  places  a  private  and 
peculiar  interest.  From  a  wish  to  give  some  sort  of  record  to 
such  Incidents,  and  renew  the  gratification  of  such  feelings. 
Names  have  been  given  to  places  by  the  Author  and  some  of  his 
Friends,  and  the  following  Poems  written  in  consequence. 
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"IT  WAS  AN  APRIL  MORNING-  FRESH 
AND  CLEAR" 

It  was  an  April  morning :  fresh  and  clear 
The  rivulet,  delighting  in  its  strength, 
Ran  with  a  young  man's  speed ;  and  yet  the  voice 
Of  waters  which  the  winter  had  supplied 
Was  softened  down  into  a  vernal  tone. 
The  spirit  of  enjoyment  and  desire, 
And  hopes  and  wishes,  from  all  living  things 
Went  circling,  like  a  multitude  of  sounds. 
The  budding  groves  seemed  eager  to  urge  on 
The  steps  of  June;  as  if  their  shades 
Of  various  green  were  hindrances  that  stood 
Between  them  and  their  object :  yet,  meanwhile, 
There  was  such  deep  contentment  in  the  air 
That  every  naked  ash,  and  tardy  tree 
Yet  leafless,  showed  as  if  the  countenance 
With  which  it  looked  on  this  delightful  day 
Were  native  to  the  summer.     Up  the  brook 
I  roamed  in  the  confusion  of  my  heart, 
Alive  to  all  things  and  forgetting  all. 
At  length  I  to  a  sudden  turning  came 
In  this  continuous  glen,  where  down  a  rock 
The  stream,  so  ardent  in  its  course  before. 
Sent  forth  such  sallies  of  glad  sound,  that  all 
Which  I  till  then  had  heard  appeared  the  voice 
Of  common  pleasure :  beast  and  bird,  the  lamb, 
65  D 
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The  shepherd's  dog,  the  Hnnet  and  the  thrush, 

Vied  with  this  waterfall,  and  made  a  song 

Which,  while  I  listened,  seemed  like  the  wild  growth 

Or  like  some  natural  produce  of  the  air. 

That  could  not  cease  to  be.    Green  leaves  were  here  ; 

But  'twas  the  foliage  of  the  rocks — the  birch, 

The  yew,  the  holly,  and  the  bright  green  thorn, 

With  hanging  islands  of  resplendent  furze : 

And  on  a  summit,  distant  a  short  space. 

By  any  who  should  look  beyond  the  dell 

A  single  mountain-cottage  might  be  seen. 

I  gazed  and  gazed,  and  to  myself  I  said, 

"  Our  thoughts  at  least  are  ours ;  and  this  wild  nook, 

My  Emma,  I  will  dedicate  to  thee." 

Soon  did  the  spot  become  my  other  home. 

My  dwelling,  and  my  out-of-doors  abode. 

And  of  the  shepherds  who  have  seen  me  there, 

To  whom  I  sometimes  in  our  idle  talk 

Have  told  this  fancy,  two  or  three,  perhaps. 

Years  after  we  are  gone  and  in  our  graves, 

When  they  have  cause  to  speak  of  this  wild  place, 

May  call  it  by  the  name  of  Emma's  Dell. 


TO  JOANNA 

Amid  the  smoke  of  cities  did  you  pass 

The  time  of  early  youth ;  and  there  you  learned, 

From  years  of  quiet  industry,  to  love 

The  living  Beings  by  your  own  fire-side. 

With  such  a  strong  devotion,  that  your  heart 

Is  slow  to  meet  the  sympathies  of  them 

Who  look  upon  the  hills  with  tenderness. 

And  make  dear  friendships  with  the  streams  and 

groves. 
Yet  we,  who  are  transgressors  in  this  kind, 
Dwelling  retired  in  our  simplicity 
Among  the  woods  and  fields,  we  love  you  well, 
Joanna !  and  I  guess,  since  you  have  been 
So  distant  from  us  now  for  two  long  years, 
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That  you  will  gladly  listen  to  discourse 
However  trivi^,  if  you  thence  be  taught 
That  they,  with  whom  you  once  were  happy,  talk 
Familiarly  of  you  and  of  old  times. 

While  I  was  seated,  now  some  ten  days  past, 
Beneath  those  lofty  firs,  that  overtop 
Their  ancient  neighbour,  the  old  steeple-tower. 
The  vicar  from  his  gloomy  house  hard  by 
Came  forth  to  greet  me ;  and,  when  he  had  asked, 
"  How  fares  Joanna,  that  wild-hearted  maid  ! 
And  when  will  she  return  to  us  ?  "  he  paused  ; 
And,  after  short  exchange  of  village  news. 
He  with  grave  looks  demanded  for  what  cause, 
Reviving  obsolete  idolatry, 
I,  like  a  Runic  priest,  in  characters 
Of  formidable  size  had  chiselled  out 
Some  uncouth  name  upon  the  native  rock. 
Above  the  Rotha,  by  the  forest-side. 
Now,  by  those  dear  immunities  of  heart 
Engendered  between  malice  and  true  love, 
I  was  not  loth  to  be  so  catechised, 
And  this  was  my  reply :  "  As  it  befell. 
One  summer  morning  we  had  walked  abroad 
At  break  of  day,  Joanna  and  myself. 
Twas  that  delightful  season  when  the  broom. 
Full-flowered,  and  visible  on  every  steep. 
Along  the  copses  runs  in  veins  of  gold. 
Our  pathway  led  us  on  to  Rotha's  banks  ; 
And,  when  we  came  in  front  of  that  tall  rock 
That  eastward  looks,  I  there  stopped  short — and 

stood 
Tracing  the  lofty  barrier  with  my  eye 
From  base  to  summit ;  such  delight  I  found 
To  note  in  shrub  and  tree,  in  stone  and  flower. 
That  intermixture  of  delicious  hues. 
Along  so  vast  a  surface,  all  at  once. 
In  one  impression,  by  connecting  force 
Of  their  own  beauty,  imaged  in  the  heart. 
When  I  had  gazed  perhaps  two  minutes*  space, 
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Joanna,  looking  in  my  eyes,  beheld 

That  ravishment  of  mine,  and  laughed  aloud. 

The  Rock,  like  something  starting  from  a  sleep, 

Took  up  the  lady's  voice,  and  laughed  again ; 

That  ancient  woman  seated  on  Helm-crag 

Was  ready  with  her  cavern ;  Hammar-scar, 

And  the  tall  steep  of  Silver-how,  sent  forth 

A  noise  of  laughter ;  southern  Loughrigg  heard, 

And  Fairfield  answered  with  a  mountain  tone ; 

Helvellyn  far  into  the  clear  blue  sky 

Carried  the  lady's  voice ;  old  Skiddaw  blew 

His  speaking-trumpet  ,*  back  out  of  the  clouds 

Of  Glaramara  southward  came  the  voice ; 

And  Kirkstone  tossed  it  from  his  misty  head. 

Now  whether  (said  I  to  our  cordial  friend. 

Who  in  the  hey-day  of  astonishment 

Smiled  in  my  face)  this  were  in  simple  truth 

A  work  accomplished  by  the  brotherhood 

Of  ancient  mountains,  or  my  ear  was  touched 

With  dreams  and  visionary  impulses 

To  me  alone  imparted,  sure  I  am 

That  there  was  a  loud  uproar  in  the  hills. 

And,  while  we  both  were  listening,  to  my  side 

The  fair  Joanna  drew,  as  if  she  wished 

To  shelter  from  some  object  of  her  fear. 

And  hence,  long  afterwards,  when  eighteen  moons 

Were  wasted,  as  I  chanced  to  walk  alone 

Beneath  this  rock,  at  sunrise,  on  a  calm 

And  silent  morning,  I  sat  down,  and  there. 

In  memory  of  affections  old  and  true, 

I  chiselled  out  in  those  rude  characters 

Joanna's  name  deep  in  the  living  stone : 

And  I,  and  all  who  dwell  by  my  fire-side. 

Have  called  the  lovely  rock,  Joanna's  Rock." 

Note. — In  Cumberland  and  Westmoreland  are  several  Inscrip- 
tions, upon  the  native  rock,  which,  from  the  wasting  of  time,  and 
the  rudeness  of  the  workmanship,  have  been  mistaken  for  Runic. 
They  are,  without  doubt,  Roman. 

The  Rotha,  mentioned  in  Ihis  poem,  is  the  River  which,  flowing 
through  the  lakes  of  Grasmere  and  Rydal,  falls  into  Winnndermere. 
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On  Helm-crag,  that  impressive  single  mountain  at  the  head  of  the 
Vale  of  Grasmere,  is  a  rock  which  from  most  points  of  view  bears  a 
striking  resemblance  to  an  old  Woman  cowering.  Close  by  this 
rock  is  one  of  those  fissm'es  or  caverns,  which  in  the  language  of 
the  country  are  called  dungeons.  Most  of  the  mountains  here 
mentioned  immediately  surround  the  Vale  of  Grasmere;  of  the 
others,  some  are  at  a  considerable  distance,  but  they  belong  to  the 
same  cluster. 


"THERE  IS  AN  EMINENCE— OF  THESE 
OUR  HILLS" 

There  is  an  Eminence,  of  these  our  hills 
The  last  that  parleys  with  the  setting  sun ; 
We  can  behold  it  from  our  orchard  seat ; 
And,  when  at  evening  we  pursue  our  walk 
Along  the  public  way,  this  peak,  so  high 
Above  usi,  and  so  distant  in  its  height, 
Is  visible ;  and  often  seems  to  send 
Its  own  deep  quiet  to  restore  our  hearts. 
The  meteors  make  of  it  a  favourite  haunt : 
The  star  of  Jove,  so  beautiful  and  large 
In  the  mid  heavens,  is  never  half  so  fair 
As  when  he  shines  above  it.     Tis  in  truth 
The  loneliest  place  we  have  among  the  clouds. 
And  she  who  dwells  with  me,  whom  I  have  loved 
With  such  communion  that  no  place  on  earth 
Can  ever  be  a  solitude  to  me, 
Hath  to  this  lonely  summit  given  my  name. 

"A  NARROW  GIRDLE  OF  ROUGH  STONES 
AND  CRAGS  " 

A  NARROW  girdle  of  rough  stones  and  crags, 
A  rude  and  natural  causeway,  interposed 
Between  the  water  and  a  winding  slope 
Of  copse  and  thicket,  leaves  the  eastern  shore 
Of  Grasmere  safe  in  its  own  privacy : 
And  there  myself  and  two  beloved  friends, 
One  calm  September  morning,  ere  the  mist 
Had  altogether  yielded  to  the  sun, 
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Sauntered  on  this  retired  and  difficult  way.  i 

111  suits  the  road  with  one  in  haste ;  but  we  ^ 

Played  with  our  time ;  and,  as  we  strolled  along,        i 

It  was  our  occupation  to  observe  i 

Such  objects  as  the  waves  had  tossed  ashore,  a 

Feather,  or  leaf,  or  weed,  or  withered  bough,  s 

Each  on  the  other  heaped,  along  the  line  it 

Of  the  dry  wreck.     And,  in  our  vacant  mood,  3 

Not  seldom  did  we  stop  to  watch  some  tuft 

Of  dandelion  seed  or  thistle's  beard. 

That  skimmed  the  surface  of  the  dead  calm  lake, 

Suddenly  halting  now,  a  lifeless  stand ! 

And  starting  off  again  with  freak  as  sudden ; 

In  all  its  sportive  wanderings,  all  the  while. 

Making  report  of  an  invisible  breeze 

That  was  its  wings,  its  chariot,  and  its  horse. 

Its  playmate,  rather  say,  its  moving  soul. 

And  often,  trifling  with  a  privilege 

Alike  indulged  to  all,  we  paused,  one  now. 

And  now  the  other,  to  point  out,  perchance  i 

To  pluck,  some  flower  or  water-weed,  too  fair 

Either  to  be  divided  from  the  place 

On  which  it  grew,  or  to  be  left  alone 

To  its  own  beauty.     Many  such  there  are, 

Fair  ferns  and  flowers,  and  chiefly  that  tall  fern,  ] 

So  stately,  of  the  Queen  Osmunda  named ; 

Plant  lovelier,  in  its  own  retired  abode 

On  Grasmere's  beach,  than  Naiad  by  the  side 

Of  Grecian  brook,  or  Lady  of  the  Mere, 

Sole-sitting  by  the  shores  of  old  romance. 

So  fared  we  that  bright  morning :  from  the  fields, 

Meanwhile,  a  noise  was  heard,  the  busy  mirth 

Of  reapers,  men  and  women,  boys  and  girls. 

Delighted  much  to  listen  to  those  sounds. 

And  feeding  thus  our  fancies,  we  advanced 

Along  the  indented  shore ;  when  suddenly. 

Through  a  thin  veil  of  glittering  haze  was  seen 

Before  us,  on  a  point  of  jutting  land. 

The  tall  and  upright  figure  of  a  man 

Attired  in  peasant's  garb,  who  stood  alone, 
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Angling  beside  the  mai^in  of  the  lake. 

"  Improvident  and  reckless,"  we  exclaimed, 

"  The  man  must  be,  who  thus  can  lose  a  day 

Of  the  mid  harvest,  when  the  labourer's  hire 

Is  ample,  and  some  little  might  be  stored 

Wherewith  to  cheer  him  in  the  winter  time." 

Thus  talking  of  that  peasant,  we  approached 

Close  to  the  spot  where  with  his  rod  and  line 

He  stood  alone ;  whereat  he  turned  his  head 

To  greet  us,  and  we  saw  a  man  worn  down 

By  sickness,  gaunt  and  lean,  with  sunken  cheeks 

Aiid  wasted  limbs,  his  legs  so  long  and  lean 

That  for  my  single  self  I  looked  at  them, 

Forgetful  of  the  body  they  sustained. — 

Too  weak  to  labour  in  the  harvest  field, 

The  man  was  using  his  best  skill  to  gain 

A  pittance  from  the  dead  unfeeling  lake 

That  knew  not  of  his  wants.     I  will  not  say 

What  thoughts  immediately  were  ours,  nor  how 

The  happy  idleness  of  that  sweet  morn, 

With  all  its  lovely  images,  was  changed 

To  serious  musing  and  to  self-reproach. 

Nor  did  we  fail  to  see  within  ourselves 

What  need  there  is  to  be  reserved  in  speech, 

And  temper  all  our  thoughts  with  charity. 

Therefore,  unwilling  to  forget  that  day, 

My  friend,  myself,  and  she  who  then  received 

The  same  admonishment,  have  called  the  place 

By  a  memorial  name,  uncouth  indeed 

As  e'er  by  mariner  was  given  to  bay 

Or  foreland,  on  a  new-discovered  coast ; 

And  Point  Rash-Judgment  is  the  name  it  bears. 

TO  M.  H. 

Our  walk  was  far  among  the  ancient  trees : 
There  was  no  road,  nor  any  woodman  *s  path ; 
But  a  thick  umbrage,  checking  the  wild  growth 
Of  weed  and  saphng,  along  soft  green  turf 
Beneath  the  branches,  of  itself  had  made 
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A  track,  that  brought  us  to  a  slip  of  lawn, 

And  a  small  bed  of  water  in  the  woods. 

All  round  this  pool  both  flocks  and  herds  might 

drink 
On  its  firm  margin,  even  as  from  a  well, 
Or  some  stone-basin  which  the  herdsman's  hand 
Had  shaped  for  their  refreshment ;  nor  did  sun. 
Or  wind  from  any  quarter,  ever  come. 
But  as  a  blessing  to  this  calm  recess, 
This  glade  of  water  and  this  one  green  field. 
The  spot  was  made  by  Nature  for  herself ; 
The  travellers  know  it  not,  and  'twill  remain 
Unknown  to  them ;  but  it  is  beautiful ; 
And  if  a  man  should  plant  his  cottage  near. 
Should  sleep  beneath  the  shelter  of  its  trees. 
And  blend  its  waters  with  his  daily  meal, 
He  would  so  love  it,  that  in  his  death-hour 
Its  image  would  survive  among  his  thoughts : 
And  therefore,  my  sweet  Mary,  this  still  nook. 
With  all  its  beeches,  we  have  named  from  you ! 


"WHEN,  TO  THE  ATTRACTIONS  OF  THE 
BUSY  WORLD  " 

When,  to  the  attractions  of  the  busy  world 
Preferring  studious  leisure,  I  had  chosen 
A  habitation  in  this  peaceful  vale, 
Sharp  season  followed  of  continual  storm 
In  deepest  winter ;  and,  from  week  to  week, 
Pathway,  and  lane,  and  public  road,  were  clogged 
With  frequent  showers  of  snow.     Upon  a  hill, 
At  a  short  distance  from  my  cottage,  stands 
A  stately  fir-grove,  whither  I  was  wont 
To  hasten,  for  I  found,  beneath  the  roof 
Of  that  perennial  shade,  a  cloistral  place 
Of  refuge,  with  an  unincumbered  floor. 
Here,  in  safe  covert,  on  the  shallow  snow, 
And  sometimes  on  a  speck  of  visible  earth. 
The  redbreast  near  me  hopped ;  nor  was  I  loth 
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To  sympathise  with  vulgar  coppice  birds 

That,  for  protection  from  the  nipping  blast, 

Hither  repaired.     A  single  beech-tree  grew 

Within  this  grove  of  firs  !  and,  on  the  fork 

Of  that  one  beech,  appeared  a  thrush's  nest ; 

A  last  year's  nest,  conspicuously  built 

At  such  small  elevation  from  the  ground 

As  gave  sure  sign  that  they,  who  in  that  house 

Of  nature  and  of  love  had  made  their  home 

Amid  the  fir-trees,  all  the  summer  long 

Dwelt  in  a  tranquil  spot     And  oftentimes 

A  few  sheep,  stragglers  from  some  mountain-flock, 

Would  watch  my  motions  with  suspicious  stare, 

From  the  remotest  outskirts  of  the  grove. 

Some  nock  where  they  had  made  their  final  stand, 

Huddling  together  from  two  fears,  the  fear 

Of  me  and  of  the  storm.     Full  many  an  hour 

Here  did  I  lose.     But  in  this  grove  the  trees 

Had  been  so  thickly  planted  and  had  thriven 

In  such  perplexed  and  intricate  array, 

That  vainly  did  I  seek  beneath  their  stems 

A  length  of  open  space,  where  to  and  fro 

My  feet  might  move  without  concern  or  care ; 

And,  baffled  thus,  though  earth  from  day  to  day 

Was  fettered,  and  the  air  by  storm  disturbed,  ^ 

I  ceased  the  shelter  to  frequent,~and  prized, 

Less  than  I  wished  to  prize,  that  calm  recess. 

The  snows  dissolved, -and  genial  Spring  returned 
To  clothe  the  fields  with  verdure.     Other  hauntfc 
Meanwhile  were  mine ;  till  one  bright  April  day. 
By  chance  retiring  from  the  glare  of  noon 
To  this  fof saken  covert,  there  I  found 
A  hoaiy  pa4;hway  traced  between  the  trees. 
And  winding  on  with  such  an  easy  line    ' 
Along  a  natural  opening,  that  I  stood 
Much  wondering  at  my  own. simplicity 
How  I  could  e'er  have  made  a  fruitless  search 
For  what  was  now  so  obvious.     To  abide^ 
For  an  allotted'  interval  of  ease, 

D  2 
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Under  my  cottage-roof,  had  gladly  come 

From  the  wild  sea  a  cherished  visitant ; 

And  with  the  sight  of  this  same  path  begun. 

Begun  and  ended,  in  the  shady  grove, 

Pleasant  conviction  flashed  upon  my  mind 

That,  to  this  opportune  recess  allured. 

He  had  surveyed  it  with  a  finer  eye, 

A  heart  more  wakeful ;  and  had  worn  the  track 

By  pacing  here,  unwearied  and  alone, 

In  that  habitual  restlessness  of  foot 

With  which  the  sailor  measures  o'er  and  o'er 

His  short  domain  upon  the  vessel's  deck, 

While  she  is  travelling  through  the  dreary  sea. 

When  thou  hadst  quitted  Esthwaite's  pleasant 
shore, 
And  taken  thy  first  leave  of  those  green  hills 
And  rocks  that  were  the  play^ound  of  thy  youth, 
Year  followed  year,  my  brother !  and  we  two, 
Conversing  not,  knew  little  in  what  mould 
Each  other's  mind  was  fashioned ;  and  at  length, 
When  once  again  we  met  in  Grasmere  vale. 
Between  us  there  was  little  other  bond 
Than  common  feelings  of  fraternal  love. 
But  thou,  a  school-boy,  to  the  sea  hadst  carried 
Undying  recollections ;  Nature  there 
Was  with  thee ;  she,  who  loved  us  both,  she  still 
Was  with  thee ;  and  even  so  didst  thou  become 
A  silent  poet ;  from  the  solitude 
Of  the  vast  sea  didst  bring  a  watchful  heart 
Still  couchant,  an  inevitable  ear. 
And  an  eye  practised  like  a  blind  man's  touch. 
Back  to  the  joyless  ocean  thou  art  gone ; 
Nor  from  this  vestige  of  thy  musing  hours 
Could  I  withhold  thy  honoured  name,  and  now 
I  call  the  pathway  by  thy  name 
And  love  the  fir-grove  with  a  perfect  love. 
Thither  do  I  withdraw  when  cloudless  suns 
Shine  hot,  or  wind  blows  troublesome  and  strong ; 
And  there  I  sit  at  evening,  when  the  steep 
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Of  Silver-how,  and  Grasmece's  peaceful  lake 
And  one  green  island,  gleam  between  the  stems 
Of  the  dark  iirs,  a  visionary  scene ! 
And  while  I  gaze  upon  the  spectacle 
Of  clouded  splendour,  on  this  dream-like  sight 
Of  solemn  loveliness,  I  think  on  thee. 
My  brother,  and  on  all  which  thou  hast  lost. 
Nor  seldom,  if  I  rightly  guess,  while  thou, 
Muttering  the  verses  which  I  muttered  first 
Among  the  mountains,  through  the  midnight  watch 
Art  pacing  thoughtfully  the  vessel's  deck 
In  some  far  region,  here,  while  o'er  my  head, 
At  every  impulse  of  the  moving  breeze. 
The  fir-grove  murmurs  with  a  sea-like  sound, 
AJone  I  tread  this  path ;  for  aught  I  know. 
Timing  my  steps  to  thine ;  and,  with  a  store 
Of  undistinguishable  sympathies, 
Mingling  most  earnest  wishes  for  the  day 
When  we,  and  others  whom  we  love,  shall  meet 
A  second  time,  in  Grasmere's  happy  vale. 

Note. — This  wish  was  not  granted  ;  the  lamented  Person  not 
long  after  perished  by  shipwreck,  in  discharge  of  his  duty  as 
Commander  of  the  Honourable  East  India  Company's  vessel,  the 
Earl  of  Abergavenny. 


**  FORTH  FROM  A  JUTTING  RIDGE, 
AROUND  WHOSE  BASE." 

Forth  from  a  jutting  ridge,  around  whose  base 
Winds  our  deep  vale,  two  heath-clad  rocks  ascend 
In  fellowship,  the  loftiest  of  the  pair 
Rising  to  no  ambitious  height ;  yet  both, 
O'er  lake  and  stream,  mountain  and  flowery  mead, 
Unfolding  prospects  fair  as  human  eye 
Ever  beheld.     Up-led  with  mutual  help, 
To  one  or  other  brow  of  those  twin  peaks 
Were  two  adventurous  sisters  wont  to  climb, 
And  took  no  note  of  the  hour  while  thence  they 
gazed. 
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The  blooming  heath  their  couch,  gaaed  side  by  side, 

In  speechless  admiration.     I,  a  witness 

And  frequent  sharer  of  their  calm  delight 

With  thankful  heart,  to  either  eminence 

Gave  the  baptismal  name  each  sister  bore. 

Now  are  they  parted,  far  as  death's  cold  hand 

Hath  power  to  part  the  Spirits  of  those  who  love 

As  they  did  love.     Ye  kindred  pinnacles 

That,  while  the  generations  of  mankind 

Follow  each  other  to  their  hiding-place 

In  time's  abyss,  are  privileged  to  endure 

Beautiful  in  yourselves,  and  richly  graced 

With  like  command  of  beauty,  grant  your  aid 

For  Mary's  humble,  Sarah's  silent  claim, 

That  their  pure  joy  in  nature  may  survive 

From  age  to  age  in  blended  memory. 
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TO  THE  DAISY 

Her  ^  divine  skill  taught  me  this, 
That  from  every  thing  I  saw 
I  could  some  instruction  draw, 
And  raise  pleasure  to  the  height 
Through  the  meanest  object's  sight. 
By  the  murmur  of  a  spring, 
Or  the  least  bough's  nistelling  ; 
By  a  Daisy  whose  leaves  spread 
Shut  when  Titan  goes  to  bed  ; 
Or  a  shady  bush  or  tree  ; 
She  could  more  infuse  in  me 
Than  all  Nature's  beauties  can 
In  some  other  wiser  man. 

G.  Wither. 

In  youth  from  rock  to  rock  I  went, 
From  hill  to  hill  in  discontent 
Of  pleasure  high  and  turbulent, 

Most  pleased  when  most  uneasy ; 
But  now  my  own  delights  I  make, 
My  thirst  at  every  rill  can  slake, 
And  gladly  Nature's  love  partake 

Of  thee,  sweet  Daisy  ! 

Thee  winter  in  the  garland  wears 
That  thinly  decks  his  few  grey  hairs ; 
Spring  parts  the  clouds  with  softest  airs, 
That  she  may  sun  thee ; 

*  His  muse. 
79 
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Whole  summer-fields  are  thine  by  right ; 
And  autumn,  melancholy  wight ! 
Doth  in  thy  crimson  head  delight 
When  rains  are  on  thee. 

In  shoals  and  bands,  a  morrice  train. 
Thou  greet'st  the  traveller  in  the  lane ; 
Pleased  at  his  greeting  thee  again ; 

Y^t  nothing  daunted, 
Nor  grieved  if  thou  be  feet  at  nought :    ' 
And  oft  alone  in  nooks  remote 
We  meet  thee,  like  a  pleasant  thought, 

When  such  are  wanted. 

Be  violets  in  their  secret  mews 

The  flowers  the  wanton  zephyrs  choose ; 

Proud  be  the  rose,  with  rains  and  dews 

Her  head  impearling, 
Thou  liv^st  with  less  ambitious  aim. 
Yet  hast  not  gone  without  thy  fame ; 
Thou  art  indeed  by  many  a  claim 

The  poet's  darling. 

If  to  a  rock  from  rains  he  fly, 
Or,  some  bright  day  of  April  sky, 
Imprisoned  by  hot  sunshine  Ue^ 

Near  the  green  holly, 
And  wearily  at  length  should  fare ; 
He  needs  but  look  about,  and  there 
Thou  art !  a  friend  at  hand,  to  scar^ 

His  melancholy. 

A  hundred  times,  by  rock  or  bower, 
Ere  thus  I  have  lain  couched  an  hour. 
Have  I  derived  from  thy  sweet  power  . 

Some  apprehension ; 
,  Some  steady  love  j  some  chance  delight ; 
Some  memory  that  had  taken  flight ; 
Some  chime  of  fancy  wrong  or  right ; 

Or  stray  invention. 
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If  stately  passions  in  me  bum, 

And  one  chance  look  to  thee  should  turn, 

I  drink  out  of  an  humbler  um 

A  lowlier  pleasure ; 
The  homely  sympathy  that  heeds 
The  common  life  our  nature  breeds ; 
A  wisdom  fitted  to  the  needs 

Of  hearts  at  leisure. 


Fresh-smitten  by  the  morning  ray, 
When  thou  art  up,  alert  and  gay. 
Then,  cheerful  flower !  my  spirits  play 

With  kindred  gladness : 
And  when,  at  dusk,  by  dews  opprest 
Thou  sink'st,  tke  image  of  thy  rest 
Hath  often  eased  my  pensive  breast- 

Of  careful  sadness. 


And  all  day  long  I  number  yet. 
All  seasons  through,  another  debt, 
Which  I,  wherever  thou  art  met, 

To  thee  am  owing ; 
An  instinct  call  it,  a  blind  sense ; 
A  happy,  genial  influence, 
Coming  one  knows  not  how,  nor  whence. 

Nor  whither  going. 

Child  of  the  year  I  that  round  dost  run 
Thy  pleasant  course, — ^when  day's  begun 
As  ready  to  salute  the  sun 

As  lark  or  leveret, 
Thy  long-lost  praise  thou  shalt  regain ; 
Nor  be  less  dear  to  future  men 
Than  in  old  time ; — thou  not  in  vain 

Art  Nature's  favourite.^ 


1  See,  in  Chaucer  and  the  elder  Poets,  the  honours  formerly 
paid  to  this  flower. 
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While  birds,  and  butterflies,  and  flowers, 
Make  all  one  band  of  paramours, 
Thou,  ranging  tip  and  down  the  bowers, 

Art  sole  in  thy  employment : 
A  life,  a  presence  like  the  air. 
Scattering  thy  gladness  without  care, 
Too  blest  with  any  one  to  pair ; 

Thyself  thy  own  enjoyment 

Amid  yon  tuft  of  hazel  trees. 
That  twinkle  to  the  gusty  breeze, 
Behold  him  perched  in  ecstasies. 

Yet  seeming  still  to  hover ; 
There !  where  the  flutter  of  his  wings 
Upon  his  back  and  body  flings 
Shadows  and  sunny  glimmerings, 

That  cover  him  all  over. 

My  dazzled  sight  he  oft  deceives, 
A  brother  of  the  dancing  leaves ; 
Then  flits,  and  from  the  cottage  eaves 

Pours  forth  his  song  in  gushes ; 
As  if  by  that  exulting  strain 
He  mocked  and  treated  with  disdain 
The  voiceless  form  he  chose  to  feign. 

While  fluttering  in  the  bushes. 


TO  A  SKYLARK 

Up  with  me  !  up  with  me  into  the  clouds ! 

For  thy  song,  lark,  is  strong ; 
Up  with  me,  up  with  me  into  the  douds ! 

Singing,  singing. 
With  all  the  heavens  about  thee  ringing, 

Lift  me,  guide  me,  till  I  find 
That  spot  which  seems  so  to  thy  mind ! 
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I  have  walked  through  wildernesses  dreary, 

And  to-day  my  heart  is  weary ; 

Had  I  now  the  wings  of  a  faery, 

Up  to  thee  would  I  fly. 

There  is  madness  about  thee,  and  joy  divine 

In  that  song  of  thine ; 

Lift  me,  guide  me,  high  and  high 

To  thy  banqueting  place  in  the  sky. 

Joyous  as  morning, 
Thou  art  laughing  and  scorning ; 
Thou  hast  a  nest  for  thy  love  and  thy  rest, 
And,  though  little  troubled  with  sloth. 
Drunken  lark  1  thou  wouldst  be  loth 
To  be  such  a  traveller  as  I. 
Happy,  happy  liver, 

With  a  soul  as  strong  as  a  mountain  river 
Pouring  out  praise  to  the  almighty  giver, 
Joy  and  jollity  be  with  us  both  ! 

Alas  !  my  journey,  rugged  and  uneven, 
Through  prickly  moors  or  dusty  ways  must  wind ; 
But  hearing  thee,  or  others  of  thy  kind, 
As  full  of  gladness  and  as  free  of  heaven, 
I,  with  my  fate  contented,  will  plod  on, 
And   hope  for  higher  raptures,  when  life's  day  is 
done. 


TO  THE  SMALL  CELANDINE^ 

Pansies,  lilies,  kingcups,  daisies, 
Let  them  live  upon  their  praises ; 
Long  as  there's  a  sun  that  sets, 
Primroses  will  have  their  glory ; 
Long  as  there  are  violets. 
They  will  have  a  place  in  story : 
There's  a  flower  that  shall  be  mine, 
'Tis  the  little  celandine., 

^  Common  PUewort 
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Eyes  of  some  men  travel  far 
For  the  finding  of  a  star ; 
Up  and  down  the  heavens  they  go, 
Men  that  keep  a  mighty  rout ! 
I^m  as  great  as  they,  I  trow, 
Since  the  day  I  found  thee  out, 
Little  flower,  I'll  make  a  stir, 
Like  a  sage  astronomer. 

Modest,  yet  withal  an  elf 
Bold,  and  lavish  of  thyself; 
Since  we  needs  must  first  have  met 
I  have  seen  thee,  high  and  low, 
Thirty  years  or  more,  and  yet 
'Twas  a  face  I  did  not  know ; 
Thou  hast  now,  go  where  I  may, 
Fifty  greetings  in  a  day. 

Ere  a  leaf  is  on  a  bush. 
In  the  time  before  the  thrush 
Has  a  thought  about  her  nest, 
Thou  wilt  come  with  half  a  call, 
Spreading  out  thy  glossy  breast 
Like  a  careless  prodigal ; 
Telling  tales  about  the  sun, 
When  weVe  little  warmth,  or  none. 

Poets,  vain  men  in  their  mood ! 
Travel  with  the  multitude : 
Never  heed  them ;  I  aver 
That  they  all  are  wanton  wooers ; 
But  the  thrifty  cottager, 
Who  stirs  little  out  of  doors, 
Joys  to  spy  thee  near  her  home ; 
Spring  is  coming,  thou  art  come  ! 

Comfort  have  thou  of  thy  merit, 
Kindly,  unassuming  spirit ! 
Careless  of  thy  neighbourhood. 
Thou  dost  show  thy  pleasant  face 
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On  the  moor,  and  in  the  wood, 
In  the  lane ; — there's  not  a  place. 
Howsoever  mean  it  be, 
But  'tis  good  enough  for  thee. 

Ill  befall  the  yellow  flowers, 
Children  of  the  flaring  hours ! 
Buttercups,  that  will  be  seen, 
Whether  we  will  see  or  no ; 
Others,  too,  of  lofty  mien  ; 
They  have  done  as  worldlings  do, 
Taken  praise  that  should  be  thine, 
Little,  humble  celandine. 

Prophet  of  delight  and  mirth. 
Ill-requited  upon  earth ; 
Herald  of  a  mighty  band. 
Of  a  joyous  train  ensuing. 
Serving  at  my  heart's  command, 
Tasks  that  are  no  tasks  renewing, 
I  will  sing,  as  doth  behove. 
Hymns  in  praise  of  what  I  love  J 


TO  THE  SAME  FLOWER 

Pleasures  newly  found  are  sweet 

When  they  lie  about  our  feet : 

February  last,  my  heart 

First  at  sight  of  thee  was  glad ; 

All  unheard  of  as  thou  art. 

Thou  must  needs,  I  think,  have  had, 

Celandine  !  and  long  2^0, 

Praise  of  which  I  nothing  know. 

I  have  not  a  doubt  but  he. 
Whosoe'er  the  man  might  be. 
Who  the  first  with  pointed  rays 
(Workman  worthy  to  be  sainted) 
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Set  the  sign-board  in  a  blaze, 
When  the  rising  sun  he  painted, 
Took  the  fancy  from  a  glance 
At  thy  glittering  countenance. 

Soon  as  gentle  breezes  bring 
News  of  winter's  vanishing, 
And  the  children  build  their  bowers, 
Sticking  'kerchief-plots  of  mould 
All  about  with  full-blown  flowers, 
Thick  as  sheep  in  shepherd's  fold ! 
With  the  proudest  thou  art  there, 
Mantling  in  the  tiny  square. 

Often  have  I  sighed  to  measure 
By  myself  a  lonely  pleasure. 
Sighed  to  think  I  read  a  book 
Only  read,  perhaps,  by  me  ; 
Yet  I  long  could  overlook 
Thy  bright  coronet  and  thee, 
And  thy  arch  and  wily  ways, 
And  thy  store  of  other  praise. 

Blithe  of  heart,  from  week  to  week 
Thou  dost  play  at  hide-and-seek ; 
While  the  patient  primrose  sits 
Like  a  beggar  in  the  cold, 
Thou,  a  flower  of  wiser  wits, 
Slip'st  into  thy  sheltering  hold ; 
Liveliest  of  the  vernal  train 
When  ye  all  are  out  again. 

Drawn  by  what  peculiar  spell. 
By  what  charm  of  sight  or  smell, 
Does  the  dim-eyed  curious  bee, 
Labouring  for  her  waxen  cells, 
Fondly  settle  upon  thee 
Prized  above  all  buds  and  bells 
Opening  daily  at  thy  side, 
By  the  season  multiplied  ? 
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Thou  art  not  beyond  the  moon, 
But  a  thing  "  beneath  our  shoon :  " 
Let  the  bold  discoverer  thrid 
In  his  bark  the  polar  sea  ; 
Rear  who  will  a  pyramid  ; 
Praise  it  is  enough  for  me, 
If  there  be  but  three  or  four 
Who  will  love  my  little  flower. 


THE  SEVEN  SISTERS; 

OR,    THE   SOLITUDE  OF   BINNORIE 

Seven  daughters  had  Lord  Archibald, 

All  children  of  one  mother : 

You  could  not  say  in  one  short  day 

What  love  they  bore  each  other. 

A  garland  of  seven  lilies  wrought ! 

Seven  sisters  that  together  dwell ; 

But  he,  bold  knight  as  ever  fought. 

Their  father,  took  of  them  no  thought. 

He  loved  the  wars  so  well. 

Sing,  mournfully,  oh !  mournfully. 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie  I 

Fresh  blows  the  wind,  a  western  wind, 

And  from  the  shores  of  Erin, 

Across  the  wave,  a  rover  brave 

To  Binnorie  is  steering : 

Right  onward  to  the  Scottish  strand 

The  gallant  ship  is  borne ; 

The  warriors  leap  upon  the  land. 

And  hark !  the  leader  of  the  band 

Hath  blown  his  bugle  horn. 

Sing,  mournfully,  oh  1  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie. 
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Beside  a  grotto  of  their  own, 
With  boughs  above  them  closing, 
The  seven  are  laid,  and  in  the  shade 
They  lie  like  fawns  reposing. 
But  now,  upstarting  with  affright 
At  noise  of  man  and  steed, 
Away  they  fly  to  left,  to  r^ht— r- 
Of  your  fair  household,  father-knight, 
Methinks  you  take  small  heed  I 
Singj  mournfully,  oh  !  mournfully. 
The  solitude  of  Binnorie. 

Away  the  seven  fair  Campbells  fly, 

And  over  hill  and  hollow. 

With  menace  proud,  and  insult  loud, 

The  youthful  rovers  follow. 

Cried  they,  "  Your  father  loves  to  roam  : 

Enough  for  him  to  find 

The  empty  house  when  he  comes  home ; 

For  us  your  yellow  ringlets  comb. 

For  us  be  fair  and  kind  ! " 

Sing,  mournfully,  oh !  mournfully. 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie 

Some  close  behind,  some  side  by  side, 

Like  clouds  in  stormy  weather ; 

They  run,  and  cry,  "  Nay,  let  us  die. 

And  let  us  die  together." 

A  lake  was  near ;  the  shore  was  steep ; 

There  never  foot  had  been ; 

The  sisters  ran  like  mountain  sheep, 

Together  plunged  into  the  deep. 

And  never  more  were  seen. 

Sing,  mournfully,  oh !  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie. 

The  stream  that  flows  out  of  the  lake. 
As  through  the  glen  it  rambles. 
Repeats  a  moan  o'er  moss  and  stone. 
For  those  seven  lovely  Campbells. 
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Seven  little  islands,  green  and  bare, 
Have  risen  from  out  the  deep : 
The  fishers  say,  those  sisters  fair 
By  faeries  all  are  buried  there, 
And  there  together  sleep.. 
Sing,  mournfully,  oh  !  mournfully. 
The  solitude  of  Binnorie. 


"GLAD  SIGHT  IT  IS  WHEN  NEW  WITH 
OLD" 

Glad  sight  it  is  when  new  with  old 

Is  joined  through  some  dear  home-bom  tie ; 

The  life  of  all  that  we  behold 

Depends  upon  that  mystery. 

Vain  is  the  glory  of  the  sky, 

The  beauty  vain  of  field  and  grove, 

Unless,  while  with  admiring  eye 

We  gaze,  we  also  learn  to  love. 


SONG  FOR  THE  WANDERING  JEW 

Though  the  torrents  from  their  fountains 
Roar  down  many  a  craggy  steep. 
Yet  they  find  among  the  mountains 
Resting-places  calm  and  deep. 

Clouds  that  love  through  air  to  hasten. 
Ere  the  storm  its  fury  stills^ 
Helmet-like  themselves  will  fasten 
On  the  heads  of  towering  hUls. 

What  if  through  the  frozen  centre 
Of  the  Alps  the  chamois  bound. 
Yet  he  has  a  home  to  enter 
In  some  nook  of  chosen  ground : 
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And  the  sea-horse,  though  the  ocean 
Yield  him  no  domestic  cave, 
Slumbers  without  sense  of  motion, 
Couched  upon  the  rocking  wave. 

If  on  windy  days  the  raven 
Gambol  like  a  dancing  skiff, 
Not  the  less  she  loves  her  haven 
In  the  bosom  of  the  cliff. 

The  fleet  ostrich,  till  day  closes, 
Vagrant  over  desert  sands, 
Brooding  on  her  eggs  reposes 
When  chill  night  that  care  demands. 

Day  and  night  my  toils  redouble, 
Never  nearer  to  the  goal ; 
Night  and  day,  I  feel  the  trouble 
Of  the  wanderer  in  my  soul. 


A  WREN^S  NEST 

Among  the  dwellings  framed  by  birds 
In  field  or  forest  with  nice  care. 

Is  none  that  with  the  little  wren's 
In  snugness  may  compare. 

No  door  the  tenement  requires. 
And  seldom  needs  a  laboured  roof; 

Yet  is  it  to  the  fiercest  sun 
Impervious,  and  storm-proof. 

J  So  warm,  so  beautiful  withal, 

In  perfect  fitness  for  its  aim, 
That  to  the  kind  by  special  grace 
Their  instinct  surely  came. 
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And  when  for  their  abodes  they  seek 

An  opportune  recess, 
The  hermit  has  no  finer  eye 

For  shadowy  quietness. 

These  find,  *mid  ivied  abbey-walls, 

A  canopy  in  some  still  nook ; 
Others  are  pent-housed  by  a  brae 

That  overhangs  a  brook. 

There  to  the  brooding  bird  her  mate 
Warbles  by  fits  his  low  clear  song ; 

And  by  the  busy  streamlet  both 
Are  sung  to  all  day  long. 

Or  in  sequestered  lanes  they  build, 
Where,  till  the  flitting  bird's  return, 

Her  eggs  within  the  nest  repose, 
Like  relies  in  an  urn. 

But  still,  where  general  choice  is  good, 

There  is  a  better  and  a  best ; 
And,  among  fairest  objects,  some 

Are  fairer  than  the  rest  ; 

This,  one  of  those  small  builders  jproved 
In  a  green  covert,  where,  from  out 

The  forehead  of  a  pollard  oak. 
The  leafy  antlers  sprout  ; 

For  she  who  planned  the  mossy  lodge, 

Mistrusting  her  evasive  skill, 
Had  to  a  primrose  looked  for  aid 

Her  wishes  to  fulfil 

High  on  the  trunk's  projecting  brow, 
And  fixed  an  infant's  span  above 

The  budding  flowers,  peeped  forth  the  nest 
The  prettiest  of  the  grove ! 


94  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

The  treasure  proudly  did  I  show 

To  some  whose  minds  without  disdain 

Can  turn  to  little  things ;  but  once 
Looked  up  for  it  in  vain : 

Tis  gone,  a  ruthless  spoiler's  prey, 
Who  heeds  not  beauty,  love,  or  song, 

Tis  gone !  (so  seemed  it)  and  we  grieved 
Indignant  at  the  wrong. 

Just  three  days  after,  passing  by 
In  clearer  light  the  moss-built  cell 

I  saw,  espied  its  shaded  mouth ; 
And  felt  that  all  was  well. 

The  primrose  for  a  veil  had  spread 
The  largest  of  her  upright  leaves ; 

And  thus,  for  purposes  benign, 
A  simple  flower  deceives. 

Concealed  from  friends  who  might  disturb 

Thy  quiet  with  no  ill  intent. 
Secure  from  evil  eyes  and  hands 

On  barbarous  plunder  bent, 

Rest,  mother-bird  !  and  when  thy  young 
Take  flight,  and  thou  art  free  to  roam, 

When  withered  is  the  guardian  flower, 
And  empty  thy  late  home. 

Think  how  ye  prospered,  thou  and  thine. 

Amid  the  unviolated  grove 
Housed  near  the  growing  primrose-tuft 

In  foresight,  or  in  love. 


THE  KITTEN  AND  FALLING  LEAVES 

That  way  look,  my  infant,  lo  ! 
What  a  pretty  baby-snow  ! 
See  the  kitten  on  the  Wall, 
Sporting  with  the  leaves  that  fall. 
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Withered  leaves,  one,  two,  and  three, 
From  the  lofty  elder-tree  ! 
Through  the  calm  and  frosty  air 
Of  this  morning  bright  and  fair, 
Eddying  round  and  round  they  sink 
Softly,  slowly :  one  might  think. 
From  the  motions  that  are  made, 
Every  little  leaf  conveyed 
Sylph  or  faery  hither  tending, — 
To  this  lower  world  descending, 
Each  invisible  and  mute, 
In  his  wavering  parachute. 
But  the  kitten,  how  she  starts. 
Crouches,  stretches,  paws,  and  darts ! 
First  at  one,  and  then  its  fellow, 
Just  as  light  and  just  as  yellow  ; 
There  are  many  now,  now  one ; 
Now  they  stop,  and  there  are  none : 
What  in  tenseness  of  desire 
In  her  upward  eye  of  fire  ! 
With  a  tiger-leap  half-way 
Now  she  meets  the  coming  prey, 
Lets  it  go  as  fast,  and  then 
Has  it  in  her  power  again  : 
Now  she  works  with  three  or  four, 
Like  an  Indian  conjurer ; 
Quick  as  he  in  feats  of  art, 
Far  beyond  in  joy  of  heart. 
Were  her  antics  played  in  the  eye 
Of  a  thousand  standers-by. 
Clapping  hands  with  shout  and  stare, 
What  would  little  tabby  care 
For  the  plaudits  of  the  crowd  ? 
Over  happy  to  be  proud. 
Over  wealthy  in  the  treasure 
Of  her  own  exceeding  pleasure ! 

Tis  a  pretty  baby-treat ; 
Nor,  I  deem,  for  me  unmeet ; 
Here,  for  neither  babe  nor  me, 
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Other  playmate  can  I  see. 
Of  the  countless  living  things^ 
That  with  stir  of  feet  and  wings 
(In  the  sun  or  under  shade, 
Upon  bough  or  grassy  blade) 
And  with  busy  revellings, 
Chirp  and  song,  and  murmurings, 
Made  this  orchard's  narrow  space, 
And  this  vale,  so  blithe  a  place ; 
Multitudes  are  swept  away 
Never  more  to  breathe  the  day : 
Some  are  sleeping ;  some  in  bands 
Travelled  into  distant  lands : 
Others  slunk  to  moor  and  wood, 
Far  from  human  neighbourhood ; 
And  among  the  kinds  that  keep 
With  us  closer  fellowship, 
With  us  openly  abide. 
All  have  laid  their  mirth  aside. 

Where  is  he  that  busy  sprite, 
Blue-cap,  with  his  colours  bright, 
Who  was  blest  as  bird  could  be, 
Feeding  in  the  apple-tree ; 
Made  such  wanton  spoil  and  rout, 
Turning  blossoms  inside  out ; 
Hung,  head  pointing  towards  the  ground, 
Fluttered,  perched,  into  a  round 
Bound  himself,  and  then  unbound ; 
Lithest,  gaudiest  harlequin ! 
Prettiest  tumbler  ever  seen  1 
Light  of  heart  and  light  of  limb ; 
What  is  now  become  of  him  ? 
Lambs,  that  through  the  mountains  went 
Frisking,  bleating  merriment, 
When  the  year  was  in  its  prime. 
They  are  sobered  by  this  time. 
If  you  look  to  vale  or  hill. 
If  you  listen,  all  is  still, 
Save  a  little  neighbouring  rill, 
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That  from  out  the  rocky  ground   ' 
Strikes  a  solitary  gound 
Vainly  glitter  hill  and  plain, 
And  the  air  is  calm  in  vain  ; 
Vainly,  Morning  spreads!  thfe  l^iure 
Of  a  slty  serene  and  pure ; 
Creature  none  can  she  decoy 
Into  open,  sign  of  joy  : 
Is  it  that  they  have  a  fear 
Of  the  dreary  season  near  ? 
Or  that  other  pleasures  be 
Sweeter  even  than  gaiety  ? 

Yet,  whate'er  enjoyments  dwell 
In  the  impenetrable  cell 
Of  the  silent  heart  which  Nature 
Furnishes  to  every  creature ; 
Whatsoe'er  we  feel  and  know 
Too  sedate  for  outward  show, 
Such  a  light  of  gladness  breaks, 
Pretty  Kitten  !  from  thy  freaks, — 
Spreads  with  such  a  living  grace 
O'er  my  little  Dora's  face ; 
Yes,  the  sight  so  stirs  and  charms 
Thee,  Baby,  laughing  in  my  arms, 
That  almost  I  could  repine 
That  your  transports  are  not  mine, 
That  I  do  not  wholly  fare 
Even  as  ye  do,  thoughtless  pair ! 
And  I  will  have  my  careless  season 
Spite  of  melancholy  reason, 
I  would  walk  in  such  a  way 
That,  when  time  brings  on  decay, 
Now  and  then  I  may  possess 
Hours  of  perfect  gladsomeness. 
Pleased  by  any  random  toy ; 
By  a  kitten's  busy  joy, 
Or  an  infant's  laughing  eye 
Sharing  in  the  ecstasy ; 
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I  would  fare  like  that  or  this^ 
Find  my  wisdom  in  my  bliss ; 
Keep  the  sprightly  soul  awake, 
And  have  faculties  to  take, 
From  the  things  by  sorrow  wrought, 
Matter  for  a  jocund  thought. 
Spite  of  care,  and  spite  of  grief, 
To  gambol  with  life's  falling  leaf. 
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"THERE  WAS  A  BOY;  YE  KNEW  HIM 
WELL  " 

There  was  a  Boy ;  ye  knew  him  well,  ye  cliffs 

And  islands  of  Winander  !     Many  a  time, 

At  evening,  when  the  earliest  stars  began 

To  move  along  the  edges  of  the  hills, 

Rising  or  setting,  would  he  stand  alone, 

Beneath  the  trees,  or  by  the  glimmering  lake ; 

And  there,  with  fingers  interwoven,  both  hands 

Pressed  closely  palm  to  palm  and  to  his  mouth 

Uplifted,  he,  as  through  an  instrument, 

Blew  mimic  hootings  to  the  silent  owls. 

That  they  might  answer  him.     And  they  would  shout 

Across  the  watery  vale,  and  shout  again. 

Responsive  to  his  call,  with  quivering  peals, 

And  long  halloos,  and  screams,  and  echoes  loud 

Redoubled  and  redoubled ;  concourse  wild 

Of  jocund  din  !     And,  when  there  came  a  pause 

Of  silence  such  as  baffled  his  best  skill : 

Then  sometimes,  in  that  silence,  while  he  hui\g 

Listening,  a  gentle  shock  of  mild  surprise 

Has  carried  far  into  his  heart  the  voice 

Of  mountain-torrents  ;  or  the  visible  scene 

Would  enter  unawares  into  his  mind 


I02  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

With  all  its  solemn  ittiagery,  its  rocks, 

Its  woods,  and  that  uncertain  heaven  received 

Into  the  bosom  of  the  steady  lake. 

This  boy  was  taken  from  his  mates,  and  died 
In  childhood,  ere  he  was  full  twelve  years  old. 
Pre-eminent  in  beauty  is  the  vale 
Where   he   was   born   and   bred:     the    church -yard 

hangs 
Upon  a  slope  above  the  village-school ; 
And  through  that  church-yard  when  my  way  has  led 
On  summer-evenings,  I  believe  that  there 
A  long,  h^lf-hour  together  I  have  stood 
Mute,  lobking  at  the  grave  in  which  he  lies ! 


TO  THE  CUCKOO 

0  BLITHE  new-comer  !  I  have  heard, 

1  hear  thee  and  rejoice. 

O  Cuckoo  !  shall  I  call  thee  bird, 
Or  but  a  wandering  Voice  ? 

While  I  am  lying  on  the  grass 
Thy  twofold  shout  I  hear ; 
From  hill  to  hill  it  seems  to  pass 
At  once  far  off,  and  near. 

Though  babbling  only  co  the  vale, 
Of  sunshine  and  of  flowers. 
Thou  bringest  unto  me  a  tale 
Of  visionary  hours. 

Thrice  welcome,  darling  of  the  Spring ! 

Even  yet  thou  art  to  me 

No  bird,  but  an  invisible  thing, 

A  voice,  a  mystery ; 
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The  same  whom  in  my  schoolboy  days 
I  listened  to  ;  that  cry 
Which  made  me  look  a  thousand  ways 
In  bush,  and  tree,  and  sky. 

To  seek  thee  did  I  often  rove 
Through  woods  and  on  the  green  ; 
And  thou  wert  still  a  hope,  a  love ; 
Still  longed  for,  never  seen. 

And  I  can  listen  to  thee  yet ; 
Can  lie  upon  the  plain 
And  listen,  till  I  do  beget 
That  golden  time  again. 

O  blessed  bird !  the  earth  we  pace 
Again  appears  to  be 
An  unsubstantial,  faery  place  ; 
That  is  fit  home  for  thee  ! 


A  NIGHT-PIECE 

The  sky  is  overcast 
With  a  continuous  cloud  of  texture  close, 
Heavy  and  wan,  all  whitened  by  the  moon, 
Which  through  that  veil  is  indistinctly  seen, 
A  dull,  contracted  circle,  yielding  light 
So  feebly  spread  that  not  a  shadow  falls, 
Chequering   the   ground,  from  rock,   plant,   tree,  or 

tower. 
At  length  a  pleasant  instantaneous  gleam 
Startles  the  pensive  traveller  as  he  treads 
His  lonesome  path,  with  unobserving  eye 
Bent  earthwards ;  he  looks  up,  the  clouds  are  split 
Asunder,  and  above  his  head  he  sees 
The  clear  Moon,  and  the  glory  of  the  heavens. 
There  in  a  black-blue  vault  she  sails  along, 
Followed  by  multitudes  of  stars,  that,  small 
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And  sharp,  and  bright,  along  the  dark  abyss  i 

Drive  as  she  drives :  how  fast  they  wheel  away. 

Yet  vanish  not !  the  wind  is  in  the  tree^ 

But  they  are  silent ;  still  they  roll  along 

Immeasurably  distant ;  and  the  vault, 

Built  round  by  those  white  clouds,  enormous  clouds, 

Still  deepens  its  unfathomable  depth. 

At  length  the  vision  closes ;  and  the  mind, 

Not  undisturbed  by  the  delight  it  feels, 

Which  slowly  settles  into  peaceful  calm. 

Is  left  to  muse  upon  the  solemn  scene. 
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Not  a  breath  of  air 
Ruffles  the  bosom  of  this  leafy  glen. 
From  the  brook's  margin,  wide  around,  the  trees 
Are  steadfast  as  the  rocks ;  the  brook  itself. 
Old  as  the  hills  that  feed  it  from  afar. 
Doth  rather  deepen  than  disturb  the  calm 
Where  all  things  else  are  still  and  motionless. 
And  yet,  even  now,  a  little  breeze,  perchance 
Escaped  from  boisterous  winds  that  rage  without, 
Has  entered,  by  the  sLurd)  oaks  unfelt, 
But  tu  its  gentle  taueb  ho\\  sensitive 
Is  the  light  ash  !  that,  pendent  from  the  brow 
Of  yon  ditn  cave,  in  seeming  silence  makes 
A  soft  eye-niusic  of  slow- waving  boughs. 
Powerful  almost  as  vocal  harmony 
1  o  stay  the  wajiderer's  steps  and  soothe  his  thoughts. 


YEW-TREES 

There  is  a  yew-tree,  pride  of  Lorton  vale, 
Which  to  this  day  stands  single,  in  the  midst 
Of  its  own  darkness,  as  it  stood  of  yore : 
Not  loth  to  furnish  weapons  for  the  bands 
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Of  Umfraville  or  Percy  ere  they  marched 

To  Scotland's  heaths ;  or  those  that  crossed  the  sea 

And  drew  their  sounding  bows  at  Azincour, 

Perhaps  at  earher  Crecy,  or  Poictiers. 

Of  vast  circumference  and  gloom  profound 

This  solitary  tree  !  a  living  thing 

Produced  too  slowly  ever  to  decay ; 

Of  form  and  aspect  too  magnificent 

To  be  destroyed.     But  worthier  still  of  note 

Are  those  fraternal  Four  of  Borrowdale, 

Joined  in  one  solemn  and  capacious  grove  ; 

Huge  trunks  !  and  each  particular  trunk  a  growth 

Of  intertwisted  fibres  serpentine 

Up-coiling,  and  inveterately  convolved  ; 

Nor  uninformed  with  phantasy,  and  looks 

That  threaten  the  profane ;  a  pillared  shade, 

Upon  whose  grassless  floor  of  red-brown  hue, 

By  sheddings  from  the  pining  umbrage  tinged 

Perennially,  beneath  whose  sable  roof 

Of  boughs,  as  if  for  festal  purpose  decked 

With  unrejoicing  berries,  ghostly  Shapes 

May  meet  at  noontide ;  Fear  and  trembling  Hope,  • 

Silence  and  Foresight ;  Death  the  Skeleton, 

And  Time  the  Shadow  ;  there  to  celebrate, 

As  in  a  natural  temple  scattered  o'er 

With  altars  undisturbed  of  mossy  stone, 

United  worship ;  or  in  mute  repose 

To  lie,  and  listen  to  the  mountain  flood 

Murmuring  from  Glaramara's  inmost  caves. 


NUTTINCx 

It  seems  a  day 
(I  speak  of  one  from  many  singled  out) 
One  of  those  heavenly  days  that  cannot  die ; 
When,  in  the  eagerness  of  boyish  hope, 
I  left  our  cottage-threshold,  sallying  forth 

E  2 
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With  a  huge  wallet  o'er  my  shoulders  slung,        '   '   - 
A  nutting-crook  in  hand  ;  and  turned  my  steps 
Toward  the  distant  woods,  a  figure  quaint, 
Tricked  out  in  proud  disguise  of  cast-off  weeds 
Which  for  that  service  had  been  husbanded, 
By  exhortation  of  my  frugal  dame. 
Motley  accoutrement,  of  power  to  smile 
At  thorns,  and  brakes,  and  brambles,  and  in  truth 
More  ragged  than  need  was  !    O'er  pathless  rocks, 
Through  beds  of  matted  fern,  and  tangled  thickets, 
Forcing  my  way,  I  came  to  one  dear  nook 
Un  visited,  where  not  a  broken  bough 
Drooped  with  its  withered  leaves,  ungracious  sign 
Of  devastation ;  but  the  hazels  rose 
Tall  and  erect,  with  milk-white  clusters  hung, 
A  virgin  scene  !     A  little  while  I  stood. 
Breathing  with  such  suppression  of  the  heart 
As  joy  delights  in  ;  and  with  wise  restraint 
Voluptuous,  fearless  of  a  rival,  eyed 
The  banquet ;  or  beneath  the  trees  I  sate 
Among  the  flowers,. and  with  the  flowers  I  played ; 
A  temper  known  to  those  who,  after  long 
And  weary  expectation,  have  been  blest 
With  sudden  happiness  beyond  all  hope. 
Perhaps  it  was  a  bower  beneath  whose  leaves 
The  violets  of  five  seasons  re-appear 
And  fade,  unseen  by  any  human  eye ; 
Where  fairy  water^breaks  do  murmur  on 
For  ever  ;  and  I  saw  the  sparkling  foam. 
And,  with  my  cheek  on  one  of  those  green  stones 
That,  fleeced  with  moss  beneath  the  shady  trees. 
Lay  round  me,  scattered  like  a  flock  of  sheep, 
I  heard  the  murmur  and  the  murmuring  sound, 
In  that  sweet  mood  when  pleasure  loves  to  pay 
Tribute  to  ease  ;  and,  of  its  joy  secure. 
The  heart  luxuriates  with  indifferent  things, 
Wasting  its  kindliness  on  stocks  and  stones, 
And  on  the  vacant  air.     Then  up  I  rose. 
And  dragged  to  earth  both  branch  and  bough,  with 
crash 
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And  merciless  ravage :  and  the  shady  nook 
Of  hazels,  and  the  green  and  mossy  bower, 
Deformed  and  sullied,  patiently  gave  up 
Their  quiet  being :  and  unless  I  now 
Confound  my  present  feelings  with  the  past, 
Even  then,  when  from  the  bower  I  turned  away, 
Exulting,  rich  beyond  the  wealth  of  kings, 
I  felt  a  sense  of  pain  when  I  beheld 
The  silent  trees,  and  saw  the  intruding  sky. 
Then,  dearest  Maiden,  move  along  these  shades 
In  gentleness  of  heart ;  with  gentle  hand 
Touch,  for  there  is  a  spirit  in  the  woods. 


''SHE  WAS  A  PHANTOM  OF  DELIGHT" 

She  was  a  phantom  of  delight 

When  first  she  gleamed  upon  my  sight ; 

A  lovely  apparition,  sent 

To  be  a  moment's  ornament ; 

Her  eyes  as  stars  of  twilight  fair ; 

Like  twilight's,  too,  her  dusky  hair ; 

But  all  things  else  about  her  drawn 

From  May-time  and  the  cheerful  Dawn  ; 

A  dancing  shape,  an  image  gay. 

To  haunt,  to  startle,  and  way-lay. 

I  saw  her  upon  nearer  view, 

A  spirit,  yet  a  woman  too  ! 

Her  household  motions  light  and  free, 

And  steps  of  virgin-liberty ; 

A  countenance  in  which  did  meet 

Sweet  records,  promises  as  sweet ; 

A  creature  not  too  bright  or  good 

For  human  nature's  daily  food ; 

For  transient  sorrows,  simple  wiles, 

Praise,  blame,  love,  kisses,  tears,  and  smiles. 
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And  now  I  see  with  eye  serene 

The  very  pulse  of  the  machine ; 

A  being  breathing  thoughtful  breath, 

A  traveller  between  life  and  death  ; 

The  reason  firm,  the  temperate  will, 

Endurance,  foresight,  strength,  and  skill ; 

A  perfect  woman,  nobly  planned, 

To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  command ; 

And  yet  a  spirit  still,  and  bright 

With  something  of  angelic  light. 


"O  NIGHTINGALE!  THOU  SURELY  ART" 

0  Nightingale  !  thou  surely  art 
A  creature  of  a  "  fiery  heart " : 

These  notes  of  thine,  they  pierce  and  pierce  ; 

Tumultuous  harmony  and  fierce  ! 

Thou  sing'st  as  if  the  God  of  wine 

Had  helped  thee  to  a  Valentine ; 

A  song  in  mockery  and  despite 

Of  shades,  and  dews,  and  silent  night ; 

And  steady  bliss,  and  all  the  loves 

Now  sleeping  in  these  peaceful  groves. 

1  heard  a  stock-dove  sing  or  say 
His  homely  tale,  this  very  day ; 
His  voice  was  buried  among  trees, 
Yet  to  be  come-at  by  the  breeze : 

He  did  not  cease ;  but  cooed,  and  cooed ; 
And  somewhat  pensively  he  wooed  : 
He  sang  of  love,  with  quiet  blending. 
Slow  to  begin,  and  never  ending ; 
Of  serious  faith,  and  inward  glee ; 
That  was  the  song,  the  song  for  me ! 
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"THREE  YEARS  SHE  GREW  IN  SUN  AND 
SHOWER  " 

Three  years  she  grew  in  sun  and  shower, 
Then  Nature  said,  "  A  lovelier  flower 
On  earth  was  never  sown ; 
This  child  I  to  myself  will  take ; 
She  shall  be  mine,  and  I  will  make 
A  lady  of  my  own. 

"  Myself  will  to  my  darling  be 

Eoth  law  and  impulse :  and  with  me 

The  girl,  in  rock  and  plain. 

In  earth  and  heaven,  in  glade  and  bower, 

Shall  feel  an  overseeing  power 

To  kindle  or  restrain. 

"  She  shall  be  sportive  as  the  fawn 
That  wild  with  glee  across  the  lawn 
Or  up  the  mountain  springs ; 
And  hers  shall  be  the  breathing  balm, 
And  hers  the  silence  and  the  calm 
Of  mute  insensate  things. 

"  The  floating  clouds  their  state  shall  lend 

To  her ;  for  her  the  willow  bend ; 

Nor  shajl  she  fail  to  see 

Even  in  the  motions  of  the  storm 

Grace  that  shall  mould  the  maiden's  form 

By  silent  sympathy. 

"  The  stars  of  midnight  shall  be  dear 

To  her ;  and  she  shall  lean  her  ear 

In  many  a  secret  place 

Where  rivulets  dance  their  wayward  round, 

And  beauty  born  of  murmuring  sound 

Shall  pass  into  her  face. 
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"  And  vital  feelings  of  delight 
Shall  rear  her  form  to  stately  height, 
Her  virgin  bosom  swell ; 
Such  thoughts  to  Lucy  I  will  give 
While  she  and  I  together  live 
Here  in  this  happy  dell." 

Thus  Nature  spake.     The  work  was  done, 

How  soon  my  Lucy's  race  was  run  ! 

She  died,  and  left  to  me 

This  heath,  this  calm,  and  quiet  scene ; 

The  memory  of  what  has  been, 

And  never  more  will  be. 


"A  SLUMBER  DID  MY  SPIRIT  SEAL" 

A  SLUMBER  did  my  spirit  seal ; 

I  had  no  human  fears : 
She  seemed  a  thing  that  could  not  feel 

The  touch  of  earthly  years. 

No  motion  has  she  now,  no  force ; 

She  neither  hears  nor  sees ; 
Rolled  round  in  earth's  diurnal  course, 

With  rocks,  and  stones,  and  trees. 


'I  WANDERED  LONELY  AS  A  CLOUD" 

I  WANDERED  lonely  as  a  cloud 

That  floats  on  high  o'er  vales  and  hills. 

When  all  at  once  I  saw  a  crowd, 

A  host,  of  golden  daffodils  ; 

Beside  the  lake,  beneath  the  trees, 

Fluttering  and  dancing  in  the  breeze. 

Continuous  as  the  stars  that  shine 
And  twinkle  on  the  milky  way, 
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They  stretched  in  never-ending  line 
Along  the  margin  of  a  bay : 
Ten  thousand  saw  I  at  a  glance, 
Tossing  their  heads  in  sprightly  dance. 

The  waves  beside  them  danced ;  but  they 

Out-did  the  sparkling  waves  in  glee : 

A  poet  could  not  but  be  gay, 

In  such  a  jocund  company : 

I  gazed,  and  gazed,  but  little  thought 

What  wealth  the  show  to  me  had  brought : 

For  oft,  when  on  my  couch  I  lie 

In  vacant  or  in  pensive  mood, 

They  flash  upon  that  inward  eye 

Which  is  the  bliss  of  solitude ; 

And  then  my  heart  with  pleasure'  fills,    , 

And  dances  with  the  daffodils. 


THE  REVERIE  OF  POOR  SUSAN 

At  the  corner  of  Wood  Street,  when  daylight  appears. 
Hangs  a  thrush  that  sings  loud,  it  has  sung  for  three 

years : 
Poor  Susan  has  passed  by  the  spot,  and  has  heard    ; 
In  the  silence  of  morning  the  song  of  the  bird. 

Tis  a  note  of  enchantment ;  what  ails  her  ?    She  se^s 
A  mountain  ascending,  a  vision  of  trees ; 
Bright  volumes  of  vapour  through  Lothburv  glide,     j 
And  a  river  flows  on  through  the  vale  of  Cneap^d^, , 

Green  pastures  she  views  in  the  midst  of  the  dale,     ' 
Down  which  she  so  often  has  tripped  with  her  pail ;  i 
And  a  single  small  cottagj^,  a  nest  like  a  dove's, 
The  one  only  dwelling  on  earth  that  she  loves. 
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She  looks,  and  her  heart  is  in  heaven :  but  they  fade, 
The  mist  and  the  river,  the  hill  and  the  shade : 
The  stream  will  not  flow,  and  the  hill  will  not  rise, 
And  the  colours  have  all  passed  away  from  her  eyes  ! 


POWER  OF  MUSIC 

An  Orpheus  !  an  Orpheus  !  yes,  faith  may  grow  bold. 
And  take  to  herself  all  the  wonders  of  old ; 
Near  the  stately  Pantheon  you'll  meet  with  the  same 
In  the  street  that  from  Oxford  hath  borrowed  its  name. 

His  station  is  there ;  and  he  works  on  the  crowd, 
He  sways  them  with  harmony  merry  and  loud ; 
He  fills  with  his  power  all  their  hearts  to  the  brim. 
Was  aught  ever  heard  like  his  fiddle  and  him  ? 

What  an  eager  assembly  !  what  an  empire  is  this  ! 
The  weary  have  life,  and  the  hungry  have  bliss ; 
The  mourner  is  cheered,  and  the  anxious  have  rest ; 
And  theguilt-burthened  soul  is  no  longer  opptest. 

As  the  moon  brightens  round  her  the  clouds  of  the 

night, 
So  he,  where  he  stands,  is  a  centre  of  light ; 
It  gleams  on  the  face,  there,  of  dusky-browed  Jack, 
And  the  pale-visaged  baker's,  with  basket  on  back. 

That  errand-bound  'prentice  was  passing  in  haste — 
What  matter!    he's  caught — and   his  time   runs  to 

waste ; 
The  newsman  is  stopped,  though  he  stops  on  the  fret ; 
And  the  half-breathless  lamplighter — he's  in  the  net ! 

The  porter  sits  down  on  the  weight  which  he  bore ; 
The  lass  with  her  barrow  wheels  hither  her  store ; 
If  a  thief  could  be  here  he  might  pilfer  at  ease ; 
She  sees  the  musician,  'tis  all  that  she  sees ! 
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He  stands,  backed  by  the  wall;  he  abates  not  his 

din; 
His  hat  gives  him  vigour,  with  boons  (kopping  in, 
From  the  old  and  the  young,  from  the  poorest ;  and 

there ! 
The  one-pennied  boy  has  his  penny  to  spare. 

0  blest  are  the  hearers,  and  proud  be  the  hand 

Of  the  pleasure  it  spreads  through  so  thankful  a  band ; 

1  am  glad  for  him,  blind  as  he  is !  all  the  while 

If  they  speak  'tis  to  praise,  and  they  praise  with  a 
smile. 

That  tall  man,  a  giant  in  bulk  and  in  height, 
Not  an  inch  of  his  body  is  free  from  delight ; 
Can  he  keep  himself  still,  if  he  would  ?  oh,  not  he  ! 
The  music  stirs  in  him  like  wind  through  a  tree. 

Mark  that  cripple  who  leans  on  his  crutch;   like  a 

tower 
That  long  has  leaned  forward,  leans  hour  after  hour ! 
That  mother,  whose  spirit  in  fetters  is  bound, 
While  she  dandles  the  babe  in  her  arms  to  the  sound. 

Now,  coaches  and  chariots  !  roar  on  like  a  stream ; 
Here  are  twenty  souls  happy  as  souls  in  a  dream : 
They  are  deaf  to  your  murmurs,  they  care  not  for  you. 
Nor  what  ye  are  flying,  nor  what  ye  pursue  I 
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while  resting  on  the  bridge  at  the  foot  of 
brother's  water 

The  cock  is  crowing, 
The  stream  is  flowing, 
The  small  birds  twitter, 
Th^  lake  doth  glitter. 
The  green  field  sleeps  in  the  sun ; 
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The  oldest  and  youngest 
Are  at  work  with  the  strongest ; 
The  cattle  are  grazing, 
Their  heads  never  raising ; 
There  are  forty  feeding  like  one ! 

Like  an  army  defeated 

The  snow  hath  retreated, 

And  now  doth  fare  ill 

On  the  top  of  the  bare  hill ; 
The  ploughboy  is  whooping,  anon,  anon : 

There's  joy  in  the  mountains ; 

There's  life  in  the  fountains ; 

Small  clouds  are  sailing, 

Blue  sky  prevailing ; 
The  rain  is  over  and  gone  ! 


BEGGARS 

She  had  a  tall  man's  height  or  more ; 

Her  face  from  summer's  noontide  heat 

No  bonnet  shaded,  but  she  wore 

A  mantle,  to  her  very  feet 

Descending  with  a  graceful  flow, 

And  on  her  head  a  cap  as  white  as  new-fallen  snow. 

Her  skin  was  of  Egyptian  brown : 

Haughty,  as  if  her  eye  had  seen 

Its  own  light  to  a  distance  thrown. 

She  towered,  fit  person  for  a  Queen 

To  lead  those  ancient  Amazonian  files ; 

Or  ruling  bandit's  wife  among  the  Grecian  isles. 

Advancing,  forth  she  stretched  her  hand 

And  begged  an  alms  with  doleful  plea 

That  ceased  not ;  on  our  English  land 

Such  woes,  I  knew,  could  never  be ; 

And  yet  a  boon  I  gave  her,  for  the  creature 

Was  beautiful  to  see,  a  weed  of  glorious  feature. 
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1  left  her,  and  pursued  my  way ; 
And  soon  before  me  did  espy 
A  pair  of  little  boys  at  play, 
Chasing  a  crimson  butterfly  ; 
The  taller  followed  with  his  hat  in  hand, 
Wreathed  round  with  yellow  flowers  the  gayest  of  the 
land. 

The  other  w^ore  a  rimless  crown 

With  leaves  of  laurel  stuck  about ; 

And  while  both  followed  up  and  down, 

Each  whooping  with  a  merry  shout, 

In  their  fraternal  features  I  could  trace 

Unquestionable  lines  of  that  wild  suppliant's  face. 

Yet  they^  so  blithe  of  heart,  seemed  fit 

For  finest  tasks  of  earth  or  air  : 

Wings  let  them  have,  and  they  might  flit 

Precursors  to  Aurora's  car. 

Scattering  fresh  flowers ;  though  happier  far,  I  ween, 

To  hunt  their  fluttering  game  o'er  rock  and  level  green. 

They  dart  across  my  path,  but  lo, 

Each  ready  with  a  plaintive  whine ! 

Said  I,  "  not  half  an  hour  ago 

Your  mother  has  had  alms  of  mine." 

"That  cannot  be,"  one  answered,  **she  is  dead: " 

I  looked  reproof,  they  saw,  but  neither  hung  his  head. 

"She  has  been  dead.  Sir,  many  a  day." 

"  Hush,  boys  1  you're  telling  me  a  lie ; 

It  was  your  mother,  as  I  say ! " 

And,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 

"  Come  !  come  I "  cried  one,  and  without  more  ado 

Off*  to  some  other  play  the  joyous  vagrants  flew  [ 
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SEQUEL  TO  THE  FOREGOING 

COMPOSED   MANY   YEARS   AFl'ER 

Where  are  they  now,  those  wanton  boys  ? 

For  whose  free  range  the  daedal  earth 

Was  filled  with  animated  toys, 

And  implements  of  frolic  mirth ; 

With  tools  for  ready  wit  to  guide ; 

And  ornaments  of  seemlier  pride, 

More  fresh,  more  bright,  than  princes  wear ; 

For  what  one  moment  flung  aside, 

Another  could  repair ; 

What  good  or  evil  have  they  seen 

Since  I  their  pastime  witnessed  here, 

Their  daring  wiles,  their  sportive  cheer? 

I  ask,  but  all  is  dark  between ! 

They  met  me  in  a  genial  hour, 
When  universal  nature  breathed 
As  with  the  breath  of  one  sweet  flower, 
A  time  to  overrule  the  power 
Of  discontent,  and  check  the  birth 
Of  thoughts  with  better  thoughts  at  strife. 
The  most  familiar  bane  of  life 
Since  parting  innocence  bequeathed 
Mortality  to  earth ! 
Soft  clouds,  the  whitest  of  the  year. 
Sailed  through  the  sky,  the  brooks  ran  clear ; 
The  lambs  from  rock  to  rock  were  bounding ; 
With  songs  the  budded  groves  resounding ; 
And  to  my  heart  are  still  endeared 
The  thoughts  with  which  it  then  was  cheered ; 
The  faith  which  saw  that  gladsome  pair 
Walk  through  the  fire  with  un  singed  hair. 
Or,  if  such  faith  must  needs  deceive. 
Then,  spirits  of  beauty  and  of  grace. 
Associates  in  that  eager  chase ; 
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Ye,  who  within  the  blameless  mind 
Your  favourite  seat  of  empire  find, 
Kind  spirits  I  may  we  not  believe 
That  they,  so  happy  and  so  fair 
Through  your  sweet  influence,  and  the  care 
Of  pitying  Heaven,  at  least  \^'ere  free 
From  touch  of  deadly  injury  ? 
Destined,  whatever  their  earthly  doom. 
For  mercy  and  immortal  bloom  ? 


RUTH 

When  Rutii  was  left  half  desolate, 
Her  father  took  another  mate  ; 
And  Ruth,  not  seven  years  old, 
A  slighted  child,  at  her  own  will 
Went  wandering  over  dale  and  hill, 
In  thoughtless  freedom,  bold. 

And  she  had  made  a  pipe  of  straw, 
And  music  from  that  pipe  could  draw 
Like  sounds  of  winds  and  floods  ; 
Had  built  a  bower  upon  the  green, 
As  if  she  from  her  birth  had  been 
An  infant  of  the  woods. 

Beneath  her  father's  roof,  alone 

She  seemed  to  live ;  her  thoughts  her  own ; 

Herself  her  own  delight ; 

Pleased  with  herself,  nor  sad,  nor  gay ; 

And,  passing  thus  the  live-long  day, 

She  grew  to  woman's  height. 

There  came  a  youth  from  Georgia's  shore — 

A  military  casque  he  wore. 

With  splendid  feathers  drest ; 

He  brought  them  from  the  Cherokees ; 

The  feathers  nodded  in  the  breeze, 

And  made  a  gallant  ccest. 


I  I  8  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

From  Indian  blood  you  deem  him  sprung : 
But  no  !  he  spake  the  English  tongue, 
And  bore  a  soldier's  name  ; 
And,  when  America  was  free 
From  battle  and  from  jeopardy, 
He  'cross  the  ocean  came. 

With  hues  of  genius  on  his  cheek 

In  finest  tones  the  youth  could  speak ; 

While  he  was  yet  a  boy, 

The  moon,  the  glory  of  the  sun, 

And  streams  that  murmur  as  they  run, 

Had  been  his  dearest  joy. 

He  was  a  lovely  youth  !    I  guess 

The  panther  in  the  wilderness 

Was  not  so  fair  as  he  ; 

And,  when  he  chose  to  sport  and  play. 

No  dolphin  ever  was  so  gay 

Upon  the  tropic  sea. 

Among  the  Indians  he  had  fought, 
And  with  him  many  tales  he  brought 
Of  pleasure  and  of  fear ; 
Such  tales  as  told  to  any  maid 
By  such  a  youth,  in  the  green  shade, 
Were  perilous  to  hear. 

He  told  of  girls,  a  happy  rout ! 

Who  quit  their  fold  with  dance  and  shout, 

Their  pleasant  Indian  town. 

To  gather  strawberries  all  day  long ; 

Returning  with  a  choral  song 

When  daylight  is  gone  down. 

He  spake  of  plants  that  hourly  change 
Their  blossoms,  through  a  boundless  range 
Of  intermingling  hues ; 
With  budding,  fading,  faded  flowers 
They  stand  the  wonder  of  the  bowers 
From  mom  to  evening  dews. 
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He  told  of  the  magnolia,  spread 
High  as  a  cloud,  high  over  head ! 
The  cypress  and  her  spire ; 
Of  flowers  that  with  one  scarlet  gleam 
Cover  a  hundred  leagues,  and  seem 
To  set  the  hills  on  fire. 

The  youth  of  green  savannahs  spake, 
And  many  an  endless,  endless  lake, 
With  all  its  fairy  crowds 
Of  islands,  that  together  lie 
As  quietly  as  spots  of  sky 
Among  the  evening  clouds. 

"How  pleasant,"  then  he  said,  "it  were 

A  fisher  or  a  hunter  there. 

In  sunshine  or  in  shade 

To  wander  with  an  easy  mind ; 

And  build  a  household  fire,  and  find 

A  home  in  every  glade  I 

"  What  days  and  what  bright  years  !    Ah  me  ! 

Our  life  were  life  indeed,  with  thee 

So  passed  in  quiet  bliss, 

And  all  the  while,"  said  he,  "to  know 

That  we  were  in  a  world  of  woe. 

On  such  an  earth  as  this ! " 

And  then  he  sometimes  interwove 
Fond  thoughts  about  a  father's  love : 
"For  there,"  said  he,  "are  spun 
Around  the  heart  such  tender  ties. 
That  our  own  children  to  our  eyes 
Are  dearer  than  the  sun. 

"  Sweet  Ruth  !  and  could  you  go  with  me 

My  helpmate  in  the  woods  to  be. 

Our  shed  at  night  to  rear ; 

Or  run,  my  own  adopted  bride, 

A  sylvan  huntress  at  ray  side, 

And  drive  the  flying  deer ! 
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"  Before  me  shone  a  glorious  world,. 
Fresh  as  a  banner  bright,  unfurled 
To  music  suddenly : 
I  loqked  upoja  those  hills  and  plains 
And  seemed  as  if  let  loose  from  chains, 
To  live  at  liberty. 

"  No  more  of  this  ;  for  now^  by  thee 
Dear  Ruth !  more  happily  set  free 
With  nobler  zeal  I  burn ; 
My  soul  from  darkpess  is  released, 
Like  the  whole  sky  when  to  the  east 
The  morning  doth  return," 

Full  soon  that  better  mind  was  gone: 
No  hope,  no  wish  remained,  not  one, 
They  stirred  him  now  no  more ; 
New  objects  did  new  pleasure  give. 
And  once  again  he  wished  to  live 
As  lawless  a&  before. 

Meanwhile,  as  thus  with  him  it  fared, 
They  for  the  voyage  were  prepared, 
And  went  to  the  sea-shore,  i 

But,  when  they  thither  came,  the  youth 
Deserted  his  poor  bride,  and  Ruth 
Could  never  find  him  more. 

God  help  thee,  Ruth !    Such  pains  she  had, 
That  she  in  half  a  year  was  mad, 
And  in  a  prison  housed  ; 
And  there,  with  many  a  doleful  song 
'    Made  of  wild  words,  her  cup  of  wrong 
She  fearfully  caroused. 

Yet  sometimes  milder  hours  she  knew, 
Nor  wanted  sun,  nor  rain,  nor  dew, 
Nor  pastimes  of  the  May ; 
They  all  were  with  her  in  her  cell ; 
And  a  clear  brook  with  cheerful  knell 
Did  o'er  the  pebbles  play. 
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When  Ruth  three  seasons  thus  had  lain, 
There  came  a  respite  to  her  pain ; 
She  from  her  prison  fled ; 
But  of  the  vagrant  none  took  thought ; 
And  where  it  liked  her  best  she  sought 
Her  shelter  and  her  bread. 

Among  the  fields  she  breathed  again  : 
The  master-current  of  her  brain 
Ran  permanent  and  free ; 
And,  coming  to  the  Banks  of  Tone, 
There  did  she  rest ;  and  dwell  alone 
Under  the  greenwood  tree. 

The  engines  of  her  pain,  the  tools 

That  shaped  her  sorrow,  rocks  and  pools. 

And  airs  that  gently  stir 

The  vernal  leaves,  she  loved  them  still ; 

Nor  ever  taxed  them  with  the  ill 

Which  had  been  done  to  her. 

A  Bam  her  winter  bed  supplies ; 

But,  till  the  warmth  of  summer  skies 

And  summer  days  is  gone, 

(And  all  do  in  this  tale  agree) 

She  sleeps  beneath  the  greenwood  tree. 

And  other  home  hath  none. 

An  innocent  life,  yet  far  astray ! 

And  Ruth  will,  long  before  her  day, 

Be  broken  down  and  old  : 

Sore  aches  she  needs  must  have  !  but  less 

Of  mind  than  body's  wretchedness. 

From  damp,  and  rain,  and  cold. 

If  she  is  prest  by  want  of  food. 
She  from  her  dwelling  in  the  wood 
Repairs  to  a  road-side  ; 
And  there  she  begs  at  one  steep  place 
Where  up  and  down  with  easy  pace 
The  horsemen-travellers  ride. 
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That  oaten  pipe  of  hers  is  mute, 
Or  thrown  away ;  but  with  a  flute 
Her  loneliness  she  cheers : 
This  flute,  made  of  a  hemlock  stalk, 
At  evening  in  his  homeward  walk      ' ' 
The  Quantock  woodman  hears.  • 

I,  too,  have  passed  her  on  the  hills 
Setting  her  little  water-mills 
By  spouts  and  fountains  wild, 
Such  small  machinery  as  she  turned 
Ere  she  had  wept,  ere  she  had  mourned, 
A  young  and  happy  child ! 

Farewell !  and  when  thy  days  are  told, 

Ill-fated  Ruth,  in  hallowed  mould 

Thy  corpse  shall  buried  be, 

For  thee  a  funeral  bell  shall  ring. 

And  all  the  congregation  sing 

A  Christian  psalm  for  thee. 


RESOLUTION   AND   INDEPENDENCE 

There  was  a  roaring  in  the  wind  all  night ; 
The  rain  came  heavily,  and  fell  in  floods ; 
But  now  the  sun  is  rising  calm  and  bright ; 
The  birds  are  singing  in  the  distant  woods ; 
Over  his  own  sweet  voice  the  stock-dovq  broods ; 
The  )ay  makes  answer  as  the  magpie  chatters ; 
And  all  the  air  is  filled  with  pleasant  noise  of  waters. 

All  things  that  love  the  sun  are  out  of  doors ; 

The  sky  rejoices  in  the  morning's  birth ; 

The  grass  is  bright  with  rain-drops ;  on  the  moors 

The  hare  is  running  races  in  her  mirth ; 

And  with  her  feet  she  from  the  plashy  earth 

Raises  a  mist ;  that,  glittering  in  the  sun, 

Runs  with  her  all  the  way,  wherever' she  doth  run. 
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I  was  a  traveller  then  upon  the  moor ; 
I  saw  the  hare  that  raced  about  with  joy ; 
I  heard  the  woods  and  distant  waters  roar ; 
Or  heard  them  not,  as  happy  as  a  boy : 
The  pleasant  season  did  my  heart  employ : 
My  old  remembrances  went  from  me  wholly ; 
And  aU  the  ways  of  men,  so  vain  and  melancholy. 

But,  as  it  sometimes  chanceth,  from  the  might    . 
Of  joy  in  minds  that  can  no  further  go. 
As  high  as  we  have  mounted  in  delight 
In  our  dejection  do  we  sink  as  low ; 
To  me  that  morning  did  it  happen  so ; 
And  fears  and  fancies  thick  upon  me  came ; 
Dim  sadness,  and  blind  thoughts^  I  knew  not,  nor 
could  name. 

I  heard  the  sky-lark  warbling  in  the  sky ; 
And  I  bethought  me  of  the  playful  hare : 
Even  such  a  happy  child  of  earth  am  I ; 
Even  as  these  blissful  creatures  do  I  fare ; 
Far  from  the  world  I  walk,  and  from  all  care ; 
fiut  there  may  come  another  day  to  me, 
Solitude,  pain  of  heart,  distress,  and  poverty. 

My  whole  life  I  have  lived  in  pleasant  thought, 

As  if  lifers  business  were  a  summer  mood ; 

As  if  all  needful  things  would  come  unsought 

To  genial  faith,  still  rich  in  genial  good ; 

But  how  can  he  expect  that  others  should 

Build  for  him,  sow  for  him,  and  at  his  call 

Love  him,  who  for  himself  will  take  no  heed  at  all  ? 

I  thought  of  Chatterton,  the  marvellous  boy. 
The  sleepless  soul  that  perished  in  its  pride; 
Of  him  who  walked  in  glory  and  in  joy 
Following  his  plough,  along  the  mountain-side : 
By  our  own  spirits  are  we  deified :  ' 

We  poets  in  our  youth  begin  in  gladness  j 
But  thereof  come  in  the  end  despondency  dnd 
madness. 
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Now,  whether  it  were  by  peculiar  grace, 

A  leading  from  above,  a  something  given, 

Yet  it  befell  that,  in  this  lonely  place, 

When  I  with  these  untoward  thoughts  had  striven, 

Beside  a  pool  bare  to  the  eye  of  heaven 

I  saw  a  man  before  me  unawares : 

The  oldest  man  he  seemed  that  ever  wore  grey  hairs. 

As  a  huge  stone  is  sometimes  seen  to  lie 
Couched  on  the  bald  top  of  an  eminence ; 
Wonder  to  all  who  do  the  same  espy, 
By  what  means  it  could  thither  come,  and  whence ; 
So  that  it  seems  a  thing  endued  with  sense : 
Like  a  sea-beast  crawled  forth,  that  on  a  shelf 
Of  rock  or  sand  reposeth,  there  to  sun  itself; 

Such  seemed  this  man,  not  all  alive  no«r  dead. 

Nor  all  asleep,  in  his  extreme  old  age : 

His  body  was  bent  double,  feet  and  head 

Coming  together  in  life's  pilgrimage ; 

As  if  some  dire  constraint  of  pain,  or  rage 

Of  sickness  felt  by  him  in  times  long  past, 

A  more  than  human  weight  upon  his  frame  had  cast 

Himself  he  propped,  limbs,  body,  and  pale  face, 
Upon  a  long  grey  staff  of  shaven  wood : 
And,  still  as  I  drew  near  with  gentle  pace. 
Upon  the  margin  of  that  moorish  flood 
Motionless  as  a  cloud  the  old  man  stood, 
That  heareth  not  the  loud  winds  when  they  call ; 
And  moveth  altogether,  if  it  move  at  all. 

At  length,  himself  unsettling,  he  the  pond 

Stirred  with  his  staff,  and  fixedly  did  look 

Upon  the  muddy  water,  which  he  conned, 

As  if  he  had  been  reading  in  a  book : 

And  now  a  stranger's  privilege  I  took  ; 

And  drawing  to  his  side,  to  him  did  s&iy, 

"  This  morning  gives  us  promise  of  a  glorious  day." 
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A  gentle  answer  did  the  old  man  make, 

In  courteous  speech  which  forth  he  slowly  drew : 

And  him  with  further  words  I  thus  bespake, 

"  What  occupation  do  you  there  pursue  ? 

This  is  a  lonesome  place  for  one  like  you." 

Ere  he  replied,  a  flash  of  mild  surprise 

Broke  from  the  sable  orbs  of  his  yet-vivid  eyes. 

His  words  came  feebly,  from  a  feeble  chest, 

But  each  in  solemn  order  followed  each. 

With  something  of  a  lofty  utterance  drest. 

Choice  word  and  measured  phrase,  above  the  reach 

Of  ordinary  men ;  a  stately  speech ; 

Such  as  grave  livers  do  in  Scotland  use, 

Religious  men,  who  give  to  God  and  man  their  dues. 

He  told,  that  to  these  waters  he  had  come 

To  gather  leeches,  being  old  and  poor : 

Employment  hazardous  and  wearisome  ! 

And  he  had  many  hardships  to  endure ; 

From  pond  to  pond  he  roamed,  from  moor  to  moor; 

Housing,  with  God's  good  help,  by  choice  or  chance; 

And  in  this  way  he  gained  an  honest  maintenance. 

The  old  man  still  stood  talking  by  my  side ; 

But  now  his  voice  to  me  was  like  a  stream 

Scarce  heard ;  nor  word  from  word  could  I  divide ; 

And  the  whole  body  of  the  man  did  seem 

Like  one  whom  I  had  met  with  in  a  dream ; 

Or  like  a  man  from  some  far  region  sent. 

To  give  me  human  strength,  by  apt  admonishment. 

My  former  thoughts  returned :  the  fear  that  kills ; 

And  hope  that  is  unwilling  to  be  fed ; 

Cold,  pain,  and  labour,  and  all  fleshly  ills ; 

And  mighty  poets  in  their  misery  dead. 

Perplexed,  and  longing  to  be  comforted. 

My  question  eagerly  did  I  renew, 

"  How  is  it  that  you  live>  and  what  is  it  you  do  ?  " 
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He  with  a  smile  then  did  hi?  words  repeat ;    . 
And  said  that,  gathering  leeches,  far  and  wide 
He  travelled;  stirring  thus  ^xmt  his  feet: 
The  waters  of  the  pools  where  Ithey  abide. 
"Once  I  could  meet  with  them  on  every  ^ide; 
But  they  have  dwindled  long  by  slow  decay ; 
Yet  still  I  persevere,  and  find  them. where  I  may.*" 

While  he  was  talking  thus,  the  lonely  place, 
The  old  man's  shape,  and  speech,  all  troubled  me : 
In  my  mind's  eye  I  seemed  to  see  him  pace 
About  the  weary  moors  continually, 
Wandering  about  alone  and  silently, 
While  I  these  thoughts  within  myself  pursued, 
He^  having  made  a  pause,  the  same  discourse  re- 
newed. 

And  soon  with  this  he  other  matter  blended. 
Cheerfully  uttered,  with  demeanour  kind, 
But  stately  in  the  main ;  and,  when  he  ended, 
I  could  have  laughed  myself  to  scorn  to  find 
In  that  decrepit  man  so  firm  a  mind. 
•  **God,"  said  I,  "be  my  help  and  stay  secure ; 
1*11  think  of  the  leech-gatherer  on  the  lonely  moor !  " 


THE  THORN 

"There  is  a  Thorn — it  looks  so  old, 

In  truth,  you'd  find  it  hard  to  say 

How  it  could  ever  have  been  young. 

It  looks  so  old  and  grey. 

Not  higher  than  a  two  years'  child 

It  stands  erect,  this  aged  thorn  ; 

No  leaves  it  hasj  no  prickly  points; 

It  is  a  mass  of  knotted  joints, 

A  wretched  thing  forlorn. 

It  stands  erect,  and  like  a  stone 

With  lichens  is  it  overgrown. 
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"  Like  rock  or  stx)ne,  it  is  overgrown, 

With  lichens  to  the  very  top, 

And  hung  with  heavy  tufts  of  moss, 

A  melancholy  crop : 

Up  from  the  earth  these  mosses  creep, 

And  this  poor  thorn  they  clasp  it  round 

So  close,  you'd  say  that  they  are  bent 

With  plain  and  manifest  intent 

To  drag  i%  to  the  ground ; 

And  all  have  joined  in  one  endeavour 

To  bury  this  poor  thorn  for  ever. 

"  High  on  a  mountain's  highest  ridge, 

Where  oft  the  stormy  winter  gale 

Cuts  like  a  scythe,  while  through  the  clouds 

It  sweeps  from  vale  to  vale ; 

Not  five  yards  from  the  mountain  path, 

This  thorn  you  on  your  left  espy; 

And  to  the  left,  three  yards  beyond, 

You  see  a  little  muddy  pond 

Of  water,  never  dry, 

Though  but  of  compass  small,  and  bare 

To  thirsty  suns  and  parching  air. 

"And,  close  beside  this  aged  thorn, 
There  is  a  fresh  and  lovely  sight, 
A  beauteous  heap,  a  hill  of  moss, 
Just  half  a  foot  in  height. 
All  lovely  colours  there  you  see, 
All  colours  that  were  ever  seen  ; 
And  mossy  network  too  is  there, 
As  if  by  hand  of  lady  fair 
The  work  had  woven  been ; 
And  cups,  the  darlings  of  the  eye. 
So  deep  is  their  vermilion  dye. 

"  Ah  me  !  what  lovely  tints  are  there 
Of  olive  green  and  scarlet  bright. 
In  spikes,  in  branches,  and  in  stars, 
Green,  red,  and  pearly  white  !  > 
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This  heap  of  earth  o'ergrown  with  moss, 

Which  close  beside  the  thorn  you  see, 

So  fresh  in  all  its  beauteous  dyes, 

Is  like  an  infant's  grave  in  size. 

As  like  as  like  can  be : 

But  never,  never  any  where, 

An  infant's  grave  was  half  so  fair. 

"  Now  would  you  see  this  aged  thorn, 

This  pond,  and  beauteous  hill  of  moss, 

You  must  take  care  and  choose  your  time 

The  mountain  when  to  cross. 

For  oft  there  sits  between  the  heap, 

So  like  an  infant's  grave  in  size, 

And  that  same  pond  of  which  I  spoke, 

A  woman  in  a  scarlet  cloak. 

And  to  herself  she  cries, 

'  Oh  misery  !  oh  misery ! 

Oh  woe  is  me !  oh  misery ! ' 

"  At  all  times  of  the  day  and  night 
This  wretched  woman  thither  goes ; 
And  she  is  known  to  every  star, 
And  every  wind  that  blows ; 
And  there,  beside  the  thorn,  she  sits. 
When  the  blue  daylight's  in  the  skies, 
And  when  the  whirlwind's  on  the  hill, 
Or  frosty  air  is  keen  and  still,     • 
And  to  herself  she  cries, 
*  Oh  misery  1  oh  misery  ! 
Oh  woe  is  me  \  oh  misery  ! ' " 

"  Now  wherefore,  thus,  by  day  and  night. 
In  rain,  in  tempest,  and  in. snow, 
Thus  to  the  dreary  mountain-top 
Does  this  poor  woman  go  ? 
And  why  sits  she  beside  the  thorn 
When  the  blue  daylight's  in  the  sky 
Or  when  the  whirlwind's  on  the  hill, 
Or  frosty  air  is  keen  and  still, 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION  I  3  1 

And  wherefore  does  she  cry  ? 

Oh  wherefore  ?  wherefore  ?  tell  me  why 

Does  she  repeat  that  doleful  cry  ?  " 

"I  cannot  tell ;  I  wish  I  could ; 
For  the  true  reason  no  one  knows  : 
But  would  you  gladly  view  the  spot, 
The  spot  to  which  she  goes ; 
The  hillock  like  an  infant's  grave, 
The  pond  and  thorn,  so  old  and  grey ; 
Pass  by  her  door,  'tis  seldom  shut, 
And  if  you  see  her  in  her  hut 
Then  to  the  spot  away ! 
I  never  heard  of  such  as  dare 
Approach  the  spot  when  she  is  there." 

"  But  wherefore  to  the  mountain-top 

Can  this  unhappy  woman  go, 

Whatever  star  is  in  the  skies, 

Whatever  wind  may  blow  ?  " 

"  Full  twenty  years  are  past  and  gone 

Since  she  (her  name  is  Martha  Ray) 

Gave  with  a  maiden's  true  good-will 

Her  company  to  Stephen  Hill ; 

And  she  was  blithe  and  gay, 

While  friends  and  kindred  all  approved 

Of  him  whom  tenderly  she  loved, 

"  And  they  had  fixed  the  wedding  day, 

The  morning  that  must  wed  them  both ; 

But  Stephen  to  another  maid 

Had  sworn  another  oath ; 

And  with  this  other  maid,  to  church 

Unthinking  Stephen  went. 

Poor  Martha  !  on  that  woeful  day 

A  pang  of  pitiless  dismay 

Into  her  soul  was  sent ; 

A  fire  was  kindled  in  her  breast, 

Which  might  not  burn  itself  to  rest. 
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"  They  say,  full  six  months  after  this, 

While  yet  the  summer  leaves  were  green. 

She  to  the  mountain-top  would  go, 

And  there  was  often  seen. 

What  could  she  seek  ?  or  wish  to  hide  ? 

Her  state  to  any  eye  was  plain ; 

She  was  with  child,  and  she  was  mad ; 

Yet  often  was  she  sober  sad 

From  her  exceeding  pain. 

O  guilty  Father,  would  that  death 

Had  saved  him  from  that  breach  of  faith  ! 

"  Sad  case  for  such  a  brain  to  hold 

Communion  with  a  stirring  child  ! 

Sad  case,  as  you  may  think,  for  one 

Who  had  a  brain  so  wild  ! 

Last  Christmas-eve  we  talked  of  this, 

And  grey-haired  Wilfred  of  the  glen 

Held  that  the  unborn  infant  wrought 

About  its  mother's  heart,  and  brought 

Her  senses  back  again  : 

And,  when  at  last  her  time  drew  near. 

Her  looks  were  calm,  her  senses  clear. 

"  More  know  I  not,  I  wish  I  did, 

And  it  should  all  be  told  to  you ; 

For  what  became  of  this  poor  child 

No  mortal  ever  knew ; 

Nay,  if  a  child  to  her  was  born 

No  earthly  tongue  could  ever  tell ; 

And  if  'twas  born  alive  or  dead, 

Far  less  could  this  with  proof  be  said ; 

But  some  remember  well 

That  Martha  Ray  about  this  time 

Would  up  the  mountain  often  climb. 

"  And  all  that  winter,  when  at  night 
The  wind  blew  from  the  mountain-peak, 
'Twas  worth  your  while,  though  in  the  dark. 
The  churchyard  path  to  seek : 
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For  many  a  time  and  oft  were  heard 
Cries  coming  from  the  mountain  head : 
Some  plainly  living  voices  were ; 
And  others,  Fve  heard  many  swear, 
Were  voices  of  the  dead : 
I  cannot  think,  whate'er  they  say, 
They  had  to  do  with  Martha  Ray. 

"  But  that  she  goes  to  this  old  thorn, 
The  thorn  which  I  described  to  you, 
And  there  sits  in  a  scarlet  cloak, 
I  will  be  sworn  is  true. 
For  one  day  with  my  telescope, 
To  view  the  ocean  wide  and  bright. 
When  to  this  country  first  I  came, 
Ere  I  had  heard  of  Martha's  name, 
I  climbed  the  mountain's  height : 
A  storm  came  on,  and  I  could  see 
No  object  higher  than  my  knee. 

"  'Twas  mist  and  rain,  and  storm  and  rain  : 

No  screen,  no  fence  could  I  discover ; 

And  then  the  wind !  in  sooth,  it  was 

A  wind  full  ten  times  over. 

I  looked  around,  I  thought  I  saw 

A  jutting  crag,  and  off  I  ran, 

Head-foremost,  through  the  driving  rain. 

The  shelter  of  the  crag  to  gain  ; 

And,  as  I  am  a  man. 

Instead  of  jutting  crag  I  found 

A  woman  seated  on  the  ground. 

"  I  did  not  speak,  I  saw  her  face ; 
Her  face  !  it  was  enough  for  me ; 
I  turned  about  and  heard  her  cry, 
*  Oh  misery  1  oh  misery ! ' 
And  there  she  sits,  until  the  moon 
Through  half  the  clear  blue  sky  will  go  ; 
And  when  the  little  breezes  make 
The  waters  of  the  pond  to  shake. 


134  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

As  all  the  country  know, 

She  shudders,  and  you  hear  her  cry, 

*  Oh  misery  !  oh  misery  ! ' " 

"  But  what's  the  thorn  ?  and  what  the  pond  ? 

And  what  the  hill  of  moss  to  her  ? 

And  what  the  creeping  breeze  that  comes 

The  little  pond  to  stir  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  tell ;  but  some  will  say 

She  hanged  her  baby  on  the  tree ; 

Some  say  she  drowned  it  in  the  pond, 

Which  is  a  little  step  beyond : 

But  all  and  each  agree. 

The  little  babe  was  buried  there. 

Beneath  that  hill  of  moss  so  fair. 

"  IVe  heard,  the  moss  is  spotted  red 
With  drops  of  that  poor  infant's  blood ; 
But  kill  a  new-born  infant  thus, 
I  do  not  think  she  could ! 
Some  say  if  to  the  pond  you  go, 
And  fix  on  it  a  steady  view. 
The  shadow  of  a  babe  you  trace, 
A  baby  and  a  baby's  face, 
And  that  it  looks  at  you ; 
Whene'er  you  look  on  it,  'tis  plain 
The  baby  looks  at  you  again. 

"  And  some  had  sworn  an  oath  that  she 

Should  be  to  public  justice  brought ; 

And  for  the  little  infant's  bones 

With  spades  they  would  have  sought. 

But  instantly  the  hill  of  moss 

Before  their  eyes  began  to  stir ! 

And  for  full  fifty  yards  around. 

The  grass,  it  shook  upon  the  ground  1 

Yet  all  do  still  aver 

The  little  Babe  lies  buried  there, 

Beneath  that  hill  of  moss  so  fair. 
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"  I  cannot  tell  how  this  may  be, 

But  plain  it  is  the  thorn  is  bound 

With  heavy  tufts  of  moss  that  strive 

To  drag  it  to  the  ground ; 

And  this  I  know,  full  many  a  time, 

When  she  was  on  the  mountain  high, 

By  day,  and  in  the  silent  night, 

When  all  the  stars  shone  clear  and  bright, 

That  I  have  heard  her  cry, 

'  Oh  misery  !  oh  misery  ! 

Oh  woe  is  me  !  oh  misery  ! ' " 


HART-LEAP  WELL 

Hart-Leap  Well  is  a  small  spring  of  water,  about  five  miles 
from  Richmond  in  Yorkshire,  and  near  the  side  of  the  road  that 
leads  from  Richmond  to  Askrigg.  Its  name  is  derived  from  a 
remarkable  Chase,  the  memory  of  which  is  preserved  by  the 
monuments  spoken  of  in  the  second  Part  of  the  following  Poem, 
which  monuments  do  now  exist  as  I  have  there  described  them. 

The  knight  had  ridden  down  from  Wensley  moor 
With  the  slow  motion  of  a  summer's  cloud. 
And  now,  as  he  approached  a  vassal's  door, 
"Bring  forth  another  horse  ! "  he  cried  aloud. 

"Another  horse  ! "    That  shout  the  vassal  heard 
And  saddled  his  best  steed,  a  comely  grey ; 
Sir  Walter  mounted  him ;  he  was  the  third 
Which  he  had  mounted  on  that  glorious  day. 

Joy  sparkled  in  the  prancing  courser's  eyes ; 
The  horse  and  horseman  are  a  happy  pair ; 
But,  though  Sir  Walter  like  a  falcon  flies. 
There  is  a  doleful  silence  in  the  air. 

A  rout  this  morning  left  Sir  Walter's  hall, 
That  as  they  galloped  made  the  echoes  roar ; 
But  horse  and  man  are  vanished,  one  and  all ; 
Such  race,  I  think,  was  never  seen  before. 
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'Sir  Walter,  restless  as  a  veering  wind, 
Calls  to  the  few  tired  dogs  that  yet  remain : 
Blanch,  Swift,  and  Music,  noblest  of  their  kind, 
Follow,  and  up  the  weary  mountain  strain. 

"The  knight  hallooed,  he  cheered  and  chid  them  on 
With  suppliant  gestures  and  upbraidings  stem ; 
But  breath  and  eyesight  fail ;  and,  one  by  one. 
The  dogs  are  stretched  among  the  mountain  fern. 

Where  is  the  throng,  the  tumult  of  the  race  ? 
The  bugles  that  so  joyfully  were  blown  ? 
This  chase  it  looks  not  like  an  earthly  chase ; 
Sir  Walter  and  the  hart  are  left  alone. 

The  poor  hart  toils  along  the  mountain-side  ; 
I  will  not  stop  to  tell  how  far  he  fled, 
Nor  will  I  mention  by  what  death  he  died ; 
But  now  the  knight  beholds  him  lying  dead. 

Dismounting,  then,  he  leaned  against  a  thorn ; 
He  had  no  follower,  dog,  nor  man,  nor  boy : 
He  neither  cracked  his  whip,  nor  blew  his  horn, 
But  gazed  upon  the  spoil  with  silent  joy. 

Close  to  the  thorn  on  which  Sir  Walter  leaned 
Stood  his  dumb  partner  in  this  glorious  feat ; 
Weak  as  a  lamb  the  hour  that  it  is  yeaned ; 
And  white  with  foam  as  if  with  cleaving  sleet. 

Upon  his  side  the  hart  was  lying  stretched : 

His  nostril  touched  a  spring  beneath  a  hill, 

And  with  the  last  deep  groan  his  breath  had  fetched 

The  waters  of  the  spring  were  trembling  still. 

And  now,  too  happy  for  repose  or  rest, 

(Never  had  living  man  such  joyful  lot !) 

Sir  Walter  walked  all  round,  north,  south,  and  west, 

And  gazed  and  gazed  upon  that  darling  spot. 
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And  climbing  up  the  hill  (it  was  at  least 
Four  roods  of  sheer  asc^it)  Sir  Walter  found 
Three  several  hoof-marks  which  the  hunted  beast 
Had  left  imprinted  on  the  grassy  ground. 

Sir  Walter  wiped  his  face,  and  cried,  "  Till  now 
Such  sight  was  never  seen  by  human  eyes : 
Three  leaps  have  borne  him  from  this  lofty  brow 
Down  to  the  very  fountain  where  he  lies. 

"  ni  build  a  pleasure-house  upon  this  spot, 
And  a  small  arbour,  made  for  rural  joy ; 
Twill  be  the  traveller's  shed,  the  pilgrim's  cot, 
A  place  of  love  for  damsels  that  are  coy. 

"A  cunning  artist  will  I  have  to  frame 

A  basin  for  that  fountain  in  the  dell ! 

And  they  who  do  make  mention  of  the  same, 

From  this  day  forth,  shall  call  it  Hartleap  Well. 

"  And,  gallant  stag !  to  make  thy  praises  known, 
Another  monument  shall  here  be  raised ; 
Three  several  pillars,  each  a  rough-hewn  stone, 
And  planted  where  thy  hoofs  the  turf  have  grazed. 

"And  in  the  summer-time,  when  days  are  long, 
I  will  come  hither  with  my  paramour ; 
And  with  the  dancers  and  the  minstrel's  song 
We  will  make  merry  in  that  pleasant  bower. 

"Till  the  foundations  of  the  mountains  fail 
My  mansion  with  its  arbour  shall  endure ; — 
The  joy  of  them  who  till  the  fields  of  Swale, 
And  them  who  dwell  among  the  woods  of  Ure  ! " 

Then  home  he  went,  and  left  the  hart  stone-dead, 
With  breathless  nostrils  stretched  above  the  spring. 
—Soon  did  the  knight  perform  what  he  had  said ; 
And  far  and  wide  the  fame  thereof  did  ring. 

F  2 
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Ere  thrice  the  moon  into  her  port  had  steered, 
A  cup  of  stone  received  the  living  well ; 
Three  pillars  of  rude  stone  Sir  Walter  reared,    . 
And  built  a  house  of  pleasure  in  the  dell. 

And,  near  the  fountain,  flowers  of  stature  tall 
With  trailing  plants  and  trees  were  intertwined, 
Which  soon  composed  a  little  sylvan  hall, 
A  leafy  shelter  from  the  sun  and  wind. 

And  thither,  when  the  summer  days  were  long. 
Sir  Walter  led  his  wondering  paramour ; 
And  with  the  dancers  and  the  minstrel's  song 
Made  merriment  within  that  pleasant  bower. 

The  knight,  Sir  Walter,  died  in  course  of  time. 
And  his  bones  lie  in  his  paternal  vale. 
But  there  is  matter  for  a  second  rhyme, 
And  I  to  this  would  add  another  tale. 


PART   SECOND 

The  moving  accident  is  not  my  trade ; 
To  freeze  the  blood  I  have  no  ready  arts : 
Tis  my  delight,  alone  in  summer  shade, 
To  pipe  a  simple  song  for  thinking  hearts. 

As  I  from  Hawes  to  Richmond  did  repair, 
It  chanced  that  I  saw  standing  in  a  dell 
Three  aspens  at  three  comers  of  a  square ; 
And  one,  not  four  yards  distant,  near  a  well. 

What  this  imported  I  could  ill  divine : 
And,  pulling  now  the  rein  my  horse  to  stop, 
I  saw  three  pillars  standing  in  a  line, — 
The  last  stone-pillar  on  a  dark  hill-top. 

The  trees  were  grey,  with  neither  arms  nor  head ; 
Half  wasted  the  square  mound  of  tawny  green  ; 
So  that  you  just  might  say,  as  then  I  said, 
"  Here  in  old  time  the  hand  of  man  hath  been." 
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I  looked  upon  the  hill  both  far  and  near, 
More  doleful  place  did  never  eye  survey ; 
It  seemed  as  if  the  springtime  came  not  here, 
And  Nature  here  were  willing  to  decay. 

I  stood  in  various  thoughts  and  fancies  lost, 
When  one,  who  was  in  shepherd's  garb  attired, 
Came  up  the  hollow :  him  did  I  accost. 
And  what  this  place  might  be  I  then  enquired. 

The  Shepherd  stopped,  and  that  same  story  told 
Which  in  my  former  rhyme  I  have  rehearsed. 
"A  jolly  place,"  said  he,  "  in  times  of  old  ! 
But  something  ails  it  now ;  the  spot  is  curst. 

"You  see  these  lifeless  stumps  of  aspen  wood, 
Some  say  that  they  are  beeches,  others  elms. 
These  were  the  bower;  and  here  a  mansion  stood, 
The  finest  palace  of  a  hundred  realms  ! 

"The  arbour  does  its  own  condition  tell; 
You  see  the  stones,  the  fountain,  and  the  stream ; 
But  as  to  the  great  lodge  !  you  might  as  well 
Hunt  half  a  day  for  a  forgotten  dream. 

"  There's  neither  dog  nor  heifer,  horse  nor  sheep. 
Will  wet  his  lips  within  that  cup  of  stone ; 
And  oftentimes,  when  all  are  fast  asleep. 
This  water  doth  send  forth  a  dolorous  groan. 

"  Some  say  that  here  a  murder  has  been  done, 
And  blood  cries  out  for  blood :  but,  for  my  part, 
I've  guessed,  when  I've  been  sitting  in  the  sun. 
That  it  was  all  for  that  unhappy  hart 

"What  thoughts  must  through  the  creature's  brain 

have  past ! 
Even  from  the  topmost  stone,  upon  the  steep, 
Are  but  three  bounds,  and  look.  Sir,  at  this  last, 
0  master  !  it  has  been  a  cruel  leap. 
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"  For  thirteen  hours  he  ran  a  desperate  race ; 
And  in  my  simple  mind  we  cannot  tell 
What  cause  the  hart  might  have  to  love  this  pla^e, 
And  come  and  make  his  death-bed  near  the  well. 

"  Here  on  the  grass  perhaps  asleep  he  sank, 
Lulled  by  the  fountain  in  the  summer-tide ; 
This  water  was  perhaps  the  first  he  drank 
When  he  had  wandered  from  his  mother's  side. 

'*  In  April  here  beneath  the  flowering  thorn 
He  heard  the  birds  their  morning  carols  sing ; 
And  he  perhaps,  for  aught  we  know,  was  born 
Not  half  a  furlong  from  that  self-same  spring. 

"  Now,  here  is  neither  grass  nor  pleasant  shade ; 

The  sun  on  drearier  hollow  never  shone ; 

So  will  it  be,  as  I  have  often  said, 

Till  trees,  and  stones,  and  fountain,  all  are  gone." 

"  Grey-headed  shepherd,  thou  hast  spoken  well ; 
Small  difference  lies  between  thy  creed  and  mine : 
This  beast  not  unobserved  by  Nature  fell; 
His  death  was  mourned  by  sympathy  divine. 

"  The  Being  that  is  in  the  clouds  and  air. 
That  is  in  the  green  leaves  among  the  groves, 
Maintains  a  deep  and  reverential  care 
For  the  unoffending  creatures  whom  he  loves. 

"  The  pleasure-house  is  dust :  behind,  before, 
This  is  no  common  waste,  no  common  gloom ; 
But  Nature,  in  due  course  of  time,  once  more 
Shall  here  put  on  her  beauty  and  her  bloom. 

**  She  leaves  these  objects  to  a  slow  decay, 
That  what  we  are,  and  have  been,  may  be  known ; 
But  at  the  coming  of  the  milder  day 
These  monuments  shall  all  be  overgrown. 
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*'  One  lesson,  shepherd,  let  us  two  divide, 
Taught  both  by  what  she  shows,  and  what  conceals ; 
Never  to  blend  our  pleasure  or  our  pride 
With  sorrow  of  the  meanest  thing  that  feels." 


SONG  AT  THE  FEAST  OF  BROUGHAM 
CASTLE 

UPON  THE  RESTORATION  OF  LORD  CLIFFORD,  THE 
SHEPHERD,  TO  THE  ESTATES  AND  HONOURS  OF 
HIS   ANCESTORS 

High  in  the  breathless  hall  the  minstrel  sate, 
And  Emont's  murmur  mingled  with  the  song. 
The  words  of  ancient  time  I  thus  translate, 
A  festal  strain  that  hath  been  silent  long : 

"  From  town  to  town,  from  tower  to  tower, 

The  red  rose  is  a  gladsome  flower. 

Her  thirty  years  of  winter  past, 

The  red  rose  is  revived  at  last ; 

She  lifts  her  head  for  endless  spring. 

For  everlasting  blossoming : 

Both  roses  flourish,  red  and  white : 

In  love  and  sisterly  delight 

The  two  that  were  at  strife  are  blended, 

And  all  old  troubles  now  are  ended. 

Joy !  joy  to  both  !  but  most  to  her 

Who  is  the  flower  of  Lancaster ! 

Behold  her  how  she  smiles  to-day 

On  this  great  throng,  this  bright  array ! 

Fair  greeting  doth  she  send  to  all 

From  every  corner  of  the  hall ; 

But  chiefly  from  above  the  board 

Where  sits  in  state  our  rightful  Lord, 

A  Clifford  to  his  own  restored ! 

"  They  came  with  banner,  spear,  and  shield : 
And  it  was  proved  in  Bosworth-field. 


142  WORDSWORTH»S  POEMS 

Not  long  the  avenger  was  withstood 
Earth  helped  him  with  the  cry  of  blood : 
St.  George  was  for  us,  and  the  might 
Of  blessed  angels  crowned  the  right. 
Loud  voice  the  land  has  uttered  forth, 
We  loudest  in  the  faithful  north : 
Our  fields  rejoice,  our  mountains  ring, 
Our  streams  proclaim  a  welcoming ; 
Our  strong-abodes  and  castles  see 
The  glory  of  their  loyalty. 

"  How  glad  is  Skipton  at  this  hour 
Though  lonely,  a  deserted  tower ; 
Knight,  squire,  and  yeoman,  page  and  groom : 
We  have  them  at  the  feast  of  Brougham. 
How  glad  Pendragon  though  the  sleep 
Of  years  be  on  her  !     She  shall  reap 
A  taste  of  this  great  pleasure,  viewing 
As  in  a  dream  her  own  renewing. 
Rejoiced  is  Brough,  right  glad,  I  deem, 
Beside  her  little  humble  stream ; 
And  she  that  keepeth  watch  and  ward 
Her  statelier  Eden's  course  to  guard ; 
They  both  are  happy  at  this  hour. 
Though  each  is  but  a  lonely  tower : 
But  here  is  perfect  joy  and  pride 
For  one  fair  house  by  Emont's  side. 
This  day,  distinguished  without  peer. 
To  see  her  master  and  to  cheer. 
Him,  and  his  lady-mother  dear ! 

"  Oh  !  it  was  a  time  forlorn 
When  the  fatherless  was  born, 
Give  her  wings  that  she  may  fly, 
Or  she  seesjier  infant  die ! 
Swords  that  are  with  slaughter  wild 
Hunt  the  mother  and  the  child. 
Who  will  take  them  from  the  light  ? 
Yonder  is  a  man  in  sight, 
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Yonder  is  a  house,  but  where  ? 
No,  they  must  not  enter  there. 
To  the  caves,  and  to  the  brooks. 
To  the  clouds  of  heaven  she  looks ; 
She  is  speechless,  but  her  eyes 
Pray  in  ghostly  agonies. 
Blissful  Mary,  mother  mild, 
Maid  and  mother  undefiled. 
Save  a  mother  and  her  child  1 


"  Now  who  is  he  that  bounds  with  joy 
On  Carrock's  side,  a  shepherd-boy  } 
No  thoughts  hath  he  but  thoughts  that  pass 
Light  as  the  wind  along  the  grass. 
Can  this  be  he  who  hither  came 
In  secret,  like  a  smothered  flame  ? 
O'er  whom  such  thankful  tears  were  shed 
For  shelter,  and  a  poor  man's  bread ! 
God  loves  the  child ;  and  God  hath  willed 
That  those  dear  words  should  be  fulfilled. 
The  lady's  words,  when  forced  away 
The  last  she  to  her  babe  did  say : 
*  My  own>  my  own,  thy  fellow-guest 
I  may  not  be ;  but  rest  thee,  rest. 
For  lowly  shepherd's  life  is  best ! ' 

"  Alas  !  when  evil  men  are  strong 
No  life  is  good,  no  pleasure  long. 
The  boy  must  part  from  Mosedale's  groves, 
And  leave  Blencathara's  rugged  coves, 
And  quit  the  flowers  that  summer  brings 
To  Glenderamakin's  lofty  springs  ; 
Must  vanish,  and  his  careless  cheer 
Be  turned  to  heaviness  and  fear. 
Give  Sir  Lancelot  Threlkeld  praise  1 
Hear  it,  good  man,  old  in  days ! 
Thou  tree  of  covert  and  of  rest 
For  this  young  bird  that  is  distrest ; 
Among  thy  branches  safe  he  lay, 
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And  he  was  free  to  sport  and  play, 
When  falcons  were  abroad  for  prey. 

"  A  recreant  harp,  that  sings  of  fear 
And  heaviness  in  Clifford's  ear ! 
I  said,  when  evil  men  are  strong, 
No  life  is  good,  no  pleasure  long, 
A  weak  and  cowardly  untruth ! 
Our  Clifford  was  a  happy  youth, 
And  thankful  through  a  weary  time. 
That  brought  him  up  to  manhood's  prime. 
Again  he  wanders  forth  at  will, 
And  tends  a  flock  from  hill  to  hill : 
His  garb  is  humble ;  ne'er  was  seen 
Such  garb  with  such  a  noble  mien  ; 
Among  the  shepherd  grooms  no  mate 
Hath  he,  a  child  of  strength  and  state ! 
Yet  lacks  not  friends  for  simple  glee, 
Nor  yet  for  higher  sympathy. 
To  his  side  the  fallow-deer 
Came,  and  rested  without  fear ; 
The  eagle,  lord  of  land  and  sea. 
Stooped  down  to  pay  him  fealty ; 
And  both  the  undying  fish  that  swim 
Through  Bow  scale-tarn  did  wait  on  him  ; 
The  pair  were  servants  of  his  eye 
In  their  immortality ; 
And  glancing,  gleaming,  dark  or  bright, 
Moved  to  and  fro,  for  his  delight. 
He  knew  the  rocks  which  angels  haunt 
Upon  the  mountains  visitant ; 
He  hath  kenned  them  taking  wing : 
And  into  caves  where  faeries  sing 
He  hath  entered  ;  and  been  told 
By  voices  how  men  lived  of  old. 
Among  the  heavens  his  eye  can  see 
The  face  of  thing  that  is  to  be ; 
And,  if  that  men  report  him  right. 
His  tongue  could  whisper  words  of  might. 
Now  another  day  is  come, 
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Fitter  hope,  and  nobler  doom ; 

He  hath  thrown  aside  his  crook, 

And  hath  buried  deep  his  book ; 

Armour  rusting  in  his  halls 

On  the  blood  of  Clifford  calls ; — 

'Quell  the  Scot,'  exclaims  the  lance — 

Bear  me  to  the  heart  of  France, 

Is  the  longing  of  the  shield — 

Tell  thy  name,  thou  trembling  field ; 

Field  of  death,  where'er  thou  be. 

Groan  thou  with  our  victory ! 

Happy  day,  and  mighty  hour, 

When  our  shepherd  in  his  power, 

Mailed  and  horsed,  with  lance  and  sword, 

To  his  ancestors  restored 

Like  a  re-appearing  star. 

Like  a  glory  from  afar, 

First  shall  head  the  flock  of  war  ! " 

Alas !  the  impassioned  minstrel  did  not  know 

How,   by  heaven's  grace,  this   Clifford's   heart  was 

framed ; 
How  he,  long  forced  in  humble  walks  to  go, 
Was  softened  into  feeling,  soothed,  and  tamed. 

Love  had  he  found  in  huts  where  poor  men  lie ; 
His  daily  teachers  had  been  woods  and  rills, 
The  silence  that  is  in  the  starry  sky, 
The  sleep  that  is  among  the  lonely  hills. 

In  him  the  savage  virtue  of  the  race, 
Revenge,  and  all  ferocious  thoughts  were  dead  : 
Nor  did  he  change ;  but  kept  in  lofty  place 
The  wisdom  which  adversity  had  bred. 

Glad  were  the  vales,  and  every  cottage-hearth ; 
The  shepherd-lord  was  honoured  more  and  more  ; 
And,  ages  after  he  was  laid  in  earth, 
"The  good  Lord  Clifford"  was  the  name  he  bore. 
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LINES 

COMPOSED  A  FEW  MILES  ABOVE  TINTERN  ABBEY,  ON 
REVISITING  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  WYE  DURING 
A   TOUR.       JULY  13,   1798. 

Five  years  have  past;  five  summers,  with  the  length 
Of  five  long  winters  !  and  again  I  hear 
These  waters,  rolling  from  their  mountain-springs 
With  a  soft  inland  murmur.^     Once  again 
Do  I  behold  these  steep  and  lofty  cliffs, 
That  on  a  wild  secluded  scene  impress 
Thoughts  of  more  deep  seclusion ;  and  connect 
The  landscape  with  the  quiet  of  the  sky. 
The  day  is  come  when  I  again  repose 
Here,  under  this  dark  sycamore,  and  view 
These  plots  of  cottage-ground,  these  orchard-tufts. 
Which  at  this  season,  with  their  unripe  fruits. 
Are  clad  in  one  green  hue,  and  lose  themselves 
'Mid  groves  and  copses.     Once  again  I  see 
These  hedge-rows,  hardly  hedge-rows,  little  lines 
Of  sportive  wood  run  wild :  these  pastoral  farms. 
Green  to  the  very  door ;  and  wreaths  of  smoke 
Sent  up,  in  silence,  from  among  the  trees ! 
With  some  uncertain  notice,  as  might  seem 
Of  vagrant  dwellers  in  the  houseless  woods. 
Or  of  some  hermit's  cave,  where  by  his  fire 
The  hermit  sits  alone. 

These  beauteous  forms, 
Through  a  long  absence,  have  not  been  to  me 
As  is  a  landscape  to  a  blind  man's  eye : 
But  oft,  in  lonely  rooms,  and  'mid  the  din 
Of  towns  and  cities,  I  have  owed  to  them, 
In  hours  of  weariness,  sensations  sweet, 

^  The  river  is  not  affected  by  the  tides  a  few  miles  above  Tintern. 
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Felt  in  the  blood,  and  felt  along  the  heart ; 

And  passing  even  into  my  purer  mind, 

With  tranquil  restoration  :  feelings  too 

Of  unremembered  pleasure  :  such,  perhaps, 

As  have  no  slight  or  trivial  influence 

On  that  best  portion  of  a  good  man's  life. 

His  little,  nameless,  unremembered,  acts 

Of  kindness  and  of  love.     Nor  less,  I  trust, 

To  them  I  may  have  owed  another  gift, 

Of  aspect  more  sublime ;  that  blessed  mood. 

In  which  the  burthen  of  the  mystery, 

In  which  the  heavy  and  the  weary  weight 

Of  all  this  unintelligible  world, 

Is  lightened  ;  that  serene  and  blessed  mood, 

In  which  the  affections  gently  lead  us  on, — 

Until,  the  breath  of  this  corporeal  frame 

And  even  the  motion  of  our  human  blood 

Almost  suspended,  we  are  laid  asleep 

In  body,  and  become  a  living  soul : 

\Vhile  with  an  eye  made  quiet  by  the  power 

Of  harmony,  and  the  deep  power  of  joy, 

We  see  into  the  life  of  things. 

If  this 
Be  but  a  vain  belief,  yet,  ch  !  •  how  oft. 
In  darkness  and  amid  the  many  shapes 
Of  joyless  daylight;  when  the  fretful  stir 
Unprofitable,  and  the  fever  of  the  world, 
Have  hung  upon  the  beatings  of  my  heart — 
How  oft,  in  spirit,  have  I  turned  to  thee, 
0  sylvan  Wye  !  thou  wanderer  thro'  the  woods, 
How  often  has  my  spirit  turned  to  thee ! 

And  now,  with  gleams  of  half-extinguished  thought, 
With  many  recognitions  dim  and  faint. 
And  somewhat  of  a  sad  perplexity. 
The  picture  of  the  mind  revives  again  : 
While  here  I  stand,  not  only  with  the  sense 
Of  present  pleasure,  but  with  pleasing  thoughts 
That  in  this  moment  there  is  life  and  food 
For  future  years.     And  so  I  dare  to  hope, 
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Though  changed,  no  doubt,  from  what  I  was  when 

first 
I  came  among  these  hills ;  when  like  a  roe 
I  bounded  o'er  the  mountains,  by  the  sides 
Of  the  deep  rivers,  and  the  lonely  streams, 
Wherever  nature  led :  more  like  a  man 
Flying  from  something  that  he  dreads  than  one 
Who  sought  the  thing  he  loved.     For  nature  then 
(The  coarser  pleasures  of  my  boyish  days, 
And  their  glad  animal  movements  all  gone  by) 
To  me  was  all  in  all.     I  cannot  paint 
What  then  I  was.     The  sounding  cataract 
Haunted  me  like  a  passion :  the  tall  rock. 
The  mountain,  and  the  deep  and  gloomy  wood, 
Their  colours  and  their  forms,  were  then  to  me 
An  appetite ;  a  feeling  and  a  love. 
That  had  no  need  of  a  remoter  charm, 
fiy  thought  supplied,  nor  any  interest 
Unborrowed  from  the  eye.     That  time  is  past. 
And  all  its  aching  joys  are  now  no  more. 
And  all  its  dizzy  raptures.     Not  for  this 
P'aint  I,  nor  mourn  nor  murmur ;  other  gifts 
Have  followed ;  for  such  loss,  I  would  believe. 
Abundant  recompense.  T  For  I  have  learned 
To  look  on  nature,  not  as  in  the  hour 
Of  thoughtless  youth ;  but  hearing  oftentimes 
The  still,  sad  music  of  humanity. 
Nor  harsh  nor  grating,  though  of  ample  power 
To  chasten  and  subdue.     And  I  have  felt 
A  presence  that  disturbs  me  with  the  joy 
Of  elevated  thoughts ;  a  sense  sublime 
Of  something  far  more  deeply  interfused. 
Whose  dwelling  is  the  light  of  setting  suns, 
And  the  round  ocean  and  the  living  air. 
And  the  blue  sky,  and  in  the  mind  of  man : 
A  motion  and  a  spirit,  that  impels 
All  thinking  things,  all  objects  of  all  thought. 
And  rolls  through  all  things.     Therefore  am  I  still 
A  lover  of  the  meadows  and  the  woods, 
And  mountains ;  and  of  all  that  we  behold 
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From  this  green  earth  ;  of  all  the  mighty  world 
Of  eye,  and  ear — both  what  they  half  create,^ 
And  what  perceive ;  well  pleased  to  recognise 
In  nature  and  the  language  of  the  sense 
The  anchor  of  my  purest  thoughts,  the  nurse, 
The  guide,  the  guardian  of  my  heart,  and  soul 
Of  all  my  moral  being^ 

Nor  perchance. 
If  I  were  not  thus  taught,  should  I  the  more 
Suffer  my  genial  spirits  to  decay : 
For  thou  art  with  me,  here  upon  the  banks 
Of  this  fair  river ;  thou  my  dearest  friend, 
My  dear,  dear  friend ;  and  in  thy  voice  I  catch 
The  language  of  my  former  heart,  and  read 
My  former  pleasures  in  the  shooting  lights 
Of  thy  wild  eyes.     Oh !  yet  a  little  while 
May  I  behold  in  thee  what  I  was  once, 
My  dear,  dear  sister !  and  this  prayer  I  make. 
Knowing  that  Nature  never  did  betray 
The  heart  that  loved  her ;  'tis  her  privilege. 
Through  all  the  years  of  this  our  life,  to  lead 
From  joy  to  joy :  for  she  can  so  inform 
The  mind  that  is  within  us,  so  impress 
With  quietness  and  beauty,  and  so  feed 
With  lofty  thoughts,  that  neither  evil  tongues. 
Rash  judgments,  nor  the  sneers  of  selfish  men, 
Nor  greetings  where  no  kindness  is,  nor  all 
The  dreary  intercourse  of  daily  life. 
Shall  e'er  prevail  against  us,  or  disturb 
Our  cheerful  faith,  that  all  which  we  behold 
Is  full  of  blessings.     Therefore  let  the  moon 
Shine  on  thee  in  thy  solitary  walk ; 
And  let  the  misty  mountain-winds  be  free 
To  blow  against  thee :  and,  in  after  years. 
When  these  wild  ecstasies  shall  be  matured 
Into  a  sober  pleasure ;  when  thy  mind 
Shall  be  a  mansion  for  all  lovely  forms, 

^  This  line  has  a  close  resemblance  to  an  admirable  line  of 
Young's,  the  exact  expression  of  which  I  do  not  recollect. 
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Thy  memory  be  as  a  dwelling-place 

For  all  sweet  sounds  and  harmonies ;  oh  I  then, 

If  solitude,  or  fear,  or  pain,  or  grief, 

Should  be  thy  portion,  with  what  healing  thoughts 

Of  tender  joy  wilt  thou  remember  me. 

And  these  my  exhortations.     Nor,  perchance, 

If  I  should  be  where  I  no  more  can  hear 

Thy  voice,  nor  catch  from  thy  wild  eyes  these  gleams 

Of  past  existence,  wilt  thou  then  forget 

That  on  the  banks  of  this  delightful  stream 

We  stood  together ;  and  that  I,  so  long 

A  worshipper  of  Nature,  hither  came 

Unwearied  in  that  service :  rather  say 

With  warmer  love,  oh  !  with  far  deeper  zeal 

Of  holier  love.     Nor  wilt  thou  then  forget 

That  after  many  wanderings,  many  years 

Of  absence,  these  steep  woods  and  lofty  cliffs. 

And  this  green  pastoral  landscape,  were  to  me 

More  dear,  both  for  themselves  and  for  thy  sake ! 


"YES,  IT  WAS  THE  MOUNTAIN  ECHO" 

Yes,  it  was  the  mountain  echo, 
Solitary,  clear,  profound. 
Answering  to  the  shouting  cuckoo. 
Giving  to  her  sound  for  sound  ! 

Unsolicited  reply 
To  a  babbling  wanderer  sent ; 
Like  her  ordinary  cry. 
Like,  but  oh,  how  different  I 

Hears  not  also  mortal  life  ? 
Hear  not  we,  unthinking  creatures  ! 
Slaves  of  folly,  love,  or  strife, 
Voices  of  two  different  natures  ? 
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Have  not  we  too  ?  yes,  we  have 
Answers,  and  we  know  not  whence ; 
Echoes  from  beyond  the  grave, 
Recognised  inteUigence ! 

Such  rebounds  our  inward  ear 
Catches  sometimes  from  afar, 
Listen,  ponder,  hold  them  dear ; 
For  of  God,  of  God  they  are. 


TO  A  SKYLARK 

Ethereal  minstrel !  pilgrim  of  the  sky ! 
Dost  thou  despise  the  earth  where  cares  abound  ? 
Or,  while  the  wings  aspire,  are  heart  and  eye 
Both  with  thy  nest  upon  the  dewy  ground? 
Thy  nest  which  thou  canst  drop  into  at  will. 
Those  quivering  wings  composed,  that  music  still  \ 

Leave  to  the  nightingale  her  shady  wood ; 

A  privacy  of  glorious  light  is  thine ; 

Whence  thou  dost  pour  upon  the  world  a  flood 

Of  harmony,  with  instinct  more  divine ; 

Type  of  the  wise  who  soar,  but  never  roam ; 

True  to  the  kindred  points  of  heaven  and  home  ! 


LAODAMIA 

"With  sacrifice  before  the  rising  morn 

Vows  have  I  made  by  fruitless  hope  inspired ; 

And  from  the  infernal  Gods,  'mid  shades  forlorn 

Of  night,  my  slaughtered  Lord  have  I  required : 

Celestial  pity  I  again  implore ; 

Restore  him  to  my  sight,  great  Jove,  restore ! " 
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So  speaking,  and  by  fervent  love  endowed 

With  faith,  the  suppliant  heavenward  lifts  her  hands ; 

While,  like  the  sun  emerging  from  a  cloud. 

Her  countenance  brightens,  and  her  eye  expands ; 

Her  bosom  heaves  and  spreads,  her  stature  grows ; 

And  she  expects  the  issue  in  repose. 

0  terror !  what  hath  she  perceived  ?    O  joy ! 
What  doth  she  look  on  ?  whom  doth  she  behold  ? 
Her  hero  slain  upon  the  beach  of  Troy  ? 

His  vital  presence  ?  his  corporeal  mould  ? 
It  is,  if  sense  deceive  her  not,  'tis  he ! 
And  a  God  leads  him,  winged  Mercury ! 

Mild  Hermes  spake,  and  touched  her  with  his  wand 
That  calms  all  fear ;  "  Such  grace  hath  crowned  thy 

prayer, 
Laodamfa !  that  at  Jove's  command 
Thy  husband  walks  the  paths  of  upper  air : 
He  comes  to  tarry  with  thee  three  hours'  space ; 
Accept  the  gift,  behold  him  face  to  face  f" 

Forth   sprang   the   impassioned  queen  her  Lord   to 

clasp ; 
Again  that  consummation  she  essayed ; 
But  unsubstantial  form  eludes  her  grasp 
As  often  as  that  eager  grasp  was  made. 
The  phantom  parts,  but  parts  to  re-unite, 
And  re-assume  his  place  before  her  sight. 

"  Protesilaus,  lo  !  thy  guide  is  gone  ! 
Confirm,  I  pray,  the  vision  with  thy  voice : 
This  is  our  palace,  yonder  is  thy  throne ; 
Speak,  and  the  floor  thou  tread'st  on  will  rejoice. 
Not  to  appal  me  have  the  gods  bestowed 
This  precious  boon ;  and  blest  a  sad  abode." 

"  Great  Jove,  Laodamfa !  doth  not  leave 
His  gifts  imperfect :  spectre  though  I  be, 

1  am  not  sent  to  scare  thee  or  deceive ; 
But  in  reward  of  thy  fidelity. 
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And  something  also  did  my  worth  obtain ; 
For  fearless  virtue  bringeth  boundless  gain. 

"Thou  knowest,  the  Delphic  oracle  foretold 

That  the  first  Greek  who  touched  the  Trojan  strand 

Should  die ;  but  me  the  threat  could  not  withhold : 

A  generous  cause  a  victim  did  demand ; 

And  forth  I  leapt  upon  the  sandy  plain ; 

A  self-devoted  chief,  by  Hector  slain." 

"Supreme  of  heroes,  bravest,  noblest,  best ! 
Thy  matchless  courage  I  bewail  no  more, 
Which  then,  when  tens  of  thousands  were  deprest 
By  doubt,  propelled  thee  to  the  fatal  shore ; 
Thou  found'st,  and  I  forgive  thee,  here  thou  art, 
A  nobler  counsellor  than  my  poor  heart. 

"  But  thou,  though  capable  of  sternest  deed, 

Wert  kind  as  resolute,  and  good  as  brave ; 

And  he,  whose  power  restores  thee,  hath  decreed 

Thou  shouldst  elude  the  malice  of  the  grave : 

Redundant  are  thy  locks,  thy  lips  as  fair 

As  when  their  breath  enriched  Thessalian  air. 

"No  spectre  greets  me,  no  vain  shadow  this; 
Come,  blooming  hero,  place  thee  by  my  side ! 
Give,  on  this  well-known  couch,  one  nuptial  kiss 
To  me,  this  day,  a  second  time  thy  bride  ! " 
Jove  frowned  in  heaven  :  the  conscious  Parcae  threw 
Upon  those  roseate  lips  a  Stygian  hue. 

"This  visage  tells  thee  that  my  doom  is  past : 

Nor  should  the  change  be  mourned,  even  if  the  joys 

Of  sense  were  able  to  return  as  fast 

And  surely  as  they  vanish.     Earth  destroys 

Those  raptures  duly,  Erebus  disdains : 

Calm  pleasures  there  abide,  majestic  pains. 

"  Be  taught,  O  faithful  consort,  to  control 
Rebellious  passion :  for  the  Gods  approve 
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The  depth,  and  not  the  tumult,  of  the  soul ; 
A  fervent,  not  ungovernable,  love. 
Thy  transports  moderate ;  and  meekly  mourn 
When  I  depart,  for  brief  is  my  sojourn." 

"  Ah  wherefore  ?     Did.  not  Hercules  by  force 
Wrest  from  the  guardian  monster  of  the  tomb 
Alcestis,  a  reanimated  corse. 
Given  back  to  dwell  on  earth  in  vernal  bloom  ? 
Medea's  spells  dispersed  the  weight  of  years, 
And  -^son  stood  a  youth  'mid  youthful  peers. 

"  The  Gods  to  us  are  merciful,  and  they 

Yet  further  may  relent :  for  mightier  far 

Than  strength  of  nerve  and  sinew,  or  the  sway 

Of  magic  potent  over  sun  and  star, 

Is  love,  though  oft  to  agony  distrest, 

And  though  his  favourite  seat  be  feeble  woman's  breast 

"  But  if  thou  goest,  I  follow."     "  Peace ! "  he  said, 

She  looked  upon  him  and  was  calmed  and  cheered ; 

The  ghastly  colour  from  his  lips  had  fled ; 

In  his  deportment,  shape,  and  mien,  appeared 

Elysian  beauty,  melancholy  grace. 

Brought  from  a  pensive  though  a  happy  place. 

He  spake  of  love,  such  love  as  spirits  feel 
In  worlds  whose  course  is  equable  and  pure ; 
No  fears  to  beat  away,  no  strife  to  heal, 
The  past  unsighed  for,  and  the  future  sure ; 
Spake  of  heroic  arts  in  graver  mood 
Revived,  with  finer  harmony  pursued ; 

Of  all  that  is  most  beauteous,  imaged  there 

In  happier  beauty ;  more  pellucid  streams. 

An  ampler  ether,  a  diviner  air. 

And  fields  invested  with  purpureal  gleams ; 

Climes  which  the  sun,  who  sheds  the  brightest  day 

Earth  knows,  is  all  unworthy  to  survey. 
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Yet  there  the  soul  shall  enter  which  hath  earned 

That  privilege  by  virtue.     "  111,"  said  he, 

"The  end  of  man's  existence  I  discerned, 

Who  from  ignoble  games  and  revelry 

Could  draw,  when  we  had  parted,  vain  delight, 

While  tears  were  thy  best  pastime,  day  and  night ; 

**And  while  my  youthful  peers  before  my  eyes 
(Each  hero  following  his  peculiar  bent) 
Prepared  themselves  for  glorious  enterprise 
By  martial  sports,  or,  seated  in  the  tent, 
Chieftains  and  kings  in  council  were  detained ; 
What  time  the  fleet  at  Aulis  lay  enchained. 

"The  wished-for  wind  was  given :  I  then  revolved 

The  oracle,  upon  the  silent  sea ; 

And,  if  no  worthier  led  the  way,  resolved 

That,  of  a  thousand  vessels,  mine  should  be 

The  foremost  prow  in  pressing  to  the  strand. 

Mine  the  first  blood  that  tinged  the  Trojan  sand. 

"Yet  bitter,  oft-times  bitter,  was  the  pang 

When  of  thy  loss  I  thought,  beloved  wife  ! 

On  thee  too  fondly  did  my  memory  hang, 

And  on  the  joys  we  shared  in  mortal  life, 

The  paths  which  we  had  trod,  these  fountains,  flowers ; 

My  new-planned  cities,  and  unfinished  towers. 

"  But  should  suspense  permit  the  foe  to  cry, 
'Behold  they  tremble  !  haughty  their  array. 
Yet  of  their  number  no  one  dares  to  die  ? ' 
In  soul  I  swept  the  indignity  away : 
Old  frailties  then  recurred  :  but  lofty  thought, 
In  act  embodied,  my  deliverance  wrought. 

"And  thou,  though  strong  in  love,  art  all  too  weak 

In  reason,  in  self-government  too  slow ; 

I  counsel  thee  by  fortitude  to  seek 

Our  blest  re-union  in  the  shades  below. 

The  invisible  world  with  thee  hath  sympathised  ; 

Be  thy  affections  raised  and  solemnised. 
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"  Learn,  by  a  mortal  yearning,  to  ascend. 
Seeking  a  higher  object.     Love  was  given, 
Encouraged,  sanctioned,  chiefly  for  that  end ; 
For  this  the  passion  to  excess  was  driven. 
That  self  might  be  annulled :  her  bondage  prove 
The  fetters  of  a  dream  opposed  to  love." 

Aloud  she  shrieked  !  for  Hermes  reappears  ! 

Round  the  dear  shade  she  would  have  clung,  'tis  vain : 

The  hours  are  past,  too  brief  had  they  been  years ; 

And  him  no  mortal  effort  can  detain : 

Swift,  toward  the  realms  that  know  not  earthly  day, 

He  through  the  portal  takes  his  silent  way. 

And  on  the  palace-floor  a  lifeless  corse  she  lay. 

Thus,  all  in  vain  exhorted  and  reproved. 
She  perished ;  and,  as  for  a  wilful  crime. 
By  the  just  Gods  whom  no  weak  pity  moved. 
Was  doomed  to  wear  out  her  appointed  time, 
Apart  from  happy  ghosts,  that  gather  flowers 
Of  blissful  quiet  'mid  unfading  bowers. 

Yet  tears  to  human  suff*ering  are  due ; 
And  mortal  hopes  defeated  and  overthrown 
Are  mourned  by  man,  and  not  by  man  alone, 
As  fondly  he  believes.     Upon  the  side 
Of  Hellespont  (such  faith  was  entertained) 
A  knot  of  spiry  trees  for  ages  grew 
From  out  the  tomb  of  him  for  whom  she  died ; 
And  ever,  when  such  stature  they  had  gained 
That  Ilium's  walls  were  subject  to  their  view, 
The  trees'  tall  summits  withered  at  the  sight ; 
A  constant  interchange  of  growth  and  blight !  ^ 

^  For  the  account  of  these  long-lived  trees,  see  Pliny's  Natural 
History,  hb.  xvi.  cap.  44  ;  and  for  the  features  in  the  character  of 
Protesilaus,  see  the  Iphigenia  in  Aults  of  Euripides.  Virgil  places 
the  Shade  of  Laodamia  in  a  mournful  region,  among  unhappy 
Lovers, 

His  Laodamia 

It  comes 
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DION 

(see  PLUTARCH) 

Fair  is  the  swan,  whose  majesty,  prevailing 

O'er  breezeless  water,  on  Locarno's  lake, 

Bears  him  on  while  proudly  sailing 

He  leaves  behind  a  moon-illumined  wake : 

Behold !  the  mantling  spirit  of  reserve 

Fashions  his  neck  into  a  goodly  curve ; 

An  arch  thrown  back  between  luxuriant  wings 

Of  whitish  garniture,  like  fir-tree  boughs 

To  which,  on  some  unruffled  morning,  clings 

A  flaky  weight  of  winter's  purest  snows  ! 

Behold !  as  with  a  gushing  impulse  heaves 

That  downy  prow,  and  softly  cleaves 

The  mirror  of  the  crystal  flood, 

Vanish  inverted  hill,  and  shadowy  wood. 

And  pendent  rocks,  where'er,  in  gliding  state, 

Winds  the  mute  creature  without  visible  mate 

Or  rival,  save  the  queen  of  night 

Showering  down  a  silver  light. 

From  heaven,  upon  her  chosen  favourite ! 


Serene,  and  fitted  to  embrace. 
Where'er  he  turned,  a  swan-like  grace 
Of  haughtiness  without  pretence. 
And  to  unfold  a  still  magnificence. 
Was  princely  Dion,  in  the  power 
And  beauty  of  his  happier  hour. 
And  what  pure  homage  then  did  wait 
On  Dion's  virtues,  while  the  lunar  beam 
Of  Plato's  genius,  from  its  lofty  sphere, 
Fell  round  him  in  the  grove  of  Academe, 
Softening  their  inbred  dignity  austere, 

That  he,  not  too  elate 

With  self-sufficing  solitude. 
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But  with  majestic  lowliness  endued, 
Might  in  the  universal  bosom  reign, 
And  from  affectionate  observance  gain 
Help,  under  every  change  of  adverse  fate. 

Plve  thousand  warriors,  O  the  rapturous  day ! 

Each  crowned  with  flowers,  and  armed  with  spear 

and  shield. 
Or  ruder  weapon  which  their  course  might  yield. 
To  Syracuse  advance  in  bright  array. 
Who  leads  them  on  ?     The  anxious  people  see 
Long-exiled  Dion  marching  at  their  head. 
He  also  crowned  with  flowers  of  Sicily, 
And  in  a  white,  far-beaming,  corselet  clad  ! 
Pure  transport  undisturbed  by  doubt  or  fear 
The  gazers  feel ;  and,  rushing  to  the  plain. 
Salute  those  strangers  as  a  holy  train 
Or  blest  procession  (to  the  immortals  dear) 
That  brought  their  precious  liberty  again. 
Lo  !  when  the  gates  are  entered,  on  each  hand, 
Down  the  long  street,  rich  goblets  filled  with  wine 

In  seemly  order  stand. 
On  tables  set,  as  if  for  rites  divine ; 
And,  as  the  great  deliverer  marches  by. 
He  looks  on  festal  ground  with  fruits  bestrown  ; 
And  flowers  are  on  his  person  thrown 

In  boundless  prodigality ; 
Nor  doth  the  general  voice  abstain  from  prayer, 
Invoking  Dion's  tutelary  care. 
As  if  a  very  deity  he  were  ! 

Mourn,  hills  and  groves  of  Attica  !  and  mourn    . 

Ihssus,  bending  o'er  thy  classic  urn  ! 

Mourn,  and  lament  for  him  whose  spirit  dreads 

Your  once  sweet  memory,  studious  walks  and  shades  ! 

For  him  who  to  divinity  aspired. 

Not  on  the  breath  of  popular  applause. 

But  through  dependence  on  the  sacred  laws 

Framed  in  the  schools  where  wisdom  dwelt  retired, 

Intent  to  trace  the  ideal  path  of  right 
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(More  fair  than  heaven's  broad  causeway  paved  with 

stars  ) 
Which    Dion    learned    to    measure    with    subHme 

delight ; 
But  He  hath  overleaped  the  eternal  bars ; 
And,  following  guides  whose  craft  holds  no  consent 
With  aught  that  breathes  the  ethereal  element, 
Hath  stained  the  robes  of  civil  power  with  blood, 
Unjustly  shed,  though  for  the  public  good. 
Whence  doubts  that  came  too  late,  and  wishes  vain, 
Hollow  excuses,  and  triumphant  pain ; 
And  oft  his  cogitations  sink  as  low 
As,  through  the  abysses  of  a  joyless  heart, 
The  heaviest  plummet  of  despair  can  go. 
But  whence  that  sudden  check  ?  that  fearful  start ! 

He  hears  an  uncouth  sound. 

Anon  his  lifted  eyes 
Saw,  at  a  long-drawn  gallery's  dusky  bound, 
A  shape  of  more  than  mortal  size 
And  hideous  aspect,  stalking  round  and  round ! 

A  woman's  garb  the  phantom  wore. 

And  fiercely  swept  the  marble  floor. 

Like  Auster  whirling  to  and  fro. 

His  force  on  Caspian  foam  to  try ; 
Or  Boreas  when  he  scours  the  snow 
That  skins  the  plains  of  Thessaly, 
Or  when  aloft  on  Maenalus  he  stops 
His  flight,  'mid  eddying  pine-tree  tops  ! 

So,  but  from  toil  less  sign  of  profit  reaping,    - 
The  sullen  spectre  to  her  purpose  bowed, 

Sweeping,  vehemently  sweeping. 
No  pause  admitted,  no  design  avowed ! 
"Avaunt,  inexplicable  guest !  avaunt," 
Exclaimed  the  chieftain,  "  let  me  rather  see 
The  coronal  that  coiling  vipers  make ; 
The  torch  that  flames  with  many  a  lurid  flake. 
And  the  long  train  of  doleful  pageantry 
Which  they  behold,  whom  vengeful  furies  haunt ; 
Who,  while  they  struggle  from  the  scourge  to  flee. 
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Move  where  the  blasted  soil  is  not  unworn, 
And,  in  their  anguish,  bear  what  other  minds  have 
borne!" 

But  shapes,  that  come  not  at  an  earthly  call, 
Will  not  depart  when  mortal  voices  bid ; 
Lords  of  the  visionary  eye  whose  lid, 
Once  raised,  remains  aghast,  and  will  not  fall ! 
Ye  Gods,  thought  he,  that  servile  implement 

Obeys  a  mystical  intent ! 
Your  minister  would  brush  away 
The  spots  that  to  my  soul  adhere ; 
But  should  she  labour  night  and  day, 
They  will  not,  cannot  disappear ; 
Whence  angry  perturbations,  and  that  look 
Which  no  philosophy  can  brook ! 

Ill-fated  chief !  there  are  whose  hopes  are  built 

Upon  the  ruins  of  thy  glorious  name : 

Who,  through  the  portal  of  one  moment's  guilt, 

Pursue  thee  with  their  deadly  aim  ! 

O  matchless  perfidy  !  portentous  lust 

Of  monstrous  crime  !  that  horror-striking  blade, 

Drawn  in  defiance  of  the  Gods,  hath  laid 

The  noble  Syracusan  low  in  dust ! 

Shuddered  the  walls,  the  marble  city  wept, 

And  sylvan  places  heaved  a  pensive  sigh ; 

But  in  calm  peace  the  appointed  victim  slept, 

As  he  had  fallen  in  magnanimity ; 

Of  spirit  too  capacious  to  require 

That  destiny  her  course  should  change ;  too  just 

To  his  own  native  greatness  to  desire . 

That  wretched  boon,  days  lengthened  by  mistrust. 

So  were  the  hopeless  troubles,  that  involved 

The  soul  of  Dion,  instantly  dissolved. 

Released  from  life  and  cares  of  princely  state, 

He  left  this  moral  grafted  on  his  fate ; 

"  Him  only  pleasure  leads,  and  peace  attends. 

Him,  only  him,  the  shield  of  Jove  defends. 

Whose  means  are  fair  and  spotless  as  his  ends." 
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THE  PASS  OF  KIRKSTONE       * 

Within  the  mind  strong  fancies  work, 

A  deep  delight  the  bosom  thrills, 

Oft  as  I  pass  along  the  fork 

Of  these  fraternal  hills : 

Where,  save  the  rugged  road,  we  find 

No  appanage  of  human  kind, 

Nor  hint  of  man ;  if  stone  or  rock 

Seem  not  his  handy-work  to  mock 

By  something  cognizably  shaped ; 

Mockery,  or  model  roughly  hewn. 

And  left  as  if  by  earthquake  strewn, 

Or  from  the  flood  escaped  : 

Altars  for  Druid  service  fit ; 

(But  where  no  fire  was  ever  lit. 

Unless  the  glow-worm  to  the  skies 

Thence  offer  nightly  sacrifice) 

Wrinkled  Egyptian  monument ; 

Green  moss-grown  tower ;  or  hoary  tent ; 

Tents  of  a  camp  that  never  shall  be  razed, 

On  which  four  thousand  years  have  gazed  1 

Ye  ploughshares  sparkling  on  the  slopes ! 

Ye  snow-white  lambs  that  trip 

Imprisoned  'mid  the  formal  props 

Of  restless  ownership ! 

Ye  trees,  that  may  to-morrow  fall 

To  feed  the  careless  prodigal ! 

Lawns,  houses,  chattels,  groves,  and  fields, 

All  that  the  fertile  valley  shields  ; 

Wages  of  folly,  baits  of  crime, 

Of  life's  uneasy  game  the  stake, 

Playthings  that  keep  the  eyes  awake 

Of  drowsy,  dotard  Time  ; 

O  care  !  O  guilt !     O  vales  and  plains. 

Here,  'mid  his  own  unvexed  domains, 

G 
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A  genius  dwells,  that  can  subdue 

At  once  all  memory  of  you, 

Most  potent  when  mists  veil  the  sky, 

Mists  that  distort  and  magnify, 

While  the  coarse  rushes,  to  the  sweeping  breeze. 

Sigh  forth  their  ancient  melodies  ! 

List  to  those  shriller  notes  !  that  march 

Perchance  was  on  the  blast. 

When,  through  this  height's  inverted  arch, 

Rome's  earliest  legion  passed  ! 

They  saw,  adventurously  impelled. 

And  older  eyes  than  theirs  beheld. 

This  block,  and  yon,  whose  church-like  frame 

Gives  to  this  savage  pass  its  name. 

Aspiring  road  !  that  lov'st  to  hide 

Thy  daring  in  a  vapoury  bourn. 

Not  seldom  may  the  hour  return 

When  thou  shalt  be  my  guide : 

And  I  (as  all  men  may  find  cause, 

When  life  is  at  a  weary  pause. 

And  they  have  panted  up  the  hill 

Of  duty  with  reluctant  will) 

Be  thankful,  even  though  tired  and  faint. 

For  the  rich  bounties  of  constraint ; 

Whence  oft  invigorating  transports  flow 

That  choice  lacked  courage  to  bestow  ! 

My  soul  was  grateful  for  delight 
That  wore  a  threatening  brow ; 
A  veil  is  lifted,  can  she  slight 
The  scene  that  opens  now  ? 
Though  habitation  none  appear, 
The  greenness  tells,  man  must  be  there ; 
The  shelter,  that  the  perspective 
Is  of  the  clime  in  which  we  live ; 
Where  toil  pursues  his  daily  round ; 
Where  pity  sheds  sweet  tears  and  love, 
In  woodbine  bower  or  birchen  grove, 
Inflicts  his  tender  wound. 
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Who  comes  not  hither  ne'er  shall  know 

How  beautiful  the  world  below ; 

Nor  can  he  guess  how  lightly  leaps 

The  brook  adown  the  rocky  steeps. 

Farewell,  thou  desolate  domain  ! 

Hope,  pointing  to  the  cultured  plain, 

Carols  like  a  shepherd-boy ; 

And  who  is  she  ?     Can  that  be  joy  ! 

Who,  with  a  sunbeam  for  her  guide. 

Smoothly  skims  the  meadows  wide ; 

While  faith,  from  yonder  opening  cloud. 

To  hill  and  vale  proclaims  aloud, 

*'  Whatever  the  weak  may  dread,  the  wicked  dare, 

Thy  lot,  O  man,  is  good,  thy  portion  fair ! " 


TO 


ON   HER   FIRST  ASCENT  TO   THE   SUMMIT  OF 
HELVELLYN 

Inmate  of  a  mountain  dwelling, 
Thou  hast  clomb  aloft,  and  gazed 
From  the  watch-towers  of  Helvellyn ; 
Awed,  delighted,  and  amazed ! 

Potent  was  the  spell  that  bound  thee 
Not  unwilling  to  obey ; 
For  blue  ether's  arms,  flung  round  thee, 
Stilled  the  pantings  of  dismay. 

Lo  !  the  dwindled  woods  and  meadows  ; 
What  a  vast  abyss  is  there  ! 
1^0  !  the  clouds,  the  solemn  shadows. 
And  the  glistenings,  heavenly  fair  ! 

And  a  record  of  commotion 
Which  a  thousand  ridges  yield ; 
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Ridge,  and  gulf,  and  distant  ocean 
Gleaming  like  a  silver  shield  ! 

Maiden  !  now  take  flight ;  inherit 
Alps  or  Andes,  they  are  thine ! 
With  the  morning's  roseate  spirit 
Sweep  their  length  of  snowy  line 

Or  survey  their  bright  dominions 
In  the  gorgeous  colours  drest. 
Flung  from  off  the  purple  pinions, 
Evening  spreads  throughout  the  west ! 

Thine  are  all  the  choral  fountains 
Warbling  in  each  sparry  vault 
Of  the  untrodden  lunar  mountains ; 
Listen  to  their  songs  !  or  halt. 

To  Niphates'  top  invited, 
Whither  spiteful  Satan  steered ; 
Or  descend  where  the  ark  alighted, 
When  the  green  earth  re-appeared ; 

For  the  power  of  hills  is  on  thee, 
As  was  witnessed  through  thine  eye 
Then,  when  old  Helvellyn  won  thee 
To  confess  their  majesty  ! 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY 

WHO   HAD   BEEN    REPROACHED   FOR   TAKING   LONG 
WALKS    IN   THE   COUNTRY 

Dear  child  of  Nature,  let  them  rail  ! 

There  is  a  nest  in  a  green  dale, 

A  harbour  and  a  hold  ; 

Where  thou,  a  wife  and  friend,  shalt  see 

Thy  own  heart-stirring  days,  and  be 

A  light  to  young  and  old. 
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There,  healthy  as  a  shepherd  boy, 

And  treading  among  flowers  of  joy 

Which  at  no  season  fade, 

Thou,  while  thy  babes  around  thee  cling, 

Shalt  show  us  how  divine  a  thing 

A  woman  may  be  made. 

Thy  thoughts  and  feelings  shall  not  die, 

Nor  leave  thee,  when  grey  hairs  are  nigh, 

A  melancholy  slave ; 

But  an  old  age  serene  and  brigh, 

And  lovely  as  a  Lapland  night, 

Shall  lead  thee  to  thy  grave. 


VIEW  FROM  THE  TOP  OF  BLACK  COMB^ 

This  height  a  ministering  angel  might  select : 

For  from  the  summit  of  Black  Comb  (dread  name 

Derived  from  clouds  and  storms  !)  the  amplest  range 

Of  unobstructed  prospect  may  be  seen 

That  British  groimd  commands  :  low  dusky  tracts, 

Where  Trent   is  nursed,   far   southward !    Cambrian 

hills 
To  the  south-west,  a  multitudinous  show ; 
And,  in  a  line  of  eye-sight  linked  with  these. 
The  hoary  peaks  of  Scotland  that  give  birth 
To  Teviot^s  stream,  to  Annan,  Tweed,  and  Clyde : 
Crowding  the  quarter  whence  the  sun  comes  forth 
Gigantic  mountains  rough  with  crags ;  beneath, 
Right  at  the  imperial  station's  western  base. 
Main  ocean,  breaking  audibly,  and  stretched 
Far  into  silent  regions  blue  and  pale ; 
And  visibly  engirding  Mona's  Isle 

^  Black  Comb  stands  at  the  southern  extremity  of  Cumberland  : 
its  base  covers  a  much  greater  extent  of  ground  than  any  other 
mountain  in  those  parts  ;  and,  from  its  situation,  the  summit  com- 
mands a  more  extensive  view  than  any  other  point  in  Britain. 
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That,  as  we  left  the  plain,  before  our  sight 

Stood  like  a  lofty  mount,  uplifting  slowly 

(Above  the  convex  of  the  watery  globe) 

Into  clear  view  the  cultured  fields  that  streak 

Her  habitable  shores,  but  now  appears 

A  dwindled  object,  and  submits  to  lie 

At  the  spectator's  feet     Yon  azure  ridge, 

Is  it  a  perishable  cloud  ?  Or  there 

Do  we  behold  the  line  of  Erin's  coast  ? 

Land  sometimes  by  the  roving  shepherd-swain 

(Like  the  bright  confines  of  another  world) 

Not  doubtfully  perceived     Look  homeward  now  ! 

In  depth,  in  height,  in  circuit,  how  serene 

The  spectacle,  how  pure  !     Of  Nature's  works. 

In  earth,  and  air,  and  earth-embracing  sea, 

A  revelation  infinite  it  seems ; 

Display  august  of  man's  inheritance, 

Of  Britain's  calm  felicity  and  power  ! 


THE  TRIAD 

Show  me  the  noblest  youth  of  present  time. 
Whose  trembling  fancy  would  to  love  give  birth  ; 
Some  God  or  hero,  from  the  Olympian  clime 
Returned,  to  seek  a  consort  upon  earth ; 
Or,  in  no  doubtful  prospect,  let  me  see 
The  brightest  star  of  ages  yet  to  be. 
And  I  will  mate  and  match  him  blissfully. 

I  will  not  fetch  a  Naiad  from  a  flood 

Pure  as  herself  (song  lacks  not  mightier  power) 

Nor  leaf-crowned  Dryad  from  a  pathless  wood, 

Nor  sea-nymph  glistening  from  her  coral  bower ; 

Mere  mortals,  bodied  forth  in  visions  still, 

Shall  with  mount  Ida's  triple  lustre  fill 

The  chaster  coverts  of  a  British  hill. 


\ 
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"  Appear  I  obey  my  lyre's  command ! 
Come,  like  the  Graces,  hand  in  hand  ! 
For  ye,  though  not  by  birth  allied, 
Are  sisters  in  the  bond  of  love ; 
Nor  shall  the  tongue  of  envious  pride 
Presume  those  interweavings  to  reprove 
In  you,  which  that  fair  progeny  of  Jove 
Learned  from  the  tuneful  spheres  that  glide 
In  endless  union,  earth  and  sea  above." 

I  sing  in  vain  ; — the  pines  have  hushed  their  waving : 
k  peerless  youth  expectant  at  my  side, 
Breathless  as  they,  with  unabated  craving 
Looks  to  the  earth,  and  to  the  vacant  air ; 
And,  with  a  wandering  eye  that  seems  to  chide, 
Asks  of  the  clouds  what  occupants  they  hide  :■ — 
But  why  solicit  more  than  sight  could  bear. 
By  casting  on  a  moment  all  we  dare  ? 
Invoke  we  those  bright  Beings  one  by  one ; 
And  what  was  boldly  promised,  truly  shall  be  done. 

"  Fear  not  a  constraining  measure  ! 
Yielding  to  this  gentle  spell, 
Lucida  !  from  domes  of  pleasure. 
Or  from  cottage-sprinkled  dell. 
Come  to  regions  solitary, 
Where  the  eagle  builds  her  aery. 
Above  the  hermit's  long-forsaken  cell ! " 
She  comes !  behold 

That  figure,  like  a  ship  with  snow-white  sail ! 
Nearer  she  draws  ;  a  breeze  uplifts  hfer  veil ; 
Upon  her  coming  wait 
As  pure  a  sunshine  and  as  soft  a  gale 
As  e'er,  on  herbage  covering  earthly  mould. 
Tempted  the  bird  of  Juno  to  unfold 
His  richest  splendour,  when  his  veering  gait 
And  every  motion  of  his  starry  train 
Seem  governed  by  a  strain 
Of  music,  audible  to  him  alone. 
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"  O  Lady,  worthy  of  earth's  proudest  throne ! 
Nor  less,  by  excellence  of  nature,  fit 
Beside  an  unambitious  hearth  to  sit 
Domestic  queen,  where  grandeur  is  unknown ; 
What  living  man  could  fear 
The  worst  of  fortune's  malice,  wert  thou  near, 
Humbling  that  lily-stem,  thy  sceptre  meek, 
That  its  fair  flowers  may  from  his  cheek 
Brush  the  too  happy  tear  ? 

Queen,  and  handmaid  lowly ! 
Whose  skill  can  speed  the  day  with  lively  cares, 
And  banish  melancholy 
By  all  that  mind  invents  or  hand  prepares ; 
O  thou,  against  whose  hp,  without  its  smile 
And  in  its  silence  even,  no  heart  is  proof; 
Whose  goodness,  sinking  deep,  would  reconcile 
The  softest  nursling  of  a  gorgeous  palace 
To  the  bare  life  beneath  the  hawthorn-roof 
Of  Sherwood's  archer,  or  in  caves  of  Wallace 
Who  that  hath  seen  thy  beauty  could  content 
His  soul  with  but  a  glimpse  of  heavenly  day  ? 
Who  that  hath  loved  thee,  but  would  lay 
His  strong  hand  on  the  wind,  if  it  were  bent 
To  take  thee  in  thy  majesty  away  ? 
Pass  onward  (even  the  glancing  deer 
Till  we  depart  intrude  not  here  ;) 
That  mossy  slope,  o'er  which  the  woodbine  throws 
A  canopy,  is  smoothed  for  thy  repose  !" 

Glad  moment  is  it  when  the  throng 

Of  warblers  in  full  concert  strong 

Strive,  and  not  vainly  strive,  to  rout 

The  lagging  shower,  and  force  coy  Phoebus  out, 

Met  by  the  rainbow's  form  divine, 

Issuing  from  her  cloudy  shrine ; 

So  may  the  thrillings  of  the  lyre 

Prevail  to  further  our  desire. 

While  to  these  shades  a  sister  nymph  I  call. 
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"  Come,  if  the  notes  thine  ear  may  pierce, 
Come,  youngest  of  the  lovely  three. 
Submissive  to  the  might  of  verse 
And  the  dear  voice  of  harmony, 
By  none  more  deeply  felt  than  thee  !  " 
I  sang ;  and  lo  !  from  pastimes  virginal 
She  hastens  to  the  tents 
Of  nature,  and  the  lonely  elements. 
Air  sparkles  round  her  with  a  dazzling  sheen ; 
But  mark  her  glowing  cheek,  her  vesture  green  ! 
And,  as  if  wishful  to  disarm 
Or  to  repay  the  potent  charm, 
She  bears  the  stringed  lute  of  old  romance, 
That  cheered  the  trellised  arbour's  privacy. 
And  soothed  war-wearied  knights  in  raftered  hall. 
How  vivid,  yet  how  delicate,  her  glee  ! 
So  tripped  the  muse,  inventress  of  the  dance ; 
So,  truant  in  waste  woods,  the  blithe  Euphrosyne  I 


But  the  ringlets  of  that  head 

Why  are  they  ungarlanded  ? 

Why  bedeck  her  temples  less 

Than  the  simplest  shepherdess  ? 

Is  it  not  a  brow  inviting 

Choicest  flowers  that  ever  breathed, 

Which  the  myrtle  would  delight  in 

With  Idalian  rose  enwreathed  ? 

But  her  humility  is  well  content 

With  one  wild  floweret  (call  it  not  forlorn) 

Flower  of  the  winds,  beneath  her  bosom  worn. 

Yet  more  for  love  than  ornament. 


Open,  ye  thickets  !  let  her  fly. 
Swift  as  a  Thracian  nymph  o'er  field  and  height ! 
For  she,  to  all  but  those  who  love  her,  shy,     ' 
Would  gladly  vanish  from  a  stranger's  sight ;    "  - ' 
Though,  where  she  is  beloved  and  loves,         ^     ^ 
Light  as  the  wheeling  butterfly  she  moves ; 

G  2 
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Her  happy  spirit  as  a  bird  is  free, 

That  rifles  blossoms  on  a  tree, 

Turning  them  inside  out  with  arch  audacity. 

Alas  !  how  little  can  a  moment  show 

Of  an  eye  where  feeling  plays 

In  ten  thousand  dewy  rays ; 

A  face  o'er  which  a  thousand  shadows  go ! 

She  stops,  is  fastened  to  that  rivulet's  side ; 

And  there  (while,  with  sedater  mien, 

O'er  timid  waters  that  have  scarcely  left 

Their  birthplace  in  the  rocky  cleft 

She  bends)  at  leisure  may  be  seen 

Features  to  old  ideal  grace  allied,    , 

Amid  their  smiles  and  dimples  dignified — 

Fit  countenance  for  the  soul  of  pnmal  truth ; 

The  bland  composure  of  eternal  youth ! 

What  more  changeful  than  the  sea  ? 

But  over  his  great  tides 

Fidelity  presides ; 

And  this  light-hearted  maiden  constant  is  as  he. 

High  is  her  aim  as  heaven  above, 

And  wide  as  ether  her  good-will ; 

And,  like  the  lowly  reed,  her  love 

Can  drink  its  nurture  from  the  scantiest  rill ; 

Insight  as  keen  as  frosty  star 

Is  to  her  charity  no  bar, 

Nor  interrupts  her  frolic  graces 

When  she  is,  far  from  these  wild  places, 

Encircled  by  familiar  faces. 

O  the  charm  that  manners  draw. 

Nature,  from  thy  genuine  law  ! 

If  from  what  her  hand  would  do. 

Her  voice  would  utter,  aught  ensue 

Untoward  or  unfit ; 

She,  in  benign  affections  pure, 

In  self-forgetfulness  secure. 

Sheds  round  the  transient  harm  or  vague  mischance 

A  light  unknown  to  tutored  elegance : 

Hers  is  not  a  cheek  shame-stricken, 
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But  her  blushes  are  joy-flushes ; 

And  the  fault  (if  fault  it  be) 

Only  ministers  to  quicken 

Laughter-loving  gaiety, 

And  kindle  sportive  wit — 

Leaving  this  daughter  of  the  mountains  free, 

As  if  she  knew  that  Oberon  king  of  Faery 

Had  crossed  her  purpose  with  some  quaint  vagary, 

And  heard  his  viewless  bands 

Over  their  mirthful  triumph  clapping  hands. 

"  Last  of  the  three,  though  eldest  bom, 
Reveal  thyself,  like  pensive  morn 
Touched  by  the  skylark's  earliest  note. 
Ere  humbler  gladness  be  afloat. 
But  whether  in  the  semblance  drest 
Of  dawn,  or  eve,  fair  vision  of  the  west, 
Come  with  each  anxious  hope  subdued 
By  woman's  gentle  fortitude. 
Each  grief,  through  meekness,  settling  into  rest. 
Or  I  would  hail  thee  when  some  high-wrought  page 
Of  a  closed  volume  lingering  in  thy  hand 
Has  raised  thy  spirit  to  a  peaceful  stand 
Among  the  glories  of  a  happier  age." 

Her  brow  hath  opened  on  me,  see  it  there, 

Brightening  the  umbrage  of  her  hair ; 

So  gleams  the  crescent  moon,  that  loves 

To  be  descried  through  shady  groves. 

Tenderest  bloom  is  on  her  cheek ; 

Wish  not  for  a  richer  streak ; 

Nor  dread  the  depth  of  meditative  eye ; 

But  let  thy  love,  upon  that  azure  field 

Of  thoughtfulness  and  beauty,  yield 

Its  homage  offered  up  in  purity. 

What  wouldst  thoii  more  ?     In  sunny  glade, 

Or  under  leaves  of  thickest  shade. 

Was  such  a  stillness  e'er  diffused 

Since  earth  grew  calm  while  angels  mused  ? 
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Softly  she  treads,  as  if  her  foot  were  loth 

To  crush  the  mountain  dew-drops,  soon  to  melt 

On  the  flower's  breast ;  as  if  she  felt 

That  flowers  themselves,  whate'er  their  hue. 

With  all  their  fragrance,  all  their  glistening, 

Call  to  the  heart, for  inward  listening, 

And  though  for  bridal  wreaths  and  tokens  true 

Welcomed  wisely  ;  though  a  growth 

Which  the  careless  shepherd  sleeps  on, 

As  fitly  spring  from  turf  the  mourner  weeps  on, 

And  without  wrong  are  cropped  the  marble  tomb  to 

strew. 
The  charm  is  over  ;  the  mute  phantoms  gone, 
Nor  will  return ;  but  droop  not,  favoured  youth ; 
The  apparition  that  before  thee  shone 
Obeyed  a  summons  covetous  of  truth. 
From  these  wild  rocks  thy  footsteps  I  will  guide 
To  bowers  in  which  thy  fortune  may  be  tried, 
And  one  of  the  bright  three  become  thy  happy  bride. 


THE  WISHING-GATE 

In  the  vale  of  Grasmere,  by  the  side  of  the  old  highway  leading 
to  Ambleside,  is  a  gate,  which,  time  out  of  mind,  has  been  called 
the  Wishing -gate,  from  a  belief  that  wishes  formed  or  indulged 
there  have  a  favourable  issue. 

Hope  rules  a  land  for  ever  green : 

All  powers  that  serve  the  bright-eyed  queen 

Are  confident  and  gay ; 
Clouds  at  her  bidding  disappear ; 
Points  she  to  aught  ?  the  bliss  draws  near. 

And  fancy  smooths  the  way. 

Not  such  the  land  of  wishes,  there 
Dwell  fruitless  day-dreams,  lawless  prayer, 

And  thoughts  with  things  at  strife  ; 
Yet  how  forlorn,  should  ye  depart, 
Ye  superstitions  of  the  hearty 

How  poor,  were  human  life ! 
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When  magic  lore  abjured  its  might, 
Ye  did  not  forfeit  one  dear  right, 

One  tender  claim  abate ; 
Witness  this  symbol  of  your  sway, 
Surviving  near  the  public  way, 

The  rustic  wishing-gate ! 

Enquire  not  if  the  faery  race 
Shed  kindly  influence  on  the  place, 

Ere  northward  they  retired ; 
If  here  a  warrior  left  a  spell, 
Panting  for  glory  as  he  fell ; 

Or  here  a  saint  expired. 

Enough  that  all  around  is  fair. 
Composed  with  Nature's  finest  care, 

And  in  her  fondest  love, 
Peace  to  embosom  and  content, 
To  overawe  the  turbulent, 

The  selfish  to  reprove. 

Yea !  even  the  stranger  from  afar, 
Reclining  on  this  moss-grown  bar, 

Unknowing,  and  unknown. 
The  infection  of  the  ground  partakes. 
Longing  for  his  beloved,  who  makes 

All  happiness  her  own. 

Then  why  should  conscious  spirits  fear 
The  mystic  stirrings  that  are  here. 

The  ancient  faith  disclaim  ? 
The  local  genius  ne'er  befriends 
Desires  whose  course  in  folly  ends, 

Whose  just  reward  is  shame. 

Smile  if  thou  wilt,  but  not  in  scorn, 
If  some,  by  ceaseless  pains  outworn, 

Here  crave  an  easier  lot ; 
If  some  have  thirsted  to  renew 
A  broken  vow,,  or  bind  a  true. 

With  firmer,  hojier  knot. 
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And  not  in  vain,  when  thoughts  are  cast 
Upon  the  irrevocable  past, 

Some  penitent  sincere 
May  for  a  worthier  future  sigh, 
While  trickles  from  his  downcast  eye 

No  unavailing  tear. 

The  worldling,  pining  to  be  freed 
From  turmoil,  who  would  turn  or  speed 

The  current  of  his  fate,  '    i 

Might  stop  before  this  favoured  sccjnej,;  ■ 
At  Nature's  call,  nor  blush  to  lean 

Upon  the  wishing-gate. 

The  sage,  who  feels  how  blind,  hoW  weak 
Is  man,  though  loth  such  help  to  seek^ 

Yet,  passing,  here  might  pause, 
And  thirst  for  insight  to  allay 
Misgiving,  while  the  crimson  d^y 

In  quietness  withdraws ; 

Or  when  the.  qhurch-clock's  kjuell  profound 
To  time's  first  step  across  the  bound 

Of  midnight  makes  reply ; 
Time  pressing  on  with  starry  crest 
To  filial  sleep  upon  the  breast 

Of  dread  eternity. 


THE  WISHING-GATE  DESTROYED 

Tis  gone ;  with  old  belief  and  dream 
That  round  it  clung,  and  tempting  scheme 

Released  from  fear  and  doubt ; 
And  the  bright  landscape  too  must  lie, 
By  this  blank  wall,  from  every  eye. 

Relentlessly  shut  out. 
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Bear  witness  ye  who  seldom  passed 
That  opening,  but  a  look  ye  cast 

Upon  the  lake  below, 
What  spirit-stirring  power  it  gained 
From  faith  which  here  was  entertained, 

Though  reason  might  say  no. 

Blest  is  that  ground,  where,  o'er  the  springs 
Of  history,  glory  claps  her  wings, 

Fame  sheds  the  exulting  tear ; 
Yet  earth  is  wide,  and  many  a  nook 
Unheard  of  is,  like  this,  a  book 

For  modest  meanings  dear. 

It  was  in  sooth  a  happy  thought 
That  grafted,  on  so  fair  a  spot. 

So  confident  a  token 
Of  coming  good ;  the  charm  is  fled ; 
Indulgent  centuries  spun  a  thread, 

Which  one  harsh  day  has  broken. 

Alas  !  for  him  who  gave  the  word ; 
Could  he  no  sympathy  afford,   , 

Derived  from  earth  or  heaven. 
To  hearts  so  oft  by  hope  betrayed ; 
Their  very  wishes  wanted  aid 

Which  here  was  freely  given? 

Where,  for  the  love-lorn  maiden's  wound. 
Will  now  so  readily  be  found 

A  balm  of  expectation  ? 
Anxious  for  far-off  children,  where 
Shall  mothers  breathe  a  like  sweet  2^r 

Of  home-felt  consolation  ? 

And  not  unfelt  will  prove  the  loss 
'Mid  trivial  care  and  petty  cross   , 

And  each  day*s  shallow  grief; 
Though  the  most  easily  beguiled 
Were  oft  among  the  first' that  smiled 

At  their  own  fond  belief. 
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If  still  the  reckless  change  we  Bioum,  « 
A  reconciling  thought  may  turn 

To  harm  that  might  lurk  here, 
Ere  judgment  prompted  from  within 
Fit  aims,  with  courage  to  begin,  .    , 

And  strength  to  persevere. 

Not  fortune's  slave  is  man  :  oiir  state 
Enjoins,  while  firm  resolves  aWait 

On  wishes  just  and  wiscj 
That  strenuous  action  follow'  both, 
And  life  be  one  perpetual  growth 

Of  heaven-ward  enterprise. 

So  taught,  so  trained,  we  boldly  face 
All  accidents  of  time  and  place ; 

Whatever  props  may  fail, 
Trust  in  that  sovereign  law  can  spread 
New  glory  o'er  the  mountain's  head, 

Fresh  beauty  through  the  vale. 

That  truth-informing  mind  and  heart, 
The  simplest  cottager  may  part,'  • 

Ungrieved,  with  charm  and  spell ; 
And  yet,  lost  wishing-gate,  to  thee 
The  vdice  of  grateful  memory 

Shall  bid  a  kind  farewell ! 


THE  PRIMROSE  OF  THE  ROCK 

A  ROCK  there  is  whose  homely  front 

The  passing  traveller  slights  ; 
Yet  there  the  glow-worms  hang  their  lamps. 

Like  stars,  at  various  heights ; 
And  one  coy  primrose  to  that  rock 

The  vernal  breeze  invites. 
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What  hideous  warfare  hath  been  waged,  , 

What  kingdoms  overthrown^ 
Since  first  I  espied  that  primrose-tuft 

And  marked  it  for  my  own  ; 
A  lasting  link  in  Nature's  chain 

From  highest  heaven  let  down  ! 

The  flowers,  still  faithful  to  the  stems, 

Their  fellowship  renew ; 
The  stems  are  faithful  to  the  root, 

That  worketh  out  of  view ; 
And  to  the  rock  the  root  adheres 

In  every  fibre  true. 

Close  clings  to  earth  the  living  rock, 

Though  threatening  still  to  fall ; 
The  earth  is  constant  to  her  sphere ; 

And  God  upholds  them  all :; 
So  blooms  this  lonely  plant,  nor  dreads 

Her  annual  funeral. 

Here  closed  the  meditative  sti;ain ; 

But  air  breathed  soft  that  day. 
The  hoary  mountain--heights  were  cheered, 

The  sunny  vale  looked  gay } 
And  to  the  primrose  of  the  rock 

I  gave  this  after-lay.  ,  .  . 

I  sang,  Let  myriads  of  bright  flowers, 

Like  thee,  in  field  and  grove 
Revive  unenvied ;  mightier  far, 

Than  tremblings  that  reprove 
Out  vernal  tendencies  to  hope, 

Is  God's  redeeming  love ; 

That  love  which  changed  for  w^n  disease. 

For  sorrow  that  had  bei;it 
O'er  hopeless  dust,  for  withered  ;^se,; 

Their  moral  element,  ; 

And  turned  the  thistles  of  a  curse 

To  types  beneficent. 
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Sin-blighted  though  we  are,  we  too, 
The  reasoning  sons  of  men. 

From  one  oblivious  winter  called 
Shall  rise,  and  breathe  again ; 

And  in  eternal  summer  lose 
Our  threescore  years  and  ten. 

To  humbleness  of  heart  descends 
This  prescience  from  on  high, 

The  faith  that  elevates  the  just, 
Before  and  when  they  die ; 

And  makes  each  soul  a  separate  heaven,' 
A  court  for  Deit>\ 


DEVOTIONAL  INCITEMENTS 

• '  Not  to  the  earth  confined,  . 
Ascend  to  heaven." 

Where  will  they  stop,  those  breathing  powers, 

The  spirits  of  the  new-born  flowers  ? 

They  wander  with  the  breeze,  they  wind 

Where'er  the  streams  a  passage  find ; 

Up  from  their  native  ground  they  rise 

In  mute  aerial  harmonies ; 

From  humble  violet,  modest  thyme, 

Exhaled,  the  essential  odours  climb, 

As  if  no  space  below  the  sky 

Their  subtle  flight  could  satisfy : 

Heaven  will  not  tax  our  thoughts  with  pride 

If  like  ambition  be  their  guide. 

Roused  by  this  kindliest  of  May-showerd, 
The  spirit-quickener  of  the  flowers. 
That  with  moist  virtue  softly  cleaves 
The  buds,  and  freshens  the  young  leaves, 
The  birds  pour  forth  their  souls  in  notes 
Of  rapture  from  a  thousand  throats, 
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Here  checked  by  too  impetuous  haste, 
While  there  the  music  runs  to  waste, 
With  bounty  more  and  more  enlarged, 
Till  the  whole  air  is  overcharged ; 
Give  ear,  O  man  !  to  their  appeal. 
And  thirst  for  no  inferior  zeal, 
Thou,  who  canst  think^  as  well  as  feel. 

Mount  from  the  earth ;  aspire !  aspire  1 
So  pleads  the  town's  cathedral  quire, 
In  strains  that  from  their  solemn  height 
Sink,  to  attain  a  loftier  flight ; 
While  incense  from  the  altar  breathes 
Rich  fragrance  in  embodied  wreaths ; 
Or,  flung  from  swinging  censer,  shrouds 
The  taper-lights,  and  curls  in  clouds 
Around  angelic  forms,  the  still 
Creation  of  the  painter's  skill,  '  . 
That  on  the  service  wait  concealed 
One  moment,  and  the  next  revealed. 
Cast  off  your  bonds,  awake,  arise. 
And  for  no  transient  ecstasies ! 
What  else  can  mean  the  visual  plea 
Of  still  or  moving  imagery. 
The  iterated  summons  loud. 
Not  wasted  on  the  attendant  crowd. 
Nor  wholly  lost  upon  the  throng 
Hurrying  the  busy  streets  along  ?  . 

Alas  I  the  sanctities  combined 
By  art  to  unsensualise  the  mind 
Decay  an4  languish ;  or,  as  creeds 
And  humours  change,  are  spurned  like  weeds; 
The  priests  are  from  their  altars  thrust ; 
Temples  are  levelled  with  the  dust ; 
And  solemn  rites  and  awful  forms 
Founder  amid  fanatic  storms.. 
Yet  evermore,  through  years  renewed 
In  undisturbed  vicissitude 
Of  seasons  balancing  th^ir  flight 
On  the  swift  wings  of  day  and  night, 
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Kind  Nature  keeps  a  heavenly  door  , 

Wide  open  for  the  scattered  poor.. 

Where  flower-breathed  incense  to  the  skies 

Is  wafted  in  mute  harmonies ; 

And  ground  fresh-cloven  by  the  ploi^gh 

Is  fragrant  with  a  humbler  vow ;  , 

Where  birds  and  brooks  from  leafy  dells 

Chime  forth  unwearied  canticles, 

And  vapours  magnify  and  spread 

The  glory  of  the  sun's  bright  head, 

Still  constant  in  her  worship,  still 

Conforming  to  the  eternal  will,   . 

Whether  men  sow  or  reap  the  fields. 

Divine  monition  Nature  yields,  i 

That  not  by  bread  alone  we  live, 

Or  what  a  hand  of  flesh  can  give ; 

That  every  day  should  leave  some  part 

Free  for  a  sabbath  of  the  heart : 

So  shall  the  seventh  be  truly  blest,  i 

From  morn  to  eve,  with  hallowed  rest 


TO  THE  CLOUDS 

Army  of  clouds  I  ye  winged  host  in  troops 
Ascending  from  behind  the  motionless  harow 
Of  that  tall  rock,  as  from  a  hidden  world, 
Oh  whither  with  such  eagerness  of  speed  ? 
What  seek  ye,  or  what  shun  ye  ?  of  the  gale 
Companions,  fear  ye  to  be  left  behind, 
Or  racing  o'er  your  blue  ethereal  field 
Contend  ye  with  each  other  ?  of  the  sea 
Children,  thus  post  ye  over  vale  and  height 
To  sink  upon  your  mother's  lap,  and  rest  ? 
Or  were  ye  rightlier  hailed,  when  first  mine  eyes 
Beheld  in  your  impetuous  march  the  likeness 
Of  a  wide  army  pressing  on  to  meet 
Or  overtake  some  unknown  enemy? 
But  your  smooth  motions  suit  a  peaceful  aim ; 
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And  fancy,  not  less  aptly  pleased,  compares 

Your  squadrons  to  an  endless  flight  of  birds 

Aerial,  upon  due  migration  bound 

To  milder  climes ;  or  rather  do  ye  urge 

In  caravan  your  hasty  pilgrimage 

To  pause  at  last  on  more  aspiring  heights 

Than  these,  and  utter  your  devotion  there 

With  thunderous  voice  ?     Or  are  ye  jubilant, 

And  would  ye,  tracking  your  proud  lord  the  sun, 

Be  present  at  his  setting ;  or  the  pomp 

Of  Persian  mornings  would  ye  fill,  and  stand 

Poising  your  splendours  high  above  the  heads 

Of  worshippers  kneeling  to  their  up-risen  God  ? " , 

Whence,  whence,  ye  clouds!  this  eagerness  of  speed? 

Speak,  silent  creatures.     They  are  gone,  are  fled, 

Buried  together  in  yon  gloomy  mass 

That  loads  the  middle  heaven  ;  and  clear  and  bright 

And  vacant  doth  the  region  which  they  thronged 

Appear ;  a  calm  descent  of  sky  conducting 

Down  to  the  unapproachable  abyss, 

Down  to  that  hidden  gulf  from  which  they  rose 

To  vanish,  fleet  as  days  and  months  and  years, 

Fleet  as  the  generations  of  mankind, 

Power,  glory,  empire,  as  the  world  itself. 

The  lingering  world,  when  tifeie  hath  ceased  to  be 

But  the  winds  roar,  shaking  the  rooted  trees, 

And  see  1  a  bright  precursor  to  a  train 

Perchance  as  numerous,  overpeers  the  rock 

That  sullenly  i:efuses  to  partake 

Of  the  wild  impulse.     From  a  fount  of  life 

Invisible,  the  long  procession  moves 

Luminous  or  gloomy,  welcome  to  the  vale 

Which  they  are  entering,  welcome  to  mine  eye 

That  sees  them,  to  my  soul  that  owns  in  them, 

And  in  the  bosotn  of  the  firmament 

O'er  which  they  move,  wherein  they  are  contained, 

A  type  of  her  capacious  self  and  all 

Her  restless  progeny. 

A  humble  walk 
Here  is  my  body  doomed  to  tread,  this  path, 
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A  little  hoary  line  and  faintly  traced, 

Work,  shall  we  call  it,  of  the  shepherd's  foot 

Or  of  his  flock  ?  joint  vestige  of  them  both. 

I  pace  it  unrepining,  for  my  thoughts 

Admit  no  bondage  and  my  words  have  wings. 

Where  is  the  Orphean  lyre,  or  Druid  harp, 

To  accompany  the  verse  ?    The  mountain  blast 

Shall  be  our  hand  of  music ;  he  shall  swefp 

The  rocks,  and  quivering  trees,  and  billowy  lake, 

And  search  the  fibres  of  the  caves,  and  they 

Shall  answer,  for  our  song  is  of  the  clouds. 

And  the  wind  loves  them  ;  and  the  gentle  gales, 

W^ich  by  their  aid  re-clothe  the  naked  lawn 

With  annual  verdure,  and  revive  the  woods. 

And  moisten  the  parched  lips  of  thirsty  flowers, 

Love  them ;  and  every  idle  breeze  of  air 

B^nds  to  the  favourite  burthen.     Moon  and  stars 

Keep  their  most  solemn  vigils  when  the  clouds  • 

Watch  also,  shifting  peaceably  their  place 

Like  bands  of  ministering  Spirits,  or  when  they  lie, 

As  if  some  protean  art  the  change  had  wr9Ught,  • 

In  listless  quiet  o'er  the  ethereal  deep 

Scattered,  a  Cyclades  of  various  shapes 

And  all  degrees  of  beauty.     O  ye  lightnings ! 

Ye  are  their  perilous, ofispring;  and  the  sun, 

Source  iriexhaustible  of  life  and  joy. 

And  type  of  man's  far-darting  reason,  therefore  . 

In  old  time  worshipped  as  the  god  of  verse, 

A  blazing  intellectual  deity,  , 

Loves  his  own  glory  in  their  looks,  and  showery 

Upon  that  unsubstantial  brotherhood 

Visions  with  all  but  beatific  light 

Enriched,  too  transient,  were  they  not  renewed 

From  age  to  age,  and  did  not,  while  we  gaze 

In  silent  rapture,  credulous  desire 

Nourish  the  hope  that  memory  lacks  not  power 

To  keep  the  treasure  unimpaired.     Vain  thought ! 

Yet  why  repine,  created  as  we  are 

For  joy  and  rest,  albeit  to  find  them  only 

Ix)dged  in  the  bosom  of  eternal  things  ? 
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A   JEWISH    FAMILY 

(in  a  small  valley  opposite  ST.  GOARj  UPON 
THE  RHINE) 

Genius  of  Raphael !  if  thy  wings 

Might  bear  thee  to  this  glen, 
With  faithful  memory  left  of  things 

To  pencil  dear  and  pen, 
Thou  wouldst  forego  the  neighbouring  Rhine, 

And  all  his  majesty, 
A  studious  forehead  to  incline    ( 

O'er  this  poor  family. 

The  mother,  her  thou  must  have  seen, 

In  spirit,  ere  she  came 
To  dwell  these  rifted  rocks  between, 

Or  found  on  earth  a  name ; 
An  image,  too,  of  that  sweet  Boy, 

Thy  inspirations  give 
Of  playfulness,  and  love,  and  joy, 

Predestined  here  to  live. 

Downcast,  or  shooting  glances  far, 

How  beautiful  his  eyes, 
That  blend  the  nature  of  the  star 

With  that  of  summer  skies  1 
I  speak  as  if  of  sense  beguiled ; 

Uncounted  months  are  gone, 
Yet  am  I  with  the  Jewish  child, 

That  exquisite  saint  John.    . 

I  see  the  dark-brown  curls,  the  brow. 

The  smooth  transparent  skin, 
Refined,  as  with  intent  to  show 

The  holiness  within ; 
The  grace  of  parting  infancy 

By  blushes  yet  untamed ; 
Age  faithful  to  the  mother's  knee,  . 

Nor  of  her  arms  ashamed. 
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Two  lovely  sisters,  still  and  sweet 

As  flowers,  stand  side  by  side ; 
Their  soul-subduing  looks  might  cheat 

The  Christian  of  his  pride : 
Such  beauty  hath  the  Eternal  poured 

Upon  them  not  forlorn. 
Though  of  a  lineage  once  abhorred; 

Nor  yet  redeemed  from  scorn. 

Mysterious  safeguard,  that,  in  spite  ■ 

Of  poverty  and  wrong. 
Doth  here  preserve  a  living  light, 

From  Hebrew  fountains  sprung ; 
That  gives  this  ragged  group  to  cast  ' 

Around  the  dell  a  gleam 
Of  Palestine,  of  glory  past, 

And  proud  Jerusalem ! 


ON   THE   POWER  OF  SOUND 

The  Ear  addressed,  as  occupied  by  a  spiritual  functionary,  in 
communion  with  sounds,  individual,  or  combined  in  studied 
harmony. — Sources  and  effects  of  those  sounds  (to  the  close  of 
6th  Stanza). — ^The  power  of  music,  whence  proceeding,  ex- 
emplified in  the  idiot. — Origin  of  music,  and  its  effect  in  early 
ages — how  produced  (to  the  middle  of  loth  Stanza). — The  mind 
recalled  to  sounds  acting  casually  and  severally. — Wish  uttered 
(nth  Stanza)  that  these  could  be  united  into  a  scheme  or  system 
for  moral  interests  and  intellectual  contemplation. — (Stanza  12th) 
— The  Pythagorean  theory  of  numbers  and  music,  with  their  sup- 
posed power  over  the  motions  of  the  universe — imaginations  con- 
sonant with  such  a  theory. — Wish  expressed  (in  nth  Stanza) 
realised  in  some  degree,  by  the  representation  of  all  sounds  under 
the  form  of  thanksgiving  to  the  Creator. — (Last  Stanza)  the  de- 
struction of  earth  and  the  planetary  system — the  survival  of  audible 
harmony,  and  its  support  in  the  Divine  Nature,  as  revealed  in  Holy 
Writ. 

Thy  functions  are  ethereal. 
As  if  within  thee  dwelt  a  glancing  mind. 
Organ  of  vision  !     And  a  spirit  aerial 
Informs  the  cell  of  hearing,  dark  and  blind ; 
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Intricate  labyrinth,  more  dread  for  thought 

To  enter  than  oracular  cave ; 

Strict  passage,  through  which  sighs  are  brought, 

And  whispers  for  the  heart,  their  slave ; 

And  shrieks,  that  revel  in  abuse 

Of  shivering  flesh ;  and  warbled  air, 

Whose  piercing  sweetness  can  unloose 

The  chains  of  frenzy,  or  entice  a  smile 

Into  the  ambush  of  despair ; 

Hosannas  pealing  down  the  long-drawn  aisle, 

And  requiems  answered  by  the  pulse  that  beats 

Devoutly,  in  life's  last  retreats  ! 

The  headlong  streams  and  fountains 

Serve  thee,  invisible  spirit,  with  un tired  powers; 

Cheering  the  wakeful  tent  on  Syrian  mountains, 

They  lull  perchance  ten  thousand  thousand  flowers. 

That  roar,  the  prowling  lion's  Here  I  am^ 

How  fearful  to  the  desert  wide ! 

That  bleat,  how  tender !  of  the  dam 

Calling  a  straggler  to  her  side. 

Shout,  cuckoo  !  let  the  vernal  soul 

Go  with  thee  to  the  frozen  zone ; 

Toll  from  thy  loftiest  perch,  lone  bell-bird,  toll ! 

At  the  still  hour  to  mercy  dear, 

Mercy  from  her  twilight  throne 

Listening  to  nun's  faint  throb  of  holy  fear, 

To  sailor's  prayer  breathed  from  a  darkening  sea, 

Or  widow's  cottage-lullaby. 

Ye  voices,  and  ye  shadows 

And  images  of  voice,  to  hound  and  horn 

From  rocky  steep  and  rock-bestudded  meadows 

Flung  back,  and,  in  the  sky's  blue  caves,  reborn. 

On  with  your  pastime  !  till  the  church-tower  bells 

A  greeting  give  of  measured  glee ; 

And  milder  echoes  from  their  cells 

Repeat  the  bridal  symphony. 

Then,  or  far  earlier,  let  us  rove 

Where  mists  are  breaking  up  or  gone. 
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And  from  aloft  look  down  into  a  cove 
Besprinkled  with  a  careless  quire, 
Happy  milk-maids,  one  by  one 
Scattering  a  ditty  each  to  her  desire, 
A  liquid  concert  matchless  by  nice  art, 
A  stream  as  if  from  one  full  heart. 


Blest  be  the  song  that  brightens 

The  blind  man's  gloom,  exalts  the  veteran's  mirth  ; 

Unscorned  the  peasant's  whistling  breath,  that  lightens 

His  dutious  toil  of  furrowing  the  green  earth. 

For  the  tired  slave,  song  lifts  the  languid  oar. 

And  bids  it  aptly  fall,  with  chime 

That  beautifies  the  fairest  shore. 

And  mitigates  the  harshest  clime. 

Yon  pilgrims  see — in  lagging  file 

They  move ;  but  soon  the  appointed  way 

A  choral  Ave  Marie  shall  beguile, 

And  to  their  hope  the  distant  shrine 

Glisten  with  a  livelier  ray : 

Nor  friendless  he,  the  prisoner  of  the  mine, 

Who  from  the  well-spring  of  his  own  clear  breast 

Can  draw,  and  sing  his  griefs  to  rest. 

When  civic  renovation 

Dawns  on  a  kingdom,  and  for  needful  haste 

Best  eloquence  avails  not,  inspiration 

Mounts  with  a  tune,  that  travels  like  a  blast 

Piping  through  cave  and  battlemented  tower ; 

Then  starts  the  sluggard,  pleased  to  meet 

That  voice  of  Freedom,  in  its  power 

Of  promises,  shrill,  wild,  and  sweet ! 

Who,  from  a  m2iX\\aX  pageant^  spreads 

Incitements  of  a  battle-day. 

Thrilling    the    unweaponed    crowd    with    plumeless 

heads  ? 
Even  she  whose  Lydian  airs  inspire 
Peaceful  striving,  gentle  play 
Of  timid  hope  and  innocent  desire 


POEMS  OF  THE  IMAGINATION  I  8/ 

Shot  from  the  dancing  graces,  as  they  move 
Fanned  by  the  plausive  wings  of  love. 

How  oft  along  thy  mazes, 

Regent  of  sound,  have  dangerous  passions  trod  1 

O  thou,  through  whom  the  temple  rings  with  praises, 

And  blackening  clouds  in  thunder  speak  of  God, 

Betray  not  by  the  cozenage  of  sense 

Thy  votaries,  wooingly  resigned 

To  a  voluptuous  influence 

That  taints  the  purer,  better,  mind ; 

But  lead  sick  fancy  to  a  harp 

That  hath  in  noble  tasks  been  tried ; 

And,  if  the  virtuous  feel  a  pang  too  sharp. 

Soothe  it  into  patience,  stay 

The  uplifted  arm  of  suicide ; 

And  let  some  mood  of  thine  in  firm  array 

Knit  every  thought  the  impending  issue  needs, 

Ere  martyr  burns^  or  patriot  bleeds ! 

As  conscience,  to  the  centre 

Of  being,  smites  with  irresistible  pain. 

So  shall  a  solemn  cadence,  if  it  enter 

The  mouldy  vaults  of  the  dull  idiot's  brain, 

Transmute  him  to  a  wretch  from  quiet  hurled, 

Convulsed  as  by  a  jarring  din ; 

And  then  aghast,  as  at  the  world 

Of  reason  partially  let  in 

By  concords  winding  with  a  sway 

Terrible  for  sense  and  soul ! 

Or  awed  he  weeps,  struggling  to  quell  dismay. 

Point  not  these  mysteries  to  an  art 

Lodged  above  the  starry  pole ; 

Pure  modulations  flowing  from  the  heart 

Of  divine  love,  where  wisdom,  beauty,  truth 

With  order  dwell,  in  endless  youth  ? 

Oblivion  may  not  cover 
All  treasures  hoarded  by  the  miser,  time. 
Orphean  insight  1  truth's  undaunted  lover,     • 
To  the  first  leagues  of  tutored  passion  climb, 
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When  music  deigned  within  this  grosser  sphere 

Her  subtle  essence  to  enfold, 

And  voice  and  shell  drew  forth  a  tear 

Softer  than  Nature's  self  could  mould. 

Yet  strenuous  was  the  infant  age : 

Art,  daring  because  souls  could  feel, 

Stirred  nowhere  but  an  urgent  equipage 

Of  rapt  imagination  sped  her  march 

Through  the  realms  of  woe  and  weal : 

Hell  to  the  lyre  bowed  low ;  the  upper  arch 

Rejoiced  that  clamorous  spell  and  magic  verse 

Her  wan  disasters  could  disperse. 

The  Gift  to  king  Amphion 

That  walled  a  city  with  its  melody 

Was  for  belief  no  dream :  thy  skill,  Arion  ! 

Could  humanize  the  creatures  of  the  sea, 

Where  men  were  monsters.     A  last  grace  he  craves, 

Leave  for  one  chant ;  the  dulcet  sound 

Steals  from  the  deck  o'er  willing  waves. 

And  listening  dolphins  gather  round. 

Self-cast,  as  with  a  desperate  course, 

'Mid  that  strange  audience,  he  bestrides 

A  proud  one  docile  as  a  managed  horse ; 

And  singing,  while  the  accordant  hand 

Sweeps  his  harp,  the  master  rides ; 

So  shall  he  touch  at  length  a  friendly  strand. 

And  he,  with  his  preserver,  shine  star-bright 

In  memory,  through  silent  night. 

The  pipe  of  Pan,  to  shepherds 

Couched  in  the  shadow  of  Maenalian  pines. 

Was  passing  sweet ;  the  eyeballs  of  the  leopards, 

That  in  high  triumph  drew  the  Lord  of  vines, 

How  did  they  sparkle  to  the  cymbal's  clang ! 

While  fauns  and  satyrs  beat  the  ground 

In  cadence,  and  Silenus  swang 

This  way  and  that,  with  wild-flowers  crowned. 

To  life,  to  Hfe  give  back  thine  ear : 

Ye  who  are  longing  to  be  rid 
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Of  fable,  though  to  truth  subservient,  hear 
The  httle  sprinkling  of  cold  earth  that  fell 
Echoed  from  the  coffin«lid ; 
The  convict's  summons  in  the  steeple's  knell ; 
"  The  vain  distress-gun,"  from  a  leeward  shore, 
Repeated,  heard,  and  heard  no  more  1 

For  terror,  joy,  or  pity. 

Vast  is  the  compass  and  the  swell  of  notes : 

From  the  babe's  fitst  cry  to  voice  of  regal  city, 

Rolling  a  solemn  sea-like  bass,  that  floats 

Far  as  the  woodlands,  with  the  trill  to  blend 

Of  that  shy  songstress,  whose  love-tale 

Might  tempt  an  angel  to  descend, 

While  hovering  o'er  the  moonlight  vale. 

Ye  wandering  utterances,  hath  earth  no  scheme, 

No  scale  of  moral  music,  to  unite 

Powers  that  survive  but  in  the  faintest  dream 

Of  memory?     O  that  ye  might  stoop  to  bear 

Chains,  such  precious  chains  of  sight 

As  laboured  minstrelsies  through  ages  wear ! 

O  for  a  balance  fit  the  truth  to  tell 

Of  the  unsubstantial,  pondered  well ! 

By  one  pervading  spirit 

Of  tones  and  numbers  all  things  are  controlled, 

And  glorious  privilege  have  they  who  merit 

Initiation  in  that  mystery  old. 

The  heavens,  whose  aspect  makes  our  minds  as  still 

As  they  themselves  appear  to  be. 

Innumerable  voices  fill 

With  everlasting  harmony ; 

The  towering  headlands,  crowned  with  mist. 

Their  feet  among  the  billows,  know 

That  ocean  is  a  mighty  harmonist ; 

Thy  pinions,  universal  air. 

Ever  waving  to  and  fro. 

Are  delegates  of  harmony,  and  bear 

Strains  that  support  the  seasons  in  their  round ; 

Stem  winter  loves  a  dirge-like  sound. 
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Break  forth  into  thanksgiving, 

Ye  banded  instruments  of  winds  and  cords ; 

Unite,  to  magnify  the  ever-living, 

Your  inarticulate  notes  with  the  voice  of  words  ! 

Nor  hushed  be  service  from  the  lowing  mead, 

Nor  mute  the.  forest  hum  of  noon  ; 

Thou  too  be  heard,  lone  eagle  !  freed 

From  snowy  peak  and  cloud,  attune 

Thy  hungry  barkings  to  the  hymn 

Of  joy,  that  from  her  utmost  walls 

The  six-days'  work  by  flaming  seraphim 

Transmits  to  Heaven  !     As  deep  to  deep 

Shouting  through  one  valley  calls. 

All  worlds,  all  natures,  mood  and  measure  keep 

For  praise  and.  ceaseless  gratulation,  poured 

Into  the  ear  of  God,  their  Lord  1 

A  voice  to  light  gave  being ; 

To  time,  and  man  his  earth-born  chronicler ; 

A  voice  shall  finish  doubt  and  dim  foreseeing. 

And  sweep  away  life's  visionary  stir ; 

The  trumpet  (we,  intoxicate  with  pride, 

Arm  at  its  blast  for  deadly  wars) 

To  archangelic  lips  applied. 

The  grave  shall  open,  quench  the  stars. 

O  Silence  !  are  man's  noisy  years 

No  more  than  moments  of  thy  life  ? 

Is  Harmony,  blest  queen  of  smiles  and  tears. 

With  her  smooth  tones  and  discords  just. 

Tempered  into  rapturous  strife. 

Thy  destined  bond-slave  ?     No !  though  earth  be  dust 

And  vanish,  though  the  heavens  dissolve,  her  stay 

Is  in  the  Word,  that  shall  not  pass  away. 
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DEDICATION 


TO 


Happy  the  feeling  from  the  bosom  thrown 

In  perfect  shape  (whose  beauty  time  shall  spare 

Though  a  breath  made  it)  like  a  bubble  blown 

For  summer  pastime  into  wanton  air  ; 

Happy  the  thought  best  likened  to  a  stone 

Of  the  sea-beach,  when,  polished  with  nice  care, 

Veins  it  discovers  exquisite  and  rare, 

Which  for  the  loss  of  that  moist  gleam  atone 

That  tempted  first  to  gather  it.     That  here, 

O  chief  of  friends  !  such  feelings  I  present 

To  thy  regard,  with  thoughts  so  fortunate, 

Were  a  vain  notion  ;  but  the  hope  is  dear 

That  thou,  if  not  with  partial  joy  elate, 

Wilt  smile  upon  this  gift  with  more  than  mild  content  ! 
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PART   I 

"  NUNS  FRET  NOT  AT  THEIR  CONVENTS 
NARROW  ROOM" 

Nuns  fret  not  at  their  convent's  narrow  room ; 

And  hermits  are  contented  with  their  cells ; 

And  students  with  their  pensive  citadels ; 

Maids  at  the  wheel,  the  weaver  at  the  loom, 

Sit  blithe  and  happy ;  bees  that  soar  for  bloom, 

High  as  the  highest  peak  of  Furness-fells, 

Will  murmur  by  the  hour  in  foxglove  bells : 

In  truth  the  prison,  linto  which  we  doom 

Ourselves,  no  prison  is :  and  hence  for  me. 

In  sundry  moods,  'twas  pastime  to  be  bound 

Within  the  Sonnet's  scanty  plot  of  ground ; 

Pleased  if  some  souls  (for  such  there  needs  must  be) 

Who  have  felt  the  weight  of  too  much  liberty, 

Should  find  brief  solace  there,  as  I  have  found. 


ADMONITION 

Intended  more  particulM-ly  for  the  perusal  of  those  who  may  have 
happened  to  be  enamoured  of  some  beautiful  place  of  Retreat,  in 
the  Country  of  the  Lakes. 

Well  may'st  thou  halt,  and  gaze  with  brightening  eye ! 
The  lovely  cottage  in  the  guardian  nook 
Hath  stirred  thee  deeply ;  with  its  own  dear  brook, 
Its  own  small  pasture,  almost  its  own  sky ! 
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But  covet  not  the  abode ;  forbear  to  sigh, 

As  many  do,  repining  while  they  look ; 

Intruders,  who  would  tear  from  Nature's  book 

This  precious  leaf,  with  harsh  impiety. 

Think  what  the  home  must  be  if  it  were  thine, 

Even  thine,  though  few  thy  wants  ?  roof,  window,  door, 

The  very  flowers  are  sacred  to  the  poor. 

The  roses  to  the  porch  which  they  entwine : 

Yea,  all,  that  now  enchants  thee,  from  the  day 

On  which  it  should  be  touched,  would  melt  away. 


"*  BELOVED  VALE!'  I  SAID,  *WHEN 
I  SHALL  CON'" 

"  Beloved  Vale  ! "  I  said,  **  when  I  shall  con 
Those  many  records  of  my  childish  years, 
Remembrance  of  myself  and  of  my  peers 
Will  press  me  down  :  to  think  of  what  is  gone 
Will  be  an  awful  thought,  if  life  have  one." 
But,  when  unto  the  vale  I  came,  no  fears 
Distressed  me ;  from  mine  eyes  escaped  no  tears ; 
Deep  thought,  or  dread  remembrance,  had  I  none. 
By  doubts  and  thousand  petty  fancies  crost 
To  see  the  trees,  which  I  had  thought  so  tall. 
Men  dwarfs ;  the  brooks  so  narrow,  fields  so  small. 
A  juggler's  balls  old  Time  about  him  tossed ; 
I  looked,  I  stared,  I  smiled,  I  laughed ;  and  all 
The  weight  of  sadness  was  in  wonder  lost. 


"PELION  AND  OSSA  FLOURISH  SIDE 
BY  SIDE  " 

Pelion  and  Ossa  flourish  side  by  side. 
Together  in  immortal  books  enrolled : 
His  ancient  dower  Olympus  hath  not  sold ; 
And  that  inspiring  hill,  which  "  did  divide 
Into  two  ample  horns  his  forehead  wide," 
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Shines  with  poetic  radiance  as  of  old ; 

While  not  an  English  mountain  we  behold 

By  the  celestial  muses  glorified. 

Yet  round  our  sea-girt  shore  they  rise  in  crowds : 

What  was  the  great  Parnassus'  self  to  thee, 

Mount  Skiddaw?     In  his  natural  sovereignty 

Our  British  hill  is  nobler  far ;  he  shrouds 

His  double  front  among  Atlantic  clouds, 

And  pours  forth  streams  more  sweet  than  Castaly. 


"THERE  IS  A  LITTLE  UNPRETENDING 
RILL" 

There  is  a  little  unpretending  rill 

Of  limpid  water,  humbler  far  than  aught 

That  ever  among  men  or  Naiads  sought 

Notice  or  name  !     It  trickles  down  the  hill 

So  feebly,  just  for  love  of  power  and  will. 

Yet  to  my  mind  this  scanty  stream  is  brought 

Oftener  than  Ganges  or  the  Nile ;  a  thought 

Of  private  recollection  sweet  and  still ! 

Months  perish  with  their  moons;  year  treads  on  year; 

But,  faithful  Emma  !  thou  with  me  canst  say 

That,  while  ten  thousand  pleasures  disappear, 

And  flies  their  memory  fast  almost  as  they ; 

The  immortal  spirit  of  one  happy  day 

Lingers  beside  that  rill,  in  vision  clear 


TO  SLEEP 

A  FLOCK  of  sheep  that  leisurely  pass  by, 
One  after  one ;  the  sound  of  rain,  and  bees 
Murmuring ;  the  fall  of  rivers,  winds  and  seas. 
Smooth  fields,  white  sheets  of  water,  and  pure  sky ; 
By  turns  have  all  been  thought  of ;  yet  I  lie 
Sleepless  !  and  soon  the  small  birds*  melodies 
Must  hear,  first  uttered  from  my  orchard  trees ; 
And  the  first  cuckoo's  melancholy  cry. 
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Even  thus  last  night,  and  two  nights  more,  I  lay 
And  could  not  win  thee,  sleep  !  by  any  stealth  : 
So  do  not  let  me  wear  to-night  away : 
Without  thee  what  is  all  the  morning's  wealth  ? 
Come,  blessed  barrier  between  day  and  day, 
Dear  mother  of  fresh  thoughts  and  joyous  health  ! 


WRITTEN  UPON  A  BLANK  LEAF  IN  THE 
COMPLETE  ANGLER 

While  flowing  rivers  yield  a  blameless  sport, 

Shall  live  the  name  of  Walton  :  sage  benign  ! 

Whose  pen,  the  mysteries  of  the  rod  and  line 

Unfolding,  did  not  fruitlessly  exhort 

To  reverend  watching  of  each  still  report 

That  Nature  utters  from  her  rural  shrine. 

Meek,  nobly  versed  in  simple  discipline. 

Who  found  the  longest  summer  day  too  short, 

To  thy  loved  pastime  given  by  sedgy  Lee, 

Or  down  the  tempting  maze  of  Shawford  brook 

Fairer  than  life  itself,  in  thy  sweet  book, 

Are  cowslip-bank  and  shady  willow-tree ; 

And  the  fresh  meads,  where  flowed  from  every  nook 

Of  his  full  bosom,  gladsome  piety  ! 


ON  THE  DETRACTION  WHICH  FOLLOWED 
THE  PUBLICATION  OF  A  CERTAIN  POEM 

See  Milton's  Sonnet,  beginning,  "A  Book  was  writ  of  late  called 
•  Tetrachordon. ' ' ' 

A  Book  came  forth  of  late,  called  Peter  Bell  ; 
Not  negligent  the  style ;  the  matter  ?  good 
As  aught  that  song  records  of  Robin  Hood ; 
Or  Roy,  renowned  through  many  a  Scottish  dell ; 
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But  some  (who  brook  those  hackneyed  themes  full  well, 

Nor  heat,  at  Tam  o'  Shanter's  name,  their  blood) 

Waxed  wroth,  and  with  foul  claws,  a  harpy  brood, 

On  bard  and  hero  clamorously  fell. 

Heed  not,  wild  Rover  once  through  heath  and  glen, 

Who  mad'st  at  length  the  better  life  thy  choice, 

Heed  not  such  onset !  nay,  if  praise  of  men 

To  thee  appear  not  an  unmeaning  voice. 

Lift  up  that  gray-haired  forehead,  and  rejoice 

In  the  just  tribute  of  thy  poet's  pen  ! 


"GRIEF,  THOU  HAST  LOST  AN  EVER- 
READY  FRIEND" 

Grief,  thou  hast  lost  an  ever-ready  friend 
Now  that  the  cottage  spinning-wheel  is  mute ; 
And  care,  a  comforter  that  best  could  suit 
Her  froward  mood,  and  softliest  reprehend ; 
And  love,  a  charmer's  voice,  that  used  to  lend. 
More  efficaciously  than  aught  that  flows 
From  harp  or  lute,  kind  influence  to  compose 
The  throbbing  pulse,  else  troubled  without  end: 
Even  joy  could  tell,  joy  craving  truce  and  rest 
From  her  own  overflow,  what  power  sedate 
On  those  revolving  motions  did  await 
Assiduously,  to  soothe  her  aching  breast ; 
And,  to  a  point  of  just  relief,  abate 
The  mantling  triumphs  of  a  day  too  blest. 


NOVEMBER,  1836 

Even  so  for  me  a  vision  sanctified 
The  sway  of  death ;  long  ere  mine  eyes  had  seen 
Thy  countenance,  the  still  rapture  of  thy  mien,  . 
When  thou,  dear  sister  !  wert  become  death's  bride : 
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No  trace  of  pain  or  languor  could  abide 

That  change :  age  on  thy  brow  was  smoothed,  thy 

cold 
Wan  cheek  at  once  was  privileged  to  unfold 
A  loveliness  to  living  youth  denied. 
Oh  !  if  within  me  hope  should  e'er  decline, 
The  lamp  of  faith,  lost  friend  !  too  faintly  burn  ; 
Then  may  that  heaven-revealing  smile  of  thine, 
The  bright  assurance,  visibly  return  : 
And  let  my  spirit  in  that  power  divine 
Rejoice,  as,  through  that  power,  it  ceased  to  mourn. 


"IT  IS  A  BEAUTEOUS  EVENING,  CALM 
AND  FREE" 

It  is  a  beauteous  evening,  calm  and  free, 

The  holy  time  is  quiet  as  a  nun 

Breathless  with  adoration ;  the  broad  sun 

Is  sinking  down  in  its  tranquillity ; 

The  gentleness  of  heaven  broods  o'er  the  sea : 

Listen  !  the  mighty  Being  is  awake. 

And  doth  with  his  eternal  motion  make 

A  sound  like  thunder  everlastingly. 

Dear  child  !  dear  girl !  that  walkest  with  me  here. 

If  thou  appear  untouched  by  solemn  thought, 

Thy  nature  is  not  therefore  less  divine : 

Thou  liest  in  Abraham's  bosom  all  the  year ; 

And  worshipp'st  at  the  temple's  inner  shrine, 

God  being  with  thee  when  we  know  it  not 


"THE  WORLD  IS  TOO  MUCH  WITH  US; 
LATE  AND  SOON  " 

The  world  is  too  much  with  us ;  late  and  soon. 
Getting  and  spending,  we  lay  waste  our  powers : 
Little  we  see  in  Nature  that  is  ours ; 
We  have  given  our  hearts  away,  a  sordid  boon  ! 
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This  sea  that  bares  her  bosom  to  the  moon ; 
The  winds  that  will  be  howling  at  all  hours, 
And  are  up-gathered  now  like  sleeping  flowers ; 
For  this,  for  everything,  we  are  out  of  tune ; 
It  moves  us  not.     Great  God !  I'd  rather  be 
A  pagan  suckled  in  a  creed  outworn ; 
So  might  I,  standing  on  this  pleasant  lea, 
Have  glimpses  that  would  make  me  less  forlorn  ; 
Have  sight  of  Proteus  rising  from  the  sea ; 
Or  hear  old  Triton  blow  his  wreathM  horn. 


TO  THE   MEMORY  OF  RAISLEY  CALVERT 

Calvert  !  it  must  not  be  unheard  by  them 
Who  may  respect  my  name  that  I  to  thee 
Owed  many  years  of  early  liberty. 
This  care  was  thine  when  sickness  did  condemn 
Thy  youth  to  hopeless  wasting,  root  and  stem, 
That  I,  if  frugal  and  severe,  might  stray 
Where'er  I  liked ;  and  finally  array 
My  temples  with  the  muse's  diadem. 
Hence,  if  in  freedom  I  have  loved  the  truth ; 
If  there  be  aught  of  pure,  or  good,  or  great, 
In  my  past  verse ;  or  shall  be,  in  the  lays 
Of  higher  mood,  which  now  I  meditate ; — 
It  gladdens  me,  O  worthy,  short-lived,  youth  ! 
To  think  how  much  of  this  will  be  thy  praise. 


PART  11 

*' SCORN  NOT  THE  SONNET.     CRITIC, 
YOU  HAVE  FROWNED" 

Scorn  not  the  sonnet.    Critic,  you  have  frowned, 
Mindless  of  its  just  honours ;  with  this  key 
Shakspeare  unlocked  his  heart ;  the  melody 
Of  this  small  lute  gave  ease  to  Petrarch's  wound ; 
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A  thousand  times  this  pipe  did  Tasso  sound ; 
With  it  Camoens  soothed  an  exile's  grief; 
The  sonnet  glittered  a  gay  myrtle  leaf 
Amid  the  cypress  with  which  Dante  crowned 
His  visionary  brow  :  a  glow-worm  lamp, 
It  cheered  mild  Spenser,  called  from  faery-land 
To  struggle  through  dark  ways ;  and  when  a  damp 
Fell  round  the  path  of  Milton,  in  his  hand 
The  thing  became  a  trumpet ;  whence  he  blew 
Soul-animating  strains,  alas,  too  few  ! 


TO  B.  R.  HAYDON 

High  is  our  calling,  friend  !  creative  Art 
(Whether  the  instrument  of  words  she  use. 
Or  pencil  pregnant  with  ethereal  hues). 
Demands  the  service  of  a  mind  and  heart. 
Though  sensitive,  yet,  in  their  weakest  part, 
Heroically  fashioned ;  to  infuse 
Faith  in  the  whispers  of  the  lonely  muse, 
While  the  whole  world  seems  adverse  to  desert. 
And,  oh !  when  Nature  sinks,  as  oft  she  may, 
Through  long-lived  pressure  of  obscure  distress, 
Still  to  be  strenuous  for  the  bright  reward, 
And  in  the  soul  admit  of  no  decay. 
Brook  no  continuance  of  weak-mindedness. 
Great  is  the  glory,  for  the  strife  is  hard ! 


COMPOSED    AFTER    A    JOURNEY    ACROSS 
THE  HAMBLETON  HILLS,  YORKSHIRE 

Dark  and  more  dark  the  shades  of  evening  fell ; 
The  wished-for  point  was  reached ;  but  late  the  hour, 
And  little  could  be  gained  from  all  that  dower 
Of  prospect,  whereof  many  thousands  tell. 
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Yet  did  the  glowing  west  with  marvellous  power 
Salute  us ;  there  stood  Indian  citadel. 
Temple  of  Greece,  and  minster  with  its  tower 
Substantially  expressed,  a  place  for  bell 
Or  clock  to  toll  from  !     Many  a  tempting  isle, 
With  groves  that  never  were  imagined,  lay 
'Mid  seas  how  steadfast  1  objects  all  for  the  eye 
Of  silent  rapture  ;  but  we  felt  the  while 
We  should  forget  them  ;  they  are  of  the  sky. 
And  from  our  earthly  memory  fade  away. 


TO  LADY  BEAUMONT 

Lady  !  the  songs  of  spring  were  in  the  grove 
While  I  was  shaping  beds  for  winter  flowers  ; 
While  I  was  planting  green  unfading  bowers, 
And  shrubs,  to  hang  upon  the  warm  alcove. 
And  sheltering  wall ;  and  still,  as  fancy  wove 
The  dream,  to  time  and  nature's  blended  powers 
I  gave  this  paradise  for  winter  hours, 
A  labyrinth,  lady  !  which  your  feet  shall  rove. 
Yes !  when  the  sun  of  life  more  feebly  shines, 
Becoming  thoughts^  I  trust,  of  solemn  gloom 
Or  of  high  gladness  you  shall  hither  bring ; 
And  these  perennial  bowers  and  murmuring  pines 
Be  gracious  as  the  music  and  the  bloom 
And  all  the  mighty  ravishment  of  spring. 


"THE  STARS  ARE  MANSIONS  BUILT 
BY  NATURE'S  HAND" 

The  stars  axe  mansions  built  by  Nature's  hand. 
And,  haply,  there  the  spirits  of  the  blest 
Dwell,  clothed  in  radiance,  their  immortal  vest ; 
Huge  ocean  shows,  within  his  yellow  strand, 

H  2 
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A  habitation  marvellously  planned, 

For  life  to  occupy  in  love  and  rest ; 

All  that  we  see  is  dome,  or  vault,  or  nest. 

Or  fortress,  reared  at  Nature's  sage  command. 

Glad  thought  for  every  season  !  but  the  Spring 

Gave  it  while  cares  were  weighing  on  my  heart, 

'Mid  song  of  birds,  and  insects  murmuring 

And  while  the  youthful  year's  prolific  art 

Of  bud,  leaf,  blade,  and  flower  was  fashioning 

Abodes  where  self-disturbance  hath  no  part. 


COMPOSED  UPON  WESTMINSTER  BRIDGE, 
SEPTEMBER  3,   1802 

Earth  has  not  anything  to  show  more  fair : 
Dull  would  he  be  of  soul  who  could  pass  by 
A  sight  so  touching  in  its  majesty : 
This  city  now  doth,  like  a  garment,  wear 
The  beauty  of  the  morning ;  silent,  bare, 
Ships,  towers,  domes,  theatres,  and  temples  lie 
Open  unto  the  fields,  and  to  the  sky,» 
All/bright  and  glittering  in  the  smokeless  air. 
Never  did  sun  more  beautifully  steeps 
In  his  first  splendour,  valley,  rock,  or  hill ; 
Ne'er  saw  I,  never  felt,  a  calm  so  deep ! 
The  river  glideth  at  his  own  sweet  will : 
Dear  God !  the  very  houses  seem  asleep ; 
And  all  that  mighty  heart  is  lying  still ! 


OXFORD,  MAY  30,  1820 

Ye  sacred  nurseries  of  blooming  youth  ! 
In  whose  collegiate  shelter  England's  flowers 
Expand,  enjoying  through  their  vernal  hours 
The  air  of  liberty,  the  light  of  truth ; 
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Much  have  ye  suffered  from  time's  gnawing  tooth : 
Yet,  O  ye  spires  of  Oxford  !  domes  and  towers ! 
Gardens  and  groves  !  your  presence  overpowers 
The  soberness  of  reason  ;  till,  in  sooth, 
Transformed,  and  rushing  on  a  bold  exchange 
I  slight  my  own  beloved  Cam,  to  range 
Where  silver  Isis  leads  my  stripling  feet ; 
Pace  the  long  avenue,  or  glide  adown 
The  stream-like  windings  of  that  glorious  street — 
An  eager  novice  robed  in  fluttering  gown  ! 


TO  THE  CUCKOO 

Not  the  whole  warbling  grove  in  concert  heard 

\Vhen  sunshine  follows  shower,  the  breast  can  thrill 

Like  the  first  summons,  cuckoo  !  of  thy  bill, 

With  its  twin  notes  inseparably  paired. 

The  captive  'mid  damp  vaults  unsunned,  unaired. 

Measuring  the  periods  of  his  lonely  doom. 

That  cry  can  reach ;  and  to  the  sick  man's  room 

Sends  gladness,  by  no  languid  smile  declared. 

The  lordly  eagle-race  through  hostile  search 

May  perish ;  time  may  come  when  never  more 

The  wilderness  shall  hear  the  lion  roar ; 

But,  long  as  cock  shall  crow  from  household  perch 

To  rouse  the  dawn,  soft  gales  shall  speed  thy  wing. 

And  thy  erratic  voice  be  faithful  to  the  spring ! 

"^  POET  I     HE  HATH  PUT  HIS  HEART 
TO  SCHOOL" 

A  Poet  I    He  hath  put  his  heart  to  school, 
Nor  dares  to  move  unpropped  upon  the  staff 
Which  Art  hath  lodged  within  his  hand,  must  laugh 
By  precept  only,  and  shed  tears  by  rule. 
Thy  Art  be  Nature ;  the  live  current  quaff, 
And  let  the  groveller  sip  his  stagnant  pool. 
In  fear  that  else,  when  critics  grave  and  cool 
Have  killed  him,  scorn  should  write  his  epitaph. 
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How  does  the  meadow-flower  its  bloom  unfold  ? 
Because  the  lovely  little  flower  is  free 
Down  to  its  root,  and,  in  that  freedom,  bold ; 
And  so  the  grandeur  of  the  forest-tree 
Comes  not  by  casting  in  a  formal  mould, 
But  from  its  own  divine  vitality. 


ON  A  PORTRAIT  OF  THE  DUKE  OF 
WELLINGTON  UPON  THE  FIELD  OF 
WATERLOO,   BY  HAYDON. 

By  Art^s  bold  privilege  warrior  and  war-horse  stand 
On  ground  yet  strewn  with  their  last  battle's  wreck ; 
Let  the  steed  glory  while  his  master's  hand 
Lies  fixed  for  ages  on  his  conscious  neck ; 
But  by  the  chieftain's  look,  though  at  his  side 
Hangs  that  day's  treasured  sword,  how  firm  a  check 
Is  given  to  triumph  and  all  human  pride ! 
Yon  trophied  mound  shrinks  to  a  shadowy  speck 
In  his  calm  presence !  Him  the  mighty  deed 
Elates  not,  brought  far  nearer  the  grave's  rest, 
As  shows  that  time-worn  face,  for  he  such  seed 
Has  sown  as  yields,  we  trust,  the  fruit  of  fame 
In  Heaven ;  hence  no  one  blushes  for  thy  name, 
Conqueror,  'mid  some  sad  thoughts,  divinely  blest ! 


TO  A  PAINTER 

Though  I  beheld  at  first  with  blank  surprise 
This  work,  I  now  have  gazed  on  it  so  long 
I  see  its  truth  with  unreluctant  eyes ; 
O,  my  beloved  !  I  have  done  thee  wrong, 
Conscious  of  blessedness,  but,  whence  it  sprung, 
Ever  too  heedless,  as  I  now  perceive : 
Morn  into  noon  did  pass,  noon  into  eve. 
And  the  old  day  was  welcome  as  the  young, 
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As  welcome,  and  as  beautiful,  in  sooth 
More  beautiful,  as  being  a  thing  more  holy : 
Thanks  to  thy  virtues,  to  the  eternal  youth 
Of  all  thy  goodness,  never  melancholy ; 
To  thy  large  heart  and  humble  mind,  that  cast 
Into  one  vision,  future,  present,  past. 


ON  THE  PROJECTED  KENDAL  AND 
WINDERMERE  RAILWAY 

Is  there  no  nook  of  English  ground  secure 
From  rash  assault  ?  ^     Schemes  of  retirement  sown 
In  youth,  and  'mid  the  busy  world  kept  pure 
As  when  their  earliest  flowers  of  hope  were  blown, 
Must  perish  ;  how  can  they  this  blight  endure  ? 
And  must  he  too  the  ruthless  change  bemoan 
Who  scorns  a  false  utilitarian  lure 
'Mid  his  paternal  fields  at  random  thrown  ? 
Baffle  the  threat,  bright  scene,  from  Orrest-head 
Given  to  the  pausing  traveller's  rapturous  glance : 
Plead  for  thy  peace,  thou  beautiful  romance 
Of  Nature ;  and,  if  human  hearts  be  dead. 
Speak,  passing  winds ;  ye  torrents,  with  your  strong 
And  constant  voice,  protest  against  the  wrong. 

^  The  degree  and  kind  of  attachment  which  many  of  the 
yeomanry  feel  to  their  small  inheritances  can  scarcely  be  over- 
rated. Near  the  house  of  one  of  them  stands  a  magnificent  tree, 
which  a  neighbour  of  the  owner  advised  him  to  fell  for  profit's 
sake.  "  Fell  it !  "  exclaimed  the  j'eoman,  •'  I  had  rather  fall  on 
my  knees  and  worship  it."  It  happens,  I  beheve,  that  the  intended 
railway  would  pass  through  this  little  property,  and  I  hope  that  an 
apology  for  the  answer  will  not  be  thought  necessary  by  one  who 
enters  into  the  strength  of  the  feeling. 
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SCOTLAND,   1803 

DEPARTURE 

FROM  THE  VALE  OF  GRASMERE.      AUGUST,    1803 

The  gentlest  shade  that  walked  Elysian  plains 
Might  sometimes  covet  dissoluble  chains ; 
Even  for  the  tenants  of  the  zone  that  lies 
Beyond  the  stars,  celestial  Paradise,  * 

Methinks  'twould  heighten  joy,  to  overleap 
At  will  the  crystal  battlements,  and  peep 
Into  some  other  region,  though  less  fair, 
To  see  how  things  are  made  and  managed  there. 
Change  for  the  worse  might  please,  incursion  bold 
Into  the  tracts  of  darkness  and  of  cold : 
O'er  Limbo  lake  with  aery  flight  to  steer, 
And  on  the  verge  of  chaos  hang  in  fear. 
Such  animation  often  do  I  find. 
Power  in  my  breast,  wings  growing  in  my  mind. 
Then,  when  some  rock  or  hill  is  overpast. 
Perchance  without  one  look  behind  me  cast, 
Some  barrier  with  which  Nature,  from  the  birth 
Of  things,  has  fenced  this  fairest  spot  on  earth. 
0  pleasant  transit,  Grasmere  !  to  resign 
Such  happy  fields,  abodes  so  calm  as  thine ; 
*Not  like  an  outcast  with  himself  at  strife ; 
The  slave  of  business,  time,  or  care  for  life, 
209 


2IO  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

But  moved  by  choice  ;  or,  if  constrained  in  part, 
Yet  still  with  Nature's  freedom  at  the  heart ; 
To  cull  contentment  upon  wildest  shores, 
And  luxuries  extract  from  bleakest  moors ; 
With  prompt  embrace  all  beauty  to  enfold. 
And  having  rights  in  all  that  we  behold. 
Then  why  these  lingering  steps  ?     A  bright  adieu, 
For  a  brief  absence,  proves  that  love  is  true ; 
Ne'er  can  the  way  be  irksome  or  forlorn 
That  winds  into  itself  for  sweet  return. 


AT  THE  GRAVE  OF  BURNS,  1803 

SEVfiN   YEARS    AFTER    HIS   DEATH 

I  SHIVER,  Spirit  fierce  and  bold, 

At  thought  of  what  I  now  behold : 

As  vapours  breathed  from  dungeons  cold 

Strike  pleasure  dead. 
So  sadness  comes  from  out  the  mould 

Where  Burns  is  laid. 


And  have  I  then  thy  bones  so  near. 
And  thou  forbidden  to  appear  ? 
As  if  it  were  thyself  that's  here 

I  shrink  with  pain ; 
And  both  my  wishes  and  my  fear 

Alike  are  vain. 


Off  weight,  nor  press  on  weight !  away 
Dark  thoughts  !  they  came,  but  not  to  stay ; 
With  chastened  feelings  would  I  pay 

The  tribute  due 
To  him,  and  aught  that  hides  his  day 

From  mortal  view. 
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Fresh  as  the  flower,  whose  modest  worth 
He  sang,  his  genius  "  glinted  "  forth, 
Rose  like  a  star  that  touching  earth. 

For  so  it  seems. 
Doth  glorify  its  humble  birth 

With  matchless  beams. 


The  piercing  eye,  the  thoughtful  brow, 
The  struggling  heart,  where  be  they  now  ?- 
Full  soon  the  aspirant  of  the  plough. 

The  prompt,  the  brave. 
Slept,  with  the  obscurest,  in  the  low 

And  silent  grave. 

I  mourned  with  thousands,  but  as  one 
More  deeply  grieved,  for  he  was  gone 
Whose  light  I  hailed  when  first  it^hone. 

And  showed  my  youth 
How  verse  may  build  a  princely  throne 

On  humble  truth. 


Alas  !  where'er  the  current  tends. 
Regret  pursues  and  with  it  blends. 
Huge  Criffers  hoary  top  ascends 

By  Skiddaw  seen. 
Neighbours  we  were,  and  loving  friends 

We  might  have  been ; 

True  friends  though  diversely  inclined ; 
But  heart  with  heart  and  mind  with  mind. 
Where  the  main  fibres  are  entwined. 

Through  Nature's  skill. 
May  even  by  contraries  be  joined 

More  closely  still. 

The  tear  will  start,  and  let  it  flow ; 
Thou  **  poor  inhabitant  below," 
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At  this  dread  moment,  even  so, 

Might  we  together 
Have  sate  and  talked  where  gowans  blow, 

Or  on  wild  heather. 

What  treasures  would  have  then  been  placed 
Within  my  reach  ;  of  knowledge  graced 
By  fancy  what  a  rich  repast ! 

But  why  go  on  ? 
Oh  !  spare  to  sweep,  thou  mournful  blast, 

His  grave  grass-grown. 

There,  too,  a  son,  his  joy  and  pride, 
(Not  three  weeks  past  the  stripling  died,) 
Lies  gathered  to  his  father's  side, 

Soul-moving  sight ! 
Yet  one  to  which  is  not  denied 

Some  sad  delight. 

For  he  is  safe,  a  quiet  bed 

Hath  early  found  among  the  dead. 

Harboured  where  none  can  be  misled, 

Wronged,  or  distrest ; 
And  surely  here  it  may  be  said 

That  such  are  blest. 

And  oh  for  thee,  by  pitying  grace 
Checked  oft-times  in  a  devious  race. 
May  He,  who  halloweth  the  place 

Where  man  is  laid. 
Receive  thy  spirit  in  the  embrace 

For  which  it  prayed  ! 

Sighing  I  turned  away ;  but  ere 
Night  fell  I  heard,  or  seemed  to  hear. 
Music  that  sorrow  comes  not  near, 

A  ritual  hymn. 
Chanted  in  love  that  casts  out  fear 

By  seraphim. 
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THOUGHTS 

SUGGESTED   THE    DAY    FOLLOWING,    ON    THE    BANKS   OF 
NITH,    NEAR   THE    POET's    RESIDENCE 

Too  frail  to  keep  the  lofty  vow 
That  must  have  followed  when  his  brow 
'        Was  wreathed,  "  The  Vision  "  tells  us  how, 

With  holly  spray. 
He  faltered,  drifted  to  and  fro, 

And  passed  away. 

Well  might  such  thoughts,  dear  sister,  throng 
Our  minds  when,  lingering  all  too  long. 
Over  the  grave  of  Burns  we  hung 

In  social  grief 
Indulged  as  if  it  were  a  wrong 

To  seek  relief. 

But,  leaving  each  unquiet  theme 
Where  gentlest  judgments  may  misdeem, 
And  prompt  to  welcome  every  gleam 

Of  good  and  fair. 
Let  us  beside  the  limpid  Stream 

Breathe  hopeful  am 

Enough  of  sorrow,  wreck,  and  blight ; 
Think  rather  of  those  moments  bright 
When  to  the  consciousness  of  right 

His  course  was  true, 
When  Wisdom  prospered  in  his  sight 

And  virtue  grew. 

Yes,  freely  let  our  hearts  expand. 
Freely  as  in  youth's  season  bland, 
When  side  by  side,  his  book  in  hand, 

We  wont  to  stray. 
Our  pleasure  varying  at  command 

Of  each  sweet  lay. 
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How  oft  inspired  must  he  have  trod 
These  pathways,  yon  far-stretching  road  ! 
There  lurks  his  home ;  in  that  abode, 

With  mirth  elate, 
Or  in  his  nobly  pensive  mood. 

The  rustic  sate. 

Proud  thoughts  that  Image  overawes. 
Before  it  humbly  let  us  pause, 
And  ask  of  Nature  from  what  cause 

And  by  what  rules 
She  trained  her  Burns  to  win  applause 

That  shames  the  schools. 

Through  busiest  street  and  loneliest  glen 

Are  felt  the  flashes  of  his  pen ; 

He  rules  'mid  winter  snows,  and  when 

Bees  fill  their  hives ; 
Deep  in  the  general  heart  of  men 

His  power  survives. 

What  need  of  fields  in  some  far  clime 
Where  heroes,  sages,  bards  sublime. 
And  all  that  fetched  the  flowing  rhyme 

From  genuine  springs. 
Shall  dwell  together  till  old  time 

Folds  up  his  wings  ? 

Sweet  mercy  !  to  the  gates  of  heaven 
This  minstrel  lead,  his  sins  forgiven  ; 
The  rueful  conflict,  the  heart  riven 

With  vain  endeavour, 
And  memory  of  earth's  bitter  leaven, 

Effaced  for  ever. 

But  why  to  him  confine  the  prayer. 

When  kindred  thoughts  and  yearnings  bear 

On  the  frail  heart  the  purest  share 

With  all  that  live  ? 
The  best  of  what  we  do  and  are, 

Just  God,  forgive ! 
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TO  THE  SONS  OF  BURNS 

AFTER   VISITING   THE   GRAVE    OF   THEIR    FATHER 

"The  Poet's  grave  is  in  a  corner  of  the  churchyard.  We 
looked  at  it  with  melancholy  and  painful  reflections,  repeating  to 
each  other  his  own  verses — 

•  Is  there  a  man  whose  judgment  clear,'  etc." 

— Extract  from  the  Journal  of  my  Fellow-traveller, 

'Mid  crowded  obelisks  and  urns 

I  sought  the  untimely  grave  of  Burns ; 

Sons  of  the  bard,  my  heart  still  mourns 

With  sorrow  true ; 
And  more  would  grieve,  but  that  it  turns 

Trembling  to  you ! 

Through  twilight  shades  of  good  and  ill 

Ye  now  are  panting  up  life's  hill, 

And  more  than  common  strength  and  skill 

Must  ye  display ; 
If  ye  would  give  the  better  will 

Its  lawful  sway. 

Hath  Nature  strung  your  nerves  to  bear 
Intemperance  with  less  harm,  beware  ! 
But  if  the  poet's  wit  ye  share. 

Like  him  can  speed 
The  social  hour,  of  tenfold  care 

There  will  be  need ; 

For  honest  men  delight  will  take 
To  spare  your  failings  for  his  sake. 
Will  flatter  you,  and  fool  and  rake 

Your  steps  pursue  ; 
And  of  your  father's  name  wiD  make 

A  snare  for  you. 

Far  from  their  noisy  haunts  retire, 
And  add  your  voices  to  the  quire 


2  I  6  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

That  sanctify  the  cottage  fire 

With  service  meet ; 
There  seek  the  genius  of  your  sire, 

His  spirit  greet ; 

Or  where  'mid  "lonely  heights  and  hows," 
He  paid  to  Nature  tuneful  vows ; 
Or  wiped  his  honourable  brows 

Bedewed  with  toil, 
While  reapers  strove,  or*  busy  ploughs 

Upturned  the  soil ; 

His  judgment  with  benignant  ray 
Shall  guide,  his  fancy  cheer,  your  way ; 
But  ne'er  to  a  seductive  lay 

Let  faith  be  given ; 
Nor  deem  that  "  light  which  leads  astray 

Is  light  from  heaven." 

Let  no  mean  hope  your  souls  enslave ; 
Be  independent,  generous,  brave ; 
Your  father  such  example  gave. 

And  such  revere ; 
But  be  admonished  by  his  grave. 

And  think,  and  fear ! 


ELLEN  IRWIN; 

OR,    THE   BRAES   OF   KIRTLE^ 

Fair  Ellen  Irwin,  when  she  sate 
Upon  the  braes  of  Kirtle, 
Was  lovely  as  a  Grecian  maid 
Adorned  with  wreaths  of  myrtle ; 

^  The  Kirtle  is  a  river  in  the  southern  part  of  Scotland,  on  the 
banks  of  which  the  events  here  related  took  place. 
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Young  Adam  Bruce  beside  her  lay, 
And  there  they  did  beguile  the  day 
With  love  and  gentle  speeches, 
Beneath  the  budding  beeches. 

From  many  knights  and  many  squires 
The  Bruce  had  been  selected ; 
And  Gordon,  fairest  of  them  all, 
By  Ellen  was  rejected 
Sad  tidings  to  that  noble  youth ! 
For  it  may  be  proclaimed  with  truth, 
If  Bruce  had  loved  sincerely, 
The  Gordon  loves  as  dearly. 

But  what  are  Gordon's  form  and  face. 
His  shattered  hopes  and  crosses, 
To  them,  'mid  Kirtle's  pleasant  braes. 
Reclined  on  flowers  and  mosses  ? 
Alas  that  ever  he  was  born  ! 
The  Gordon,  couched  behind  a  thorn, 
Sees  them  and  their  caressing ; 
Beholds  them  blest  and  blessing. 

Proud  Gordon,  maddened  by  the  thoughts 
That  through  his  brain  are  travelling. 
Rushed  forth,  and  at  the  heart  of  Bruce 
He  launched  a  deadly  javelin  ! 
Fair  Ellen  saw  it  as  it  came, 
And,  starting  up  to  meet  the  same. 
Did  with  her  body  cover 
The  Youth,  her  chosen  Lover. 

And,  falling  into  Bruce's  arms, 
Thus  died  the  beauteous  Ellen, 
Thus,  from  the  heart  of  her  True-love, 
The  mortal  spear  repelling. 
And  Bruce,  as  soon  as  he  had  slain 
The  Gordon,  sailed  away  to  Spain ; 
And  fought  with  rage  incessant 
Against  the  Moorish  crescent. 
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But  many  days,  and  many  months, 
And  many  years  ensuing, 
This  wretched  knight  did  vainly  seek 
The  death  that  he  was  wooing. 
So,  coming  his  last  help  to  crave, 
Heart-broken,  upon  Ellen's  grave 
His  body  he  extended, 
And  there  his  sorrow  ended. 

Now  ye,  who  willingly  have  heard 
The  tale  I  have  been  telling. 
May  in  Kirkconnell  churchyard  view 
The  grave  of  lovely  Ellen : 
By  Ellen's  side  the  Bruce  is  laid ; 
And,  for  the  stone  upon  his  head, 
May  no  rude  hand  deface  it. 
And  its  forlorn  |^ic  jacet ! 


TO  A  HIGHLAND  GIRL 

AT    INVERSNEYDE,    UPON    LOCH    LOMOND 

Sweet  Highland  girl,  a  very  shower 

Of  beauty  is  thy  earthly  dower ! 

Twice  seven  consenting  years  have  shed 

Their  utmost  bounty  on  thy  head : 

And  these  grey  rocks ;  that  household  lawn ; 

Those  trees,  a  veil  just  half  withdrawn ; 

This  fall  of  water  that  doth  make 

A  murmur  near  the  silent  lake ; 

This  little  bay ;  a  quiet  road 

That  holds  in  shelter  thy  abode. 

In  truth  together  do  ye  seem 

Like  something  fashioned  in  a  dream ; 

Such  forms  as  from  their  covert  peep 

When  earthly  cares  are  laid  asleep  ! 

But,  O  fair  creature !  in  the  light 

Of  common  day,  so  heavenly  bright. 
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I  bless  thee,  vision  as  thou  art, 
I  bless  thee  with  a  human  heart ; 
God  shield  thee  to  thy  latest  years ! 
Thee,  neither  know  I,  nor  thy  peers ; 
And  yet  my  eyes  are  filled  with  tears. 

With  earnest  feeling  I  shall  pray 
For  thee  when  I  am  far  away : 
For  never  saw  I  mien,  or  face, 
In  which  more  plainly  I  could  trace 
Benignity  and  home-bred  sense 
Ripening  in  perfect  innocence. 
Here  scattered,  like  a  random  seed, 
Remote  from  men,  thou  dost  not  need 
The  embarrassed  look  of  shy  distress. 
And  maidenly  shamefacedness : 
Thou  wear'st  upon  thy  forehead  clear 
The  freedom  of  a  mountaineer : 
A  face  with  gladness  overspread ! 
Soft  smiles,  by  human  kindness  bred ! 
And  seemliness  complete,  that  sways 
Thy  courtesies,  about  thee  plays ; 
With  no  restraint,  but  such  as  springs 
From  quick  and  eager  visitings 
Of  thoughts  that  lie  beyond  the  reach 
Of  thy  few  words  of  English  speech  : 
A  bondage  sweetly  brooked,  a  strife 
That  gives  thy  gestures  grace  and  life ! 
So  have  I,  not  unmoved  in  mind, 
Seen  birds  of  tempest-loving  kind. 
Thus  beating  up  against  the  wind. 

What  hand  but  would  a  garland  cull 
For  thee  who  art  so  beautiful  ? 
O  happy  pleasure  !  here  to  dwell 
Beside  thee  in  some  heathy  dell ; 
Adopt  your  homely  ways,  and  dress, 
A  shepherd,  thou  a  shepherdess  ! 
But  I  could  frame  a  wish  for  thee 
More  like  a  grave  reality : 
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Thou  art  to  me  but  as  a  wave 

Of  the  wild  sea ;  and  I  would  have 

Some  claim  upon  thee,  if  I  could, 

Though  but  of  common  neighbourhood. 

What  joy  to  hear  thee,  and  to  see ! 

Thy  elder  brother  I  would  be, 

Thy  father,  anything  to  thee  ! 

Now  thanks  to  Heaven  !  that  of  its  grace 
Hath  led  me  to  this  lonely  place. 
Joy  have  I  had ;  and  going  hence 
I  bear  away  my  recompense. 
In  spots  like  these  it  is  we  prize 
Our  memory,  feel  that  she  hath  eyes : 
Then,  why  should  I  be  loth  to  stir  ? 
I  feel  this  place  was  made  for  her ; 
To  give  new  pleasure  like  the  past, 
Continued  long  as  life  shall  last 
Nor  am  I  loth,  though  pleased  at  heart, 
Sweet  Highland  girl !  from  thee  to  part ; 
For  I,  methinks,  till  I  grow  old, 
As  fair  before  me  shall  behold, 
As  I  do  now,  the  cabin  small, 
The  lake,  the  bay,  the  waterfall ; 
And  thee,  the  spirit  of  them  all ! 


GLEN  ALMAIN; 

OR,    THE   NARROW    GLEN 

In  this  still  place,  remote  from  men, 
Sleeps  Ossian,  in  the  narrow  glen  ; 
In  this  still  place,  where  murmurs  on 
But  one  meek  streamlet,  only  one : 
He  sang  of  battles,  and  the  breath 
Of  stormy  war,  and  violent  death  ; 
And  should,  methinks,  when  all  was  past, 
Have  rightfully  been  laid  at  last 
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Where  rocks  were  rudely  heaped,  and  rent 

As  by  a  spirit  turbulent ; 

Where  sights  were  rough,  and  soimds  were  wild, 

And  everything  unreconciled ; 

In  some  complaining,  dim  retreat, 

For  fear  and  melancholy  meet ; 

But  this  is  calm ;  there  cannot  be 

A  more  entire  tranquillity. 

Does  then  the  bard  sleep  here  indeed  ? 
Or  is  it  but  a  groundless  creed  ? 
What  matters  it  ?     I  blame  them  not 
Whose  fancy  in  this  lonely  spot 
Was  moved ;  and  in  such  way  expressed 
Their  notion  of  its  perfect  rest. 
A  convent,  even  a  hermit's  cell, 
Would  break  the  silence  of  this  dell : 
It  is  not  quiet,  is  not  ease ; 
But  something  deeper  far  than  these : 
The  separation  that  is  here 
Is  of  the  grave ;  and  of  austere 
Yet  happy  feelings  of  the  dead : 
And,  therefore,  was  it  rightly  said 
That  Ossian,  last  of  all  his  race  ! 
Lies  buried  in  this  lonely  place. 


STEPPING  WESTWARD 

While  my  Fellow-traveller  and  I  were  walking  by  the  side  of 
Loch  Ketterine,  one  fine  evening  after  sunset,  in  our  road  to  a 
Hut  where,  in  the  course  of  our  Tour,  we  had  been  hospitably 
entertained  some  weeks  before,  we  met,  in  one  of  the  loneliest 
parts  of  that  solitary  region,  two  well-dressed  Women,  one  of 
whom  said  to  us,  by  way  of  greeting,  "What,  you  are  stepping 
westward?" 

"  Wha  r,  you  are  stepping  westward  f  "     "  Yea, " 

'T would  be  a  wildish  destiny, 

If  we,  who  thus  together  roam 

In  a  strange  land,  and  far  from  home, 
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Were  in  this  place  the  guests  of  chance : 
Yet  who  would  stop,  or  fear  to  advance, 
Though  home  or  shelter  he  had  none. 
With  such  a  sky  to  lead  him  on  ? 

The  dewy  ground  was  dark  and  cold ; 
Behind,  all  gloomy  to  behold ; 
And  stepping  westward  seemed  to  be 
A  kind  of  heavenly  destiny : 
I  liked  the  greeting  ;  'twas  a  sound 
Of  something  without  place  or  bound  ; 
And  seemed  to  give  me  spiritual  right 
To  travel  through  that  region  bright. 

The  voice  was  soft,  and  she  who  spake 
Was  walking  by  her  native  lake : 
The  salutation  had  to  me 
The  very  sound  of  courtesy : 
Its  power  was  felt ;  and  while  my  eye 
Was  fixed  upon  the  glowing  sky, 
The  echo  of  the  voice  enwrought 
A  human  sweetness  with  the  thought 
Of  travelling  through  the  world  that  lay 
Before  me  in  my  endless  way. 


THE  SOLITARY  REAPER 

Behold  her,  single  in  the  field, 
Yon  solitary  Highland  lass  ! 
Reaping  and  singing  by  herself ; 
Stop  here,  or  gently  pass  ! 
Alone  she  cuts  and  binds  the  grain. 
And  sings  a  melancholy  strain ; 
O  listen  !  for  the  vale  profound 
Is  overflowing  with  the  sound. 

No  nightingale  did  ever  chaunt 
More  welcome  notes  to  weary  bands 
Of  travellers  in  some  shady  haunt, 
Among  Arabian  sands : 
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A  voice  so  thrilling  ne'er  was  heard 
In  spring-time  from  the  cuckoo-bird, 
Brewing  the  silence  of  the  seas 
Among  the  farthest  Hebrides. 

Will  no  one  tell  me  what  she  sings  ? 
Perhaps  the  plaintive  numbers  flow 
For  old,  unhappy,  far-off  things, 
And  battles  long  ago : 
Or  is  it  some  more  humble  lay. 
Familiar  matter  of  to-day  ? 
Some  natural  sorrow,  loss,  or  pain, 
That  has  been,  and  may  be  again  ? 

Whate'er  the  theme,  the  maiden  sang 
As  if  her  song  could  have  no  ending.; 
I  saw  her  singing  at  her  work, 
And  o'er  the  sickle  bending  ; 
I  listened,  motionless  and  still ; 
And,  as  I  mounted  up  the  hill, 
The  music  in  my  heart  I  bore. 
Long  after  it  was  heard  no  more. 

ADDRESS  TO  KILCHURN  CASTLE,  UPON 
LOCH  AWE 

' '  From  the  top  of  the  hill  a  most  impressive  scene  opened  upon 
our  view, — a  ruined  Castle  on  an  Island  (for  an  Island  the  flood 
had  made  it)  at  some  distance  from  the  shore,  backed  by  a  Cove  of 
the  Mountain  Cruachan,  down  which  came  a  foaming  stream.  The 
Castle  occupied  every  foot  of  the  Island  that  was  visible  to  us, 
appearing  to  rise  out  of  the  water, — mists  rested  upon  the  moun- 
tain side,  with  spots  of  sunshine ;  there  was  a  mild  desolation 
in  the  low  grounds,  a  solemn  grandeur  in  the  mountains,  and 
the  Castle  was  wild,  yet  stately — not  dismantled  of  turrets — nor 
the  walls  broken  down,  though  obviously  a  ruin. " — Extract  from  the 
Journal  cf  my  Companion. 

Child  of  loud  throated  war  !  the  mountain  stream 

Roars  in  thy  hearing ;  but  thy  hour  of  rest 

Is  come,  and  thou  art  silent  in  thy  age ; 

Save  when  the  wind  sweeps  by  and  sounds  are  caught 

Ambiguous  neither  wholly  thine  nor  theirs. 
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Oh  !  there  is  life  that  breathes  not ;  powers  there  are 

That  touch  each  other  to  the  quick  in  modes 

Which  the  gross  world  no  sense  hath  to  perceive, 

No  soul  to  dream  of.     What  art  thou,  from  care 

Cast  off — abandoned  by  thy  rugged  sire, 

Nor  by  soft  peace  adopted ;  though,  in  place 

And  in  dimension,  such  that  thou  might'st  seem 

But  a  mere  footstool  to  yon  sovereign  lord, 

Huge  Cruachan,  (a  thing  that  meaner  hills 

Might  crush,  nor  know  that  it  has  suffered  harm ;) 

Yet  he,  not  loth,  in  favour  of  thy  claims 

To  reverence,  suspends  his  own ;  submitting 

All  that  the  God  of  Nature  hath  conferred, 

All  that  he  holds  in  common  with  the  stars, 

To  the  memorial  majesty  of  time 

Impersonated  in  thy  calm  decay  ! 

Take,  then,  thy  seat,  vicegerent  unreproved  ! 

Now,  while  a  farewell  gleam  of  evening  light 

Is  fondly  lingering  on  my  shattered  front, 

Do  thou,  in  turn,  be  paramount ;  and  rule 

Over  the  pomp  and  beauty  of  a  scene 

Whose  mountains,  torrents,  lake,  and  woods,  unite 

To  pay  thee  homage ;  and  with  these  are  joined, 

In  willing  admiration  and  respect, 

Two  hearts,  which  in  thy  presence  might  be  called 

Youthful  as  spring.     Shade  of  departed  power, 

Skeleton  of  unfleshed  humanity. 

The  chronicle  were  welcome  that  should  call 

Into  the  compass  of  distinct  regard 

The  toils  and  struggles  of  thy  infant  years ! 

Yon  foaming,  flood  seems  motionless  as  ice  ; 

Its  dizzy  turbulence  eludes  the  eye, 

Frozen  by  distance  ;  so,  majestic  pile. 

To  the  perception  of  this  age,  appear 

Thy  fierce  beginnings,  softened  and  subdued 

And  quieted  in  character,  the  strife. 

The  pride,  the  fury  uncontrollable, 

Lost  on  the  aerial  heights  of  the  Crusades  !  ^ 

^  The  tradition  is,  that  the  Castle  was  built  by  a  Lady  during 
the  absence  of  her  Lord  in  Palestine. 
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ROB  ROY'S  GRAVE 

The  history  of  Rob  Roy  is  sufficiently  known  ;  his  grave  is  near 
the  head  of  Loch  Ketterine,  in  one  of  those  small  pinfold-like 
Burial-grounds,  of  neglected  and  desolate  appearance,  which  the 
traveller  meets  with  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland. 

A  FAMOUS  man  is  Robin  Hood, 

The  English  ballad-singer's  joy  ! 

And  Scotland  has  a  thief  as  good, 

An  outlaw  of  as  daring  mood  ; 

She  has  her  brave  Rob  Roy  ! 

Then  clear  the  weeds  from  off  his  grave, 

And  let  us  chant  a  passing  stave, 

In  honour  of  that  hero  brave  ! 

Heaven  gave  Rob  Roy  a  dauntless  heart 
And  wondrous  length  and  strength  of  arm : 
Nor  craved  he  more  to  quell  his  foes, 
Or  keep  his  friends  from  harm. 

Yet  was  Rob  Roy  as  wise  as  brave ; 
Forgive  me  if  the  phrase  be  strong ; — 
A  Poet  worthy  of  Rob  Roy 
Must  scorn  a  timid  song. 

Say,  then,  that  he  was  wise  as  brave ; 
As  wise  in  thought  as  bold  in  deed : 
For  in  the  principles  of  things 
He  sought  his  moral  creed. 

Said  generous  Rob,  "  What  need  of  books  ? 
Burn  all  the  statutes  .and  their  shelves : 
They  stir  us  up  against  our  kind ; 
And  worse,  against  ourselves. 

"We  have  a  passion,  make  a  law, 
Too  false  to  guide  us  or  control ! 
And  for  the  law  itself  we  fight 
In  bitterness  of  soul. 
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And,  puzzled,  blinded  thus,  we  lose 
Distinctions  that  are  plain  and  few : 
These  find  I  graven  on  my  heart : 
That  tells  me  what  to  do. 

"  The  creatures  see  of  flood  and  field, 
And  those  that  travel  on  the  wind ! 
With  them  no  strife  can  last ;  they  live 
In  peace,  and  peace  of  mind. 

"  For  why  ?  because  the  good  old  rule 
Sufficeth  them,  the  simple  plan, 
That  they  should  take,  who  have  the  power. 
And  they  should  keep  who  can. 

"  A  lesson  that  is  quickly  learned, 
A  signal  this  which  all  can  see ! 
Thus  nothing  here  provokes  the  strong 
To  wanton  cruelty. 

"  All  freakishness  of  mind  is  checked ; 
He  tamed,  who  foolishly  aspires ; 
While  to  the  measure  of  his  might 
Each  fashions  his  desires. 

**  All  kinds,  and  creatures,  stand  and  fall 
By  strength  of  prowess  or  of  wit : 
Tis  Gfod's  appointment  who  must  sway. 
And  who  is  to  submit. 

"  Since,  then,  the  rule  of  right  is  plain. 
And  longest  life  is  but  a  day ; 
To  have  my  ends,  maintain  my  rights, 
ril  take  the  shortest  way." 

And  thus  among  these  rocks  he  lived, 
Through  summer  heat  and  winter  snow  : 
I'he  Eagle,  he  was  lord  abpve, 
And  Rob  was  lord  below. 
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So  was  it,  ivould^  at  least,  have  been 
But  through  untowardness  of  fate ; 
For  polity  was  then  too  strong, 
He  came  an  age  too  late  ; 

Or  shall  we  say  an  age  too  soon  ? 
For,  were  the  bold  man  living  now^ 
How  might  he  flourish  in  his  pride. 
With  buds  on  every  bough ! 

Then  rents  and  factors,  rights  of  chase, 
Sheriffs,  and  lairds  and  their  domains. 
Would  all  have  seemed  but  paltry  things, 
Not  worth  a  moment's  pains. 

Rob  Roy  had  never  lingered  here. 
To  these  few  meagre  vales  confined ; 
But  thought  how  wide  the  world,  the  times 
How  fairly  to  his  mind  ! 

And  to  his  sword  he  would  have  said, 
"  Do  thou  my  sovereign  will  enact 
From  land  to  land  through  half  the  earth  ! 
Judge  thou  of  law  and  fact ! 

"  Tis  fit  that  we  should  do  our  part, 
Becoming  that  mankind  should  learn 
That  we  are  not  to  be  surpassed 
In  fatherly  concern. 

"  Of  old  things  all  are  over  old, 
Of  good  things  none  are  good  enough : — 
We'll  show  that  we  can  help  to  frame 
A  world  of  other  stuff! 

"  I,  too,  will  have  my  kings  that  take 
From  me  the  sign  of  life  and  death : 
Kingdoms  shall  shift  about,  like  clouds. 
Obedient  to  my  breath." 


2  28  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

And,  if  the  word  had  been  fulfilled, 
As  might  have  been,  then,  thought  of  joy  ! 
France  would  have  had  her  present  boast, 
And  we  our  own  Rob  Roy  ! 

Oh  !  say  not  so ;  compare  them  not ; 
I  would  not  wrong  thee,  champion  brave  ! 
Would  wrong  thee  nowhere ;  least  of  all 
Here  standing  by  thy  grave. 

For  thou,  although  with  some  wild  thoughts, 
Wild  chieftain  of  a  savage  clan  ! 
Hadst  this  to  boast  of ;  thou  didst  love 
The  liberty  of  man. 

And,  had  it  been  thy  lot  to  live 
With  us  who  now  behold  the  light. 
Thou  wouldst  have  nobly  stirred  thyself, 
And  battled  for  the  right. 

For  thou  wert  still  the  poor  man's  stay. 
The  poor  man's  heart,  the  poor  man's  hand ; 
And  all  the  oppressed,  who  wanted  strength, 
Had  Robin's  at  command. 

Bear  witness  many  a  pensive  sigh 
Of  thoughtful  herdsman  when  he  strays 
Alone  upon  Loch  Veol's  heights. 
And  by  Loch  Lomond's  braes. 

And,  far  and  near,  through  vale  and  hill. 
Are  faces  that  attest  the  same  ; 
The  proud  heart  flashing  through  the  eyes, 
At  sound  of  Rob  Roy's  name. 


SONNET 

COMPOSED   AT   CASTLE 

Degenerate  Douglas  !  oh,  the  unworthy  Lord  ! 
Whom  mere  despite  of  heart  could  so  far  please, 
And  love  of  havocj  (for  with  such  disease 
Fame  taxes  him,)  that  he  could  send  forth  word 
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To  level  with  the  dust  a  noble  horde, 

A  brotherhood  of  venerable  trees, 

Leaving  an  ancient  dome,  and  towers  like  these, 

Beggared  and  outraged  !     Many  hearts  deplored 

The  fate  of  those  old  trees ;  and  oft  with  pain 

The  traveller^  at  this  day,  will  stop  and  gaze 

On  wrongs,  which  Nature  scarcely  seems  to  heed : 

For  sheltered  places,  bosoms,  nooks,  and  bays, 

And  the  pure  mountains,  and  the  gentle  Tweed, 

And  the  green  silent  pastures,  yet  remain. 


YARROW  UNVISITED 

See  the  various  Poems  the  scene  of  which  is  laid  upon  the  banks 
of  the  Yarrow  ;  in  particular,  the  exquisite  Ballad  of  Hamilton 
beginning — 

"  Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonny,  bonny  Bride, 
Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  winsome  Marrow  ! " 

From  Stirling  castle  we  have  seen 
The  mazy  Forth  unravelled ; 
Had  trod  the  banks  of  Clyde  and  Tay, 
And  with  the  Tweed  had  travelled ; 
And  when  we  came  to  Clovenford, 
Then  said  my  "  winsome  Marrow^' 
"  Whate'er  betide,  we'll  turn  aside, 
And  see  the  Braes  of  Yarrow." 

"  Let  Yarrow  folk,  frae  Selkirk  town, 
Who  have  been  buying,  selling, 
Go  back  to  Yarrow,  'tis  their  own ; 
Each  maiden  to  her  dwelling  ! 
On  Yarrow's  banks  let  herons  feed, 
Hares  couch,  and  rabbits  burrow  ! 
But  we  will  downward  with  the  Tweed, 
Nor  turn  aside  to  Yarrow. 

"There's  Galla  water,  Leader  haughs, 
Both  lying  right  before  us  ; 
And  Dryborough,  where  with  chiming  Tweed 
The  lintwhites  sing  in  chorus  ; 
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There^s  pleasant  Teviot-dale,  a  land 
Made  blithe  with  plough  and  harrow ; 
Why  throw  away  a  needful  day 
To  go  in  search  of  Yarrow  ? 

**  What's  Yarrow  but  a  river  bare, 

That  glides  the  dark  hills  under  ? 

There  are  a  thousand  such  elsewhere 

As  worthy  of  your  wonder." 

Strange  words  they  seemed  of  slight  and  scorn ; 

My  true-love  sighed  for  sorrow ; 

And  looked  me  in  the  face,  to  think 

I  thus  could  speak  of  Yarrow  ! 

"Oh  !  green,"  said  I,  "are  Yarrow's  holms, 
And  sweet  is  Yarrow  flowing  ! 
Fair  hangs  the  apple  frae  the  rock,^ 
But  we  will  leave  it  growing. 
O'er  hilly  path,  and  open  strath, 
We'll  wander  Scotland  thorough  ; 
But,  though  so  near,  we  will  not  turn 
Into  the  dale  of  Yarrow. 

"  Let  beeves  and  home-bred  kine  partake 
The  sweets  of  Bum-mill  meadow ; 
The  swan  on  still  St.  Mary's  lake 
Float  double,  swan  and  shadow ! 
We  will  not  see  them ;  will  not  go. 
To-day,  nor  yet  to-morrow ; 
Enough  if  in  our  hearts  we  know 
There's  such  a  place  as  Yarrow. 

"  Be  Yarrow  stream  unseen,  unknown  ! 
It  must,  or  we  shall  rue  it : 
We  have  a  vision  of  our  own  ; 
Ah  !  why  should  we  undo  it  ? 
The  treasured  dreams  of  times  long  past, 
We'll  keep  them,  winsome  marrow  ! 
For  when  we're  there,  although  'tis  fair, 
'Twill  be  another  Yarrow  ! 

^  See  Hamilton's  Ballad  as  above. 
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"  If  care  with  freezing  years  should  come, 

And  wandering  seem  but  folly, 

Should  we  be  loth  to  stir  from  home, 

And  yet  be  melancholy  ; 

Should  life  be  dull,  and  spirits  low, 

'Twill  soothe  us  in  our  sorrow, 

That  earth  has  something  yet  to  show, 

The  bonny  holms  of  Yarrow !  " 


IN  THE  PASS  OF  KILLICRANKY 

An  invasion  being  expected,  October,  1803. 

Six  thousand  veterans  practised  in  war's  game, 
Tried  men,  at  Killicranky  were  arrayed 
Against  an  equal  host  that  wore  the  plaid, 
Shepherds  and  herdsmen.     Like  a  whirlwind  came 
The  Highlanders,  the  slaughter  spread  like  flame ; 
And  Garry,  thundering  down  his  mountain-road, 
Was  stopped,  and  could  not  breathe  beneath  the  load 
Of  the  dead  bodies.     'Twas  a  day  of  shame 
For  them  whom  precept  and  the  pedantry 
Of  cold  mechanic  battle  do  enslave. 
0  for  a  single  hour  of  that  Dundee, 
Who  on  that  day  the  word  of  onset  gave  ! 
Like  conquest  would  the  men  of  England  see ; 
And  her  foes  find  a  like  inglorious  grave. 


THE  MATRON  OF  JEDBOROUGH  AND 
HER  HUSBAND 

At  Jedborough,  my  companion  and  I  went  into  private  lodgings 
for  a  few  days ;  and  the  following  verses  were  called  forth  by  the 
character  and  domestic  situation  of  our  hostess. 

Age  !  twine  thy  brows  with  fresh  spring  flowers, 
And  call  a  train  of  laughing  hours ; 
And  bid  them  dance,  and  bid  them  sing ; 
And  thou,  too,  mingle  in  the  ring ! 
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Take  to  thy  heart  a  new  delight ; 
If  not,  make  merry  in  despite 
That  there  is  one  who  scorns  thy  power  : 
But  dance  !  for  under  Jedborough  tower 
A  matron  dwells  who,  though  she  bears 
The  weight  of  more  than  seventy  years, 
Lives  in  the  light  of  youthful  glee. 
And  she  will  dance  and  sing  with  thee. 

Nay  !  start  not  at  that  figure,  there  ! 
Him  who  is  rooted  to  his  chair ! 
Look  at  him,  look  again  !  for  he 
Hath  long  been  of  thy  family. 
With  legs  that  move  not,  if  they  can, 
And  useless  arms,  a  trunk  of  man, 
He  sits,  and  with  a  vacant  eye ; 
A  sight  to  make  a  stranger  sigh ! 
Deaf,  drooping,  that  is  now  his  doom : 
His  world  is  in  this  single  room : 
Is  this  a  place  for  mirthful  cheer  ? 
Can  merry-making  enter  here  ? 

The  joyous  woman  is  the  mate 
Of  him  in  that  forlorn  estate  ! 
He  breathes  a  subterraneous  damp ; 
But  bright  as  vesper  shines  her  lamp : 
He  is  as  mute  as  Jedborough  tower : 
She  jocund  as  it  was  of  yore. 
With  all  its  bravery  on ;  in  times 
When,  all  alive  with  merry  chimes, 
Upon  a  sun-bright  morn  of  May, 
It  roused  the  vale  to  holiday. 

I  praise  thee,  matron  !  and  thy  due 
Is  praise,  heroic  praise,  and  true ! 
With  admiration  I  behold 
Thy  gladness  unsubdued  and  bold  : 
Thy  looks,  thy  gestures,  all  present 
The  picture  of  a  life  well  spent : 
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This  do  I  see ;  and  something  more ; 
A  strength  unthought  of  heretofore  ! 
Delighted  am  I  for  thy  sake ; 
And  yet  a  higher  joy  partake : 
Our  human-nature  throws  away 
Its  second  twilight,  and  looks  gay ; 
A  land  of  promise  and  of  pride 
Unfolding,  wide  as  life  is  wide. 

Ah !  see  her  helpless  charge !  enclosed 
Within  himself  as  seems,  composed ; 
To  fear  of  loss,  and  hope  of  gain. 
The  strife  of  happiness  and  pain, 
Utterly  dead  !  yet  in  the  guise 
Of  little  infants,  when  their  eyes 
Begin  to  follow  to  and  fro 
The  persons  that  before  them  go, 
He  tracks  her  motions,  quick  or  slow. 
Her  buoyant  spirit  can  prevail 
Where  common  cheerfulness  would  fail  ; 
She  strikes  upon  him  with  the  heat 
Of  July  suns ;  he  feels  it  sweet ; 
An  animal  delight  though  dim ! 
'Tis  all  that  now  remains  for  him  ! 

The  more  I  looked,  I  wondered  more ; 
And,  while  I  scanned  them  o'er  and  o'er, 
Some  inward  trouble  suddenly 
Broke  from  the  matron's  strong  black  eye — 
A  remnant  of  uneasy  light, 
A  flash  of  something  over-bright ! 
But  soon  she  made  this  matter  plain. 
And  told  me  in  a  thoughtful,  pensive  strain, 
That  she  had  borne  a  heavy  yoke, 
Been  stricken  by  a  twofold  stroke ; 
111  health  of  body,  and  had  pined 
Beneath  worse  ailments  of  the  mind. 

So  be  it !  but  let  praise  ascend 
To  Him  who  is  our  lord  and  friend ! 

I  2 
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Who  from  disease  and  suffering 
Hath  called  for  thee  a  second  spring ; 
Repaid  thee  for  that  sore  distress 
By  no  untimely  joyousness ; 
Which  makes  of  thine  a  blissful  state ; 
And  cheers  thy  melancholy  mate ! 


"FLY,  SOME  KIND  HARBINGER,  TO 
GRASMERE  DALE!" 

Fly,  some  kind  harbinger,  to  Grasmere  dale ! 

Say  that  we  come,  and  come  by  this  day's  light ; 

Fly  upon  swiftest  wing  round  field  and  height, 

But  chiefly  let  one  cottage  hear  the  tale ; 

There  let  a  mystery  of  joy  prevail, 

The  kitten  frolic,  like  a  gamesome  sprite. 

And  Rover  whine,  as  at  a  second  sight 

Of  near  approaching  good  that  shall  not  fail : 

And  from  that  infant's  face  let  joy  appear ; 

Yea,  let  our  Mary's  one  companion  child. 

That  hath  her  six  weeks'  solitude  beguiled 

With  intimations  manifold  and  dear, 

While  we  have  wandered  over  wood  and  wild. 

Smile  on  his  mother  now  with  bolder  cheer. 


THE  BLIND  HIGHLAND  BOY 

A   TALE   TOLD    BY   THE    FIRE-SIDE,    AFTER    RETURNING 
TO  THE   VALE   OF   GRASMERE 

Now  we  are  tired  of  boisterous  joy. 
Have  romped  enough,  my  little  boy  ! 
Jane  hangs  her  head  upon  my  breast. 
And  you  shall  bring  your  stool  and  rest ; 
This  corner  is  your  own. 
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There !  take  your  seat,  and  let  me  see 
That  you  can  listen  quietly : 
And,  as  I  promised,  I  will  tell 
That  strange  adventure  which  befell 
A  poor  blind  Highland  boy. 

A  Highland  Boy ! — why  call  him  so  ? 
Because,  my  Darlings,  ye  must  know 
That,  under  hills  which  rise  like  towers, 
Far  higher  hills  than  these  of  ours  ! 
He  from  his  birth  had  lived 

He  ne'er  had  seen  one  earthly  sight ; 
The  sim,  the  day ;  the  stars,  the  night ; 
Or  tree,  or  butterfly,  or  flower. 
Or  fish  in  stream,  or  bird  in  bower, 
Or  woman,  man,  or  child. 

And  yet  he  neither  drooped  nor  pined. 
Nor  had  a  melancholy  mind ; 
For  God  took  pity  on  the  boy. 
And  was  his  friend ;  and  gave  him  joy 
Of  which  we  nothing  know. 

His  mother,  too,  no  doubt,  above 
Her  other  children  him  did  love : 
For  was  she  here,  or  was  she  there, 
She  thought  of  him  with  constant  care. 
And  more  than  mother's  love. 

And  proud  she  was  of  heart,  when  clad 
In  crimson  stockings,  tartan  plaid. 
And  bonnet  with  a  feather  gay, 
To  kirk  he  on  the  sabbath  day 
Went  hand  in  hand  with  her. 

A  dog,  too,  had  he ;  not  for  need. 
But  one  to  play  with  and  to  feed ; 
Which  would  have  led  him,  if  bereft 
Of  company  or  friends,  and  left 
Without  a  better  guide. 
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And  then  the  bagpipes  he  could  blow — 
And  thus  from  house  to  house  would  go  ; 
And  all  were  pleased  to  hear  and  see, 
For  none  made  sweeter  melody 
Than  did  the  poor  blind  boy. 

Yet  he  had  many  a  restless  dream ; 
Both  when  he  heard  the  eagles  scream, 
And  when  he  heard  the  torrents  roar, 
And  heard  the  water  beat  the  shore 
Near  which  their  cottage  stood. 

Beside  a  lake  their  cottage  stood, 
Not  small  like  ours,  a  peaceful  flood ; 
But  one  of  mighty  size,  and  strange ; 
That,  rough  or  smooth,  is  full  of  change. 
And  stirring  in  its  bed. 

For  to  this  lake,  by  night  and  day. 
The  great  sea-water  finds  its  way 
Through  long,  long  windings  of  the  hills. 
And  drinks  up  all  the  pretty  rills 
And  rivers  large  and  strong : 

Then  hurries  back  the  road  it  came — 
Returns,  on  errand  still  the  same ; 
This  did  it  when  the  earth  was  new ; 
And  this  for  evermore  will  do, 
As  long  as  earth  shall  last. 

And,  with  the  coming  of  the  tide, 
Come  boats  and  ships  that  safely  ride 
Between  the  woods  and  lofty  rocks ; 
And  to  the  shepherds  with  their  flocks 
Bring  tales  of  distant  lands. 

And  of  those  tales,  whatever  they  were, 
The  blind  boy  always  had  his  share ; 
Whether  of  mighty  towns,  or  vales 
With  warmer  suns  and  softer  gales. 
Or  wonders  of  the  deep. 


MEMORIALS  OF  A  TOUR  IN  SCOTLAND     237 

Yet  more  it  pleased  him,  more  it  stirred, 
When  from  the  water-side  he  heard 
The  shouting,  and  the  jolly  cheers ; 
The  bustle  of  the  mariners 
In  stillness  or  in  storm. 

But  what  do  his  desires  avail  ? 
For  he  must  never  handle  sail ; 
Nor  mount  the  mast,  nor  row,  nor  float 
In  sailor's  ship,  or  fisher's  boat, 
Upon  the  rocking  waves. 

His  mother  often  thought,  and  said, 
What  sin  would  be  upon  her  head 
If  she  should  suffer  this :  "  My  son, 
Whate'er  you  do,  leave  this  undone ; 
The  danger  is  so  great. 

Thus  lived  he  by  Loch  Leven's  side 
Still  sounding  with  the  sounding  tide, 
And  heard  the  billows  leap  and  dance, 
Without  a  shadow  of  mischance, 
Till  he  was  ten  years  old. 

When  one  day  (and  now  mark  me  well. 
Ye  soon  shall  know  how  this  befell) 
He  in  a  vessel  of  his  own 
On  the  swift  flood  is  hurrying  down, 
Down  to  the  mighty  sea. 

In  such  a  vessel  never  more 
May  human  creature  leave  the  shore ! 
If  this  or  that  way  he  should  stir, 
Woe  to  the  poor  blind  mariner  ! 
For  death  will  be  his  doom. 

But  say  what  bears  him  ?     Ye  have  seen 
The  Indian's  bow,  his  arrows  keen. 
Rare  beasts,  and  birds  with  plumage  bright ; 
Gifts  which,  for  ^vender  or  delight, 
Are  brought  in  ships  from  far. 
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Such  gifts  had  those  seafaring  men 
Spread  round  that  haven  in  the  glen ; 
Each  hut,  perchance,  might  have  its  own ; 
And  to  the  boy  they  all  were  known, 
He  knew  and  prized  them  all. 

The  rarest  was  a  turtle-shell 
Which  he,  poor  child,  had  studied  well ; 
A  shell  of  ample  size,  and  light 
As  the  pearly  car  of  Amphitrite, 
That  sportive  dolphins  drew. 

And,  as  a  coracle  that  braves 
On  Vaga's  breast  the  fretful  waves, 
This  shell  upon  the  deep  would  swim, 
And  gaily  lift  its  fearless  brim 
Above  the  tossing  surge. 

And  this  the  little  blind  boy  knew ; 
And  he  a  story  strange  yet  true 
Had  heard,  how  in  a  shell  like  this 
An  English  boy,  O  thought  of  bliss  ! 
Had  stoutly  launched  from  shore  ; 

Launched  from  the  margin  of  a  bay 
Among  the  Indian  isles,  where  lay 
His  father's  ship,  and  had  sailed  far. 
To  join  that  gallant  ship  of  war. 
In  his  delightful  shell. 

Our  Highland  boy  oft  visited 
The  house  that  held  this  prize ;  and,  led 
By  choice  or  chance,  did  thither  come 
One  day  when  no  one  was  at  home, 
And  found  the  door  unbarred. 

While  there  he  sate,  alone  and  blind. 
That  story  flashed  upon  his  mind ; 
A  bold  thought  roused  him,  and  he  took 
The  shell  from  out  its  secret  nook. 
And  bore  it  on  his  head. 
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He  launched  his  vessel,  and  in  pride 
Of  spirit,  from  Loch  Leven's  side, 
Stepped  into  it ;  his  thoughts  all  free 
As  the  light  breezes  that  with  glee 

Sang  through  the  adventurer's  hair. 

A  while  he  stood  upon  his  feet; 
He  felt  the  motion,  took  his  seat ; 
Still  better  pleased  as  more  and  more 
The  tide  retreated  from  the  shore, 
And  sucked,  and  sucked  him  in. 

And  there  he  is  in  face  of  Heaven. 
How  rapidly  the  child  is  driven  ! 
The  fourth  part  of  a  mile,  I  ween, 
He  thus  had  gone,  ere  he  was  seen 
By  any  human  eye. 

But  when  he  was  first  seen,  oh  me 
What  shrieking  and  what  misery  ! 
For  many  saw ;  among  the  rest 
His  mother,  she  who  loved  him  best, 
She  saw  her  poor  blind  boy. 

But  for  the  child,  the  sightless  boy, 
It  is  the  triumph  of  his  joy  ! 
The  bravest  traveller  in  balloon, 
Mounting  as  if  to  reach  the  moon. 
Was  never  half  so  blessed. 

And  let  Him,  let  him  go  his  way, 
Alone,  and  innocent,  and  gay  ! 
For,  if  good  angels  love  to  wait 
On  the  forlorn  unfortunate, 

This  child  will  take  no  harm. 

But  now  the  passionate  lament. 
Which  from  the  crowd  on  shore  was  sent, 
The  cries  which  broke  from  old  and  young 
In  Gaelic,  or  the  English  tongue, 
Are  stifled,  all  is  still. 
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And  quickly  with  a  silent  crew 
A  boat  is  ready  to  pursue ; 
And  from  the  shore  their  course  they  take, 
And  swiftly  down  the  running  lake 
They  follow  the  blind  boy. 

But  soon  they  move  with  softer  pace ; 
So  have  ye  seen  the  fowler  chase 
On  Grasmere's  clear  unruffled  breast 
A  youngling  of  the  wild-duck's  nest 
With  deftly-lifted  oar ; 

Or  as  the  wily  sailors  crept 
To  seize  (while  on  the  deep  it  slept) 
The  hapless  creature  which  did  dwell 
Erewhile  within  the  dancing  shell, 
They  steal  upon  their  prey. 

With  sound  the  least  that  can  be  made, 
They  follow,  more  and  more  afraid. 
More  cautious  as  they  draw  more  near ; 
But  in  his  darkness  he  can  hear, 
And  guesses  their  intent. 

'-''  Lei-gha^  JLei-gha"  he  then  cried  out, 
^' Lei-gha^  Lei-gha,^^  with  eager  shout; 
Thus  did  he  cry,  and  thus  did  pray. 
And  what  he  meant  was  "  Keep  away. 
And  leave  me  to  myself ! " 

Alas  !  and  when  he  felt  their  hands, 
YouVe  often  heard  of  magic  wands. 
That  with  a  motion  overthrow 
A  palace  of  the  proudest  show, 
Or  melt  it  into  air : 

So  all  his  dreams,  that  inward  light 
With  which  his  soul  had  shone  so  bright. 
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All  vanished ;  'twas  a  heartfelt  cross 
To  him,  a  heavy,  bitter  loss, 
As  he  had  ever  known. 

But  hark  1  a  gratulating  voice. 
With  which  the  very  hills  rejoice : 
Tis  from  the  crowd,  who  tremblingly 
Have  watched  the  event,  and  now  can  see 
That  he  is  safe  at  last. 

And  then,  when  he  was  brought  to  land, 
Full  sure  they  were  a  happy  band, 
Which,  gathering  round,  did  on  the  banks 
Of  that  great  water  give  God  thanks, 
And  welcomed  the  poor  child. 

And  in  the  general  joy  of  heart 
The  blind  boy's  little  dog  took  part ; 
He  leapt  about,  and  oft  did  kiss 
His  master's  hands  in  sign  of  bliss, 
With  sound  like  lamentation. 

But  most  of  all,  his  mother  dear, 
She  who  had  fainted  with  her  fear, 
Rejoiced  when  waking  she  espies 
The  child ;  when  she  can  trust  her  eyes, 
And  touches  the  blind  boy. 

She  led  him  home,  and  wept  amain. 
When  he  was  in  the  house  again : 
Tears  flowed  in  torrents  from  her  eyes ; 
She  kissed  him,  how  could  she  chastise  ? 
She  was  too  happy  far. 

Thus,  after  he  had  fondly  braved 
The  perilous  deep,  the  boy  was  saved ; 
And,  though  his  fancies  had  been  wild, 
Yet  he  was  pleased  and  reconciled 
To  live  in  peace  on  shore. 
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And  in  the  lonely  Highland  dell 
Still  do  they  keep  the  turtle-shell ; 
And  long  the  story  will  repeat 
Of  the  blind  boy's  adventurous  feat, 
And  how  he  was  preserved. 

Note. — It  is  recorded  in  Dampter's  Voyages  that  a  boy,  son 
of  the  captain  of  a  Man-of-War,  seated  himself  in  a  turtle-shell, 
and  floated  in  it  from  the  shore  to  his  father's  ship,  which  lay  at 
anchor  at  the  distance  of  half  a  mile.  In  deference  to  the  opinion 
of  a  Friend,  I  have  substituted  such  a  shell  for  the  less  elegant 
vessel  in  which  my  blind  voyager  did  actually  entrust  himself  to 
the  dangerous  current  of  Loch  Leven,  as  was  related  to  me  by  an 
eye-witness. 
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SUGGESTED  BY  A  BEAUTIFUL  RUIN  UPON  ONE  OF  THE 
ISLANDS  OF  LOCH  LOMOND,  A  PLACE  CHOSEN  FOR 
THE  RETREAT  OF  A  SOLITARY  INDIVIDUAL,  FROM 
WHOM  THIS  HABITATION  ACQUIRED  THE  NAME  OF 

THE  BROWNIE'S  CELL 

To  barren  heath,  and  quaking  fen, 

Dark  moor,  and  labyrinthine  glen, 

Or  into  trackless  forest  set 

With  trees,  whose  lofty  umbrage  met. 

World-wearied  men  withdrew  of  yore ; 

(Penance  their  trust,  and  prayer  their  store ;) 

And  in  the  wilderness  were  bound 

To  such  apartments  as  they  found ; 

Or  with  a  new  ambition  raised ; 

That  God  might  suitably  be  praised. 

High  lodged  the  warrior^  like  a  bird  of  prey ; 

Or  where  broad  waters  round  him  lay : 

But  this  wild  ruin  is  no  ghost 

Of  his  devices,  buried,  lost ! 

Within  this  little  lonely  isle 

There  stood  a  consecrated  pile ; 

Where  tapers  burned,  and  mass  was  sung, 

For  them  whose  timid  spirits  clung 

To  mortal  succour,  though  the  tomb 

Had  fixed,  for  ever  fixed,  their  doom ! 

245 
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Upon  those  servants  of  another  world 
Distempered  power  her  bolts  had  hurled, 
Their  habitation  shook ;  it  fell, 
And  perished,  save  one  narrow  cell ; 
Whither,  at  length,  a  wretch  retired 
Who  neither  grovelled  nor  aspired : 
He,  struggling  in  the  net  of  pride, 
The  future  scorned,  the  past  defied ; 
Still  tempering,  from  the  unguilty  forge 
Of  vain  conceit,  an  iron  scourge  ! 

Proud  remnant  was  he  of  a  fearless  race, 
Who  stood  and  flourished  face  to  face 
With  their  perennial  hills ;  but  crime. 
Hastening  the  stern  decrees  of  time, 
Brought  low  a  power,  which  from  its  home 
Burst,  when  repose  grew  wearisome ; 
And,  taking  impulse  from  the  sword. 
And,  mocking  its  own  plighted  word. 
Had  found,  in  ravage  widely  dealt. 
Its  warfare's  bourn,  its  travel's  belt ! 

All,  all  were  dispossessed,  save  him  whose  smile 

Shot  lightning  through  this  lonely  isle ! 

No  right  had  he  but  what  he  made 

To  this  small  spot,  his  leafy  shade ; 

But  the  ground  lay  within  that  ring 

To  which  he  only  dared  to  cling ; 

For  he  renounced,  as  worse  than  dead. 

The  craven  few  who  bowed  the  head 

Beneath  the  change ;  who  heard  a  claim 

How  loud !  yet  lived  in  peace  with  shame. 

Here  lodged  and  fed  this  shaggy  mortal  went 
(So  seemed  it)  down  a  strange  descent : 
Till  they,  who  saw  his  outward  frame, 
Fixed  on  him  an  unhallowed  name ; 
Him,  free  from  all  malicious  taint 
And  guiding,  like  the  Patmos  saint, 
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A  pen  unwearied,  to  indite 
In  his  lone  isle,  the  dreams  of  night ; 
Impassioned  dreams,  that  strove  to  span 
The  faded  glories  of  his  clan  1 

Suns  that  through  blood  their  western  harbour  sought, 

And  stars  that  in  their  courses  fought ; 

Towers  rent,  winds  combating  with  woods. 

Lands  deluged  by  unbridled  floods ; 

And  beast  and  bird  that  from  the  spell 
I    Of  sleep  took  import  terrible ; 
I    These  types  mysterious  (if  the  show 
i    Of  battle  and  the  routed  foe 

Had  failed)  would  furnish  an  array 

Of  matter  for  the  dawning  day  ! 

How  disappeared  he  ? — ask  the  newt  and  toad, 

Inheritors  of  his  abode ; 

The  otter  crouching  undisturbed. 

In  her  dank  cleft ; — but  be  thou  curbed, 

0  froward  fancy !  'mid  a  scene 

Of  aspect  winning  and  serene  ; 

For  those  offensive  creatures  shun 

The  inquisition  of  the  sun  ! 

And  in  this  region  flowers  delight. 

And  all  is  lovely  to  the  sight. 

Spring  finds  not  here  a  melancholy  breast, 
When  she  applies  her  annual  test 
To  dead  and  living ;  when  her  breath 
Quickens,  as  now,  the  withered  heath ; 
Nor  flaunting  summer,  when  he  throws 
His  soul  into  the  briar-rose ; 
Or  calls  the  lily  from  her  sleep 
Prolonged  beneath  the  bordering  deep ; 
Nor  autumn,  when  the  viewless  wren 
Is  warbling  near  the  Brownie's  den. 
Wild  relique  !  beauteous  as  the  chosen  spot 
In  Nysa's  isle,  the  embellished  grot ; 
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Whither,  by  care  of  Libyan  Jove, 
(High  servant  of  paternal  Love) 
Young  Bacchus  was  conveyed,  to  lie 
Safe  from  his  step-dame  Rhea's  eye ; 
Where  bud,  and  bloom,  and  fruitage,  glowed, 
Close-crowding  round  the  infant-god ; 
All  colours,  and  the  liveliest  streak 
A  foil  to  his  celestial  cheek ! 


COMPOSED  AT  CORA  LINN 
IN  SIGHT  OF  Wallace's  tower 

•'  — How  Wallace  fought  for  Scotland,  left  the  name 

Of  Wallace  to  be  found,  like  a  wild  flower, 

All  over  his  dear  country  ;  left  the  deeds 

Of  Wallace,  like  a  family  of  ghosts. 

To  people  the  steep  rocks  and  river  banks, 

Her  natural  sanctuaries,  with  a  local  soul 

Of  independence  and  stern  liberty." — MS. 

Lord  of  the  vale  !  astounding  flood  ; 
The  dullest  leaf  in  this  thick  wood 
Quakes,  conscious  of  thy  power ; 
The  caves  reply  with  hollow  moan ; 
And  vibrates,  to  its  central  stone. 
Yon  time-cemented  tower ! 

And  yet  how  fair  the  rural  scene  ! 
For  thou,  O  Clyde,  hast  ever  been 
Beneficent  as  strong  ; 
Pleased  in  refreshing  dews  to  steep 
The  little  trembling  flowers  that  peep 
Thy  shelving  rocks  among. 

Hence  all  who  love  their  country,  love 
To  look  on  thee,  delight  to  rove 
Where  they  thy  voice  can  hear ; 
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And,  to  the  patriot-warrior's  shade, 
Lord  of  the  vale  !  to  heroes  laid 
In  dust,  that  voice  is  dear ! 

Along  thy  banks,  at  dead  of  night 
Sweeps  visibly  the  Wallace  wight ; 
Or  stands,  in  warlike  vest, 
Aloft^  beneath  the  moon's  pale  beam, 
A  champion  worthy  of  the  stream, 
Yon  grey  tower's  living  crest ! 

But  clouds  and  envious  darkness  hide 
A  form  not  doubtfully  descried : 
Their  transient  mission  o'er, 
O  say  to  what  blind  region  flee 
These  shapes  of  awful  phantasy  ? 
To  what  untrodden  shore  ? 

Less  than  divine  command  they  spurn ; 
But  this  we  from  the  mountains  learn. 
And  this  the  valleys  show ; 
That  never  will  they  deign  to  hold 
Communion  where  the  heart  is  cold 
To  human  weal  and  woe. 

The  man  of  abject  soul  in  vain 
Shall  walk  the  Marathonian  plain ; 
Or  thrid  the  shadowy  gloom, 
That  still  invests  the  guardian  pass, 
Where  stood,  sublime,  Leonidas 
Devoted  to  the  tomb. 

And  let  no  slave  his  head  incline, 
Or  kneel,  before  the  votive  shrine 
By  Uri's  lake,  where  Tell 
Leapt,  from  his  storm-vext  boat,  to  land, 
Heaven's  instrument,  for  by  his  hand 
That  day  the  tyrant  fell 
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EFFUSION 

IN   THE    PLEASURE-GROUND   ON   THE   BANKS    OF    THE 
BRAN,    NEAR    DUNKELD 

' '  The  waterfall,  by  a  loud  roaring,  warned  us  when  we  must 
expect  it.  We  were  first,  however,  conducted  into  a  small  apart- 
ment, where  the  gardener  desired  us  to  look  at  a  picture  of  Ossian, 
which,  while  he  was  telling  the  history  of  the  young  artist  who 
executed  the  work,  disappeared,  parting  in  the  middle  —  flying 
asunder  as  by  the  touch  of  magic — and  lo  !  we  are  at  the  entrance 
of  a  splendid  apartment,  which  was  almost  dizzy  and  alive  with 
waterfalls,  that  tumbled  in  all  directions ;  the  great  cascade, 
opposite  the  window,  which  faced  us,  being  reflected  in  innumer- 
able mirrors  upon  the  ceiling  and  against  the  wall." — Extract 
from  the  Journal  cf  my  Fellow-  Traveller. 

What  he,  who  'mid  the  kindred  throng 

Of  heroes  that  inspired  his  song, 

Doth  yet  frequent  the  hill  of  storms. 

The  stars  dim-twinkling  through  their  forms  ! 

What !  Ossian  here,  a  painted  thrall, 

Mute  fixture  on  a  stuccoed  wall ; 

To  serve,  an  unsuspected  screen 

For  show  that  must  not  yet  be  seen ; 

And,  when  the  moment  comes,  to  part 

And  vanish  by  mysterious  art ; 

Head,  harp,  and  body,  split  asunder, 

For  ingress  to  a  world  of  wonder : 

A  gay  saloon,  with  waters  dancing 

Upon  the  sight  wherever  glancing ; 

One  loud  cascade  in  front,  and  lo ! 

A  thousand  like  it,  white  as  snow. 

Streams  on  the  wall,  and  torrent-foam 

As  active  round  the  hollow  dome. 

Illusive  cataracts  !  of  their  terrors 

Not  stripped,  nor  voiceless  in  the  mirrors. 

That  catch  the  pageant  from  the  flood 

Thundering  adown  a  rocky  wood. 

What  pains  to  dazzle  and  confound  ! 

What  strife  of  colour,  shape  and  sound 
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In  this  quaint  medley,  that  might  seem 
Devised  out  of  a  sick  man's  dream  ! 
Strange  scene,  fantastic  and  uneasy 
As  ever  made  a  maniac  dizzy. 
When  disenchanted  from  the  mood 
That  loves  on  sullen  thoughts  to  brood  ! 

O  Nature !  in  thy  changeful  visions, 
Through  all  thy  most  abrupt  transitions 
Smooth,  graceful,  tender,  or  sublime, 
Ever  averse  to  pantomime. 
Thee  neither  do  they  know  nor  us 
Thy  servants,  who  can  trifle  thus ; 
Else  verily  the  sober  powers 
Of  rock  that  frowns,  and  stream  that  roars, 
Exalted  by  congenial  sway 
Of  spirits,  and  the  undying  lay. 
And  names  that  moulder  not  away. 
Had  wakened  some  redeeming  thought 
More  worthy  of  this  favoured  spot ; 
Recalled  some  feeling,  to  set  free 
The  bard  from  such  indignity ! 

The  effigies  ^  of  a  valiant  wight 
I  once  beheld,  a  Templar  knight ; 
Not  prostrate,  not  like  those  that  rest 
On  tombs,  with  palms  together  prest. 
But  sculptured  out  of  living  stone. 
And  standing  upright  and  alone. 
Both  hands  with  rival  energy 
Employed  in  setting  his  sword  free 
From  its  dull  sheath,  stern  sentinel 
Intent  to  guard  St.  Robert's  cell ; 
As  if  with  memory  of  the  affray 
Far  distant,  when,  as  legends  say, 
The  monks  of  Fountain's  thronged  to  force 
From  its  dear  home  the  hermit's  corse, 
That  in  their  keeping  it  might  lie. 
To  crown  their  abbey's  sanctity. 

*  On  the  banks  of  the  river  Nid,  near  Knaresborough. 
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So  had  they  rushed  into  the  grot 
Of  sense  despised,  a  world  forgot, 
And  torn  him  from  his  loved  retreat, 
Where  altar-stone  and  rock-hewn  seat 
Still  hint  that  quiet  best  is  found, 
Even  by  the  living,  under  ground ; 
But  a  bold  knight,  the  selfish  aim 
Defeating,  put  the  monks  to  shame, 
There  where  you  see  his  image  stand 
Bare  to  the  sky,  with  threatening  brand 
Which  lingering  Nid  is  proud  to  show 
Reflected  in  the  pool  below. 

Thus,  like  the  men  of  earliest  day. 

Our  sires  set  forth  their  grateful  praise : 

Uncouth  the  workmanship,  and  rude  ! 

But,  nursed  in  mountain  solitude, 

Might  some  aspiring  artist  dare 

To  seize  whate'er,  through  misty  air, 

A  ghost,  by  glimpses,  may  present 

Of  imitable  lineament, 

And  give  the  phantom  an  array 

That  less  should  scorn  the  abandoned  clay ; 

Then  let  him  hew  with  patient  stroke 

An  Ossian  out  of  mural  rock, 

And  leave  the  figurative  man. 

Upon  thy  margin,  roaring  Bran  ! 

Fixed,  like  the  templar  of  the  steep. 

An  everlasting  watch  to  keep ; 

With  local  sanctities  in  trust. 

More  precious  than  a  hermit's  dust ; 

And  virtues  through  the  mass  infused. 

Which  old  idolatry  abused. 

What  though  the  granite  would  deny 

All  fervour  to  the  sightless  eye ; 

And  touch  from  rising  suns  in  vain 

Solicit  a  Memnonian  strain ; 

Yet,  in  some  fit  of  anger  sharp. 

The  wind  might  force  the  deep-grooved  harp 
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To  utter  melancholy  moans 
Not  unconnected  with  the  tones 
Of  soul-sick  flesh  and  weary  bones ; 
AVhile  grove  and  river  notes  would  lend, 
Less  deeply  sad,  with  these  to  blend ! 

Vain  pleasures  of  luxurious  life, 

For  ever  with  yourselves  at  strife ; 

Through  town  and  country  both  deranged 

By  aflectations  interchanged. 

And  all  the  perishable  gauds 

That  heaven-deserted  man  applauds ; 

AVhen  will  your  hapless  patrons  learn 

To  watch  and  ponder,  to  discern 

The  freshness,  the  eternal  youth. 

Of  admiration  sprung  from  truth ; 

From  beauty  infinitely  growing 

Upon  a  mind  with  love  overflowing, 

To  sound  the  depths  of  every  art 

That  seeks  its  wisdom  through  the  heart  ? 

Thus  (where  the  intrusive  pile,  ill-graced 
With  baubles  of  theatric  taste, 
O'erlooks  the  torrent  breathing  showers 
On  motley  bands  of  alien  flowers. 
In  stiff"  confusion  set  or  sown, 
Till  Nature  cannot  find  her  own. 
Or  keep  a  remnant  of  the  sod 
AVhich  Caledonian  heroes  trod) 
I  mused ;  and,  thirsting  for  redress, 
Recoiled  into  the  wilderness. 


YARROW  VISITED 

SEPTEMBER,    1814 

And  is  this  Yarrow  ?     This  the  Stream 
Of  which  so  long  I  cherished, 
So  faithfully,  a  waking  dream  ? 
An  image  that,  hath  perished  ! 
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O  that  some  minstrers  harp  were  near, 
To  utter  notes  of  gladness, . 
And  chase  this  silence  from  the  air, 
That  fills  my  heart  with  sadness  1 

Yet  why  ?  a  silvery  current  flows 

With  uncontrolled  meanderings ; 

Nor  have  these  eyes  by  greener  hills 

Been  soothed,  in  all  my  wanderings. 

And,  through  her  depths,  Saint  Mary's  lake 

Is  visibly  delighted ; 

For  not  a  feature  of  those  hills 

Is  in  the  mirror  slighted. 

A  blue  sky  bends  o'er  Yarrow  vale. 

Save  where  that  pearly  whiteness 

Is  round  the  rising  sun  diffused, 

A  tender  hazy  brightness ; 

Mild  dawn  of  promise  !  that  excludes 

All  profitless  dejection ; 

Though  not  unwilling  here  to  admit 

A  pensive  recollection. 

Where  was  it  that  the  famous  flower 

Of  Yarrow  vale  lay  bleeding  ? 

His  bed  perchance  was  yon  smooth  mound 

On  which  the  herd  is  feeding : 

And  haply  from  this  crystal  pool, 

Now  peaceful  as  the  morning, 

The  water-wraith  ascended  thrice, 

And  gave  his  doleful  warning. 

Delicious  is  the  lay  that  sings 

The  haunts  of  happy  lovers, 

The  path  that  leads  them  to  the  grove, 

The  leafy  grove  that  covers : 

And  pity  sanctifies  the  verse 

That  paints,  by  strength  of  sorrow. 

The  unconquerable  strength  of  love ; 

Bear  witness,  rueful  Yarrow ! 
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But  thou,  that  did  appear  so  fair 

To  fond  imagination, 

Dost  rival  in  the  light  of  day 

Her  delicate  creation : 

Meek  loveliness  is  round  thee  spread, 

A  softness  still  and  holy ; 

The  grace  of  forest  charms  decayed, 

And  pastoral  melancholy. 

That  region  left,  the  vale  unfolds 

Rich  groves  of  lofty  stature, 

With  Yarrow  winding  through  the  pomp 

Of  cultivated  nature ; 

And,  rising  from  those  lofty  groves. 

Behold  a  ruin  hoary  ! 

The  shattered  front  of  Newark's  towers. 

Renowned  in  Border  story. 

Fair  scenes  for  childhood's  opening  bloom, 

For  sportive  youth  to  stray  in ; 

For  manhood  to  enjoy  his  strength ; 

And  age  to  wear  away  in ! 

Yon  cottage  seems  a  bower  of  bliss, 

A  covert  for  protection 

Of  tender  thoughts,  that  nestle  there — 

The  brood  of  chaste  affection. 

How  sweet,  on  this  autumnal  day, 
The  wild-wood  fruits  to  gather. 
And  on  my  true-love's  forehead  plant 
A  crest  of  blooming  heather  ! 
And  what  if  T  enwreathed  my  own  ! 
'Twere  no  offence  to  reason ; 
The  sober  hills  thus  deck  their  brows 
To  meet  the  wintry  season. 

I  see,  but  not  by  sight  alone, 
Loved  Yarrow,  have  I  won  thee ; 
A  ray  of  fancy  still  survives. 
Her  sunshine  plays  upon  thee  ! 
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Thy  ever-youthful  waters  keep 

A  course  of  lively  pleasure  ; 

And  gladsome  notes  my  lips  can  breathe, 

Accordant  to  the  measure. 

The  vapours  linger  round  the  heights, 
They  melt,  and  soon  must  vanish ; 
One  hour  is  theirs,  nor  more  is  mine, 
Sad  thought,  which  I  would  banish, 
But  that  I  know,  where'er  I  go. 
Thy  genuine  image,  Yarrow ! 
Will  dwell  with  me,  to  heighten  joy. 
And  cheer  my  mind  in  sorrow. 
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PART  I 

COMPOSED  BY  THE  SEA-SIDE,  NEAR 
CALAIS,  AUGUST,  1802 

Fair  star  of  evening,  splendour  of  the  west, 
Star  of  my  country  !  on  the  horizon's  brink 
Thou  hangest,  stooping,  as  might  seem,  to  sink 
On  England's  bosom ;  yet  well  pleased  to  rest, 
Meanwhile,  and  be  to  her  a  glorious  crest 
Conspicuous  to  the  nations.     Thou,  I  think, 
Shouldst  be  my  country's  emblem;   and  shouldst 

wink. 
Bright  star !  with  laughter  on  her  banners,  drest 
In  thy  fresh  beauty.     There  !  that  dusky  spot 
Beneath  thee,  it  is  England ;  there  she  lies.    . 
Blessings.be  on  you  both  !  one  hope,  one  lot, 
One  life,  one  glory  !     I,  with  many  a  fear 
For  my  dear  country,  many  heartfelt  sighs. 
Among  men  who  do  not  love  her,  linger  here. 

259 
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COMPOSED  NEAR  CALAIS,  ON  THE   ROAD 
LEADING  TO  ARDRES,  AUGUST  7,  1802 

Jones  !  when  from  Calais  southward  you  and  I 

Went  pacing  side  by  side,  this  public  way 

Streamed  with  the  pomp  of  a  too-credulous  day. 

When  faith  was  pledged  to  new-born  liberty : 

A  homeless  sound  of  joy  was  in  the  sky : 

From  hour  to  hour  the  antiquated  earth 

Beat  like  the  heart  of  man  :  songs,  garlands,  mirth, 

Banners,  and  happy  faces,  far  and  nigh ! 

And  now,  sole  register  that  these  things  were. 

Two  solitary  greetings  have  I  heard, 

"  Good  morrow^  citizen  !^^  2i  hollow  word. 

As  if  a  dead  man  spake  it !     Yet  despair 

Touches  me  not,  though  pensive  as  a  bird 

Whose  vernal  coverts  winter  hath  laid  bare. 


1801 

I  GRIEVED  for  Buonapart^  with  a  vain 
And  an  unthinking  grief !     The  tenderest  mood 
Of  that  man's  mind,  what  can  it  be  ?  what  food 
Fed  his  first  hopes?  what  knowledge  could  he  gain ? 
Tis  not  in  battles  that  from  youth  we  train 
The  governor  who  must  be  wise  and  good. 
And  temper  with  the  sternness  of  the  brain 
Thoughts  motherly,  and  meek  as  womanhood. 
Wisdom  doth  live  with  children  round  her  knees : 
Books,  leisure,  perfect  freedom,  and  the  talk 
Man  holds  with  week-day  man  in  the  hourly  walk 
Of  the  mind's  business :  these  are  the  degrees 
By  which  true  sway  doth  mount ;  this  is  the  stalk 
True  power  doth  grow  on ;  and  her  rights  are  these. 
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CALAIS,  AUGUST  15,  1802 

Festivals  have  I  seen  that  were  n8t  names : 
This  is  young  Buonaparte's  natal  day, 
And  his  is  henceforth  an  established  sway, 
Consul  for  life.     With  worship  France  proclaims 
Her  approbation,  and  with  pomps  and  games. 
Heaven  grant  that  other  cities  may  be  gay ! 
Calais  is  not :  and  I  have  bent  my  way 
To  the  sea-coast,  noting  that  each  man  frames 
His  business  as  he  likes.     Far  other  show 
My  youth  here  witnessed,  in  a  prouder  time ; 
The  senselessness  of  joy  was  then  sublime  ! 
Happy  is  he,  who,  caring  not  for  Pope, 
Consul,  or  King,  can  sound  himself  to  know 
The  destiny  of  man,  and  live  in  hope. 


ON  THE  EXTINCTION  OF  THE  VENETIAN 
REPUBLIC 

Once  did  she  hold  the  gorgeous  east  in  fee ; 
■And  was  the  safeguard  of  the  west :  the  worth 
Of  Venice  did  not  fall  below  her  birth, 
Venice,  the  eldest  child  of  liberty. 
She  was  a  maiden  city,  bright  and  free ; 
No  guile  seduced,  no  force  could  violate ; 
And,  when  she  took  unto  herself  a  mate. 
She  must  espouse  the  everlasting  sea. 
And  what  if  she  had  seen  those  glories  fade, 
Those  titles  vanish,  and  that  strength  decay ; 
Yet  shall  some  tribute  of  regret  be  paid 
When  her  long  life  hath  reached  its  final  day : 
Men  are  we,  and  must  grieve  when  even  the  shade 
Of  that  which  once  was  great  is  passed  away. 
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TO  TOUSSAINT  UOUVERTURE 

ToussAiNT,  the  most  unhappy  man  of  men  ! 
Whether  the  whisthng  rustic  tend  his  plough 
Within  thy  hearing,  or  thy  head  be  now 
Pillowed  in  some  deep  dungeon's  earless  den ; 
O  miserable  chieftain  !  where  and  when 
Wilt  thou  find  patience  !    Yet  die  not ;  do  thou 
Wear  rather  in  thy  bonds  a  cheerful  brow  t 
Though  fallen  thyself,  never  to  rise  again, 
Live,  and  take  comfort.     Thou  hast  left  behind 
Powers  that  will  work  for  thee ;  air,  earth,  and  skies ; 
There's  not  a  breathing  of  the  common  wind 
That  will  forget  thee ;  thou  hast  great  allies ; 
Thy  friends  are  exultations,  agonies. 
And  love,  and  man's  unconquerable  mind. 


SEPTEMBER  i,  1802 

Among  the  capricious  acts  of  tyranny  that  disgraced  those 
times,  was  the  chasing  of  all  negroes  from  France  by  decree  of 
the  Government :  we  had  a  ffeUow-passenger  who  was  one  of  the 
expelled. 

We  had  a  female  passenger  who  came 
From  Calais  with  us,  spotless  in  array, 
A  white-robed  negro,  like  a  lady  gay, 
Yet  downcast  as  a  woman  fearing  blame ; 
Meek,  destitute,  as  seemed,  of  hope  or  aim 
She  sate,  from  notice  turning  not  away, 
But  on  all  proffered  intercourse  did  lay 
A  weight  of  languid  speech,  or  to  the  same 
No  sign  of  answer  made  by  word  or  face : 
Yet  still  her  eyes  retained  their  tropic  fire, 
That,  burning  independent  of  the  mind, 
Joined  with  the  lustre  of  her  rich  attire 
To  mock  the  outcast.     O  ye  Heavens,  be  kind  I 
And  feel,  thou  earth,  for  this  afflicted  race ! 
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COMPOSED  IN  THE  VALLEY  NEAR  DOVER, 
ON  THE  DAY  OF  LANDING 

Here,  on  our  native  soil,  we  breathe  once  more. 
The  cock  that  crows,  the  smoke  that  curls,  that  sound 
Of  bells ;  those  boys  who  in  yon  meadow-ground 
In  white-sleeved  shirts  are  playing ;  and  the  roar 
Of  the  waves  breaking  on  the  chalky  shore : 
All,  all  are  English.     Oft  have  I  looked  round 
With  joy  in  Kent's  green  vales  ;  but  never  found 
Myself  so  satisfied  in  heart  before. 
Europe  is  yet  in  bonds ;  but  let  that  pass, 
Thought  for  another  moment.     Thou  art  free, 
My  country  !  and  'tis  joy  enough  and  pride 
For  one  hour's  perfect  bliss,  to  tread  the  grass 
Of  England  once  again,  and  hear  and  see, 
With  such  a  dear  companion  at  my  side. 


SEPTEMBER,  1802.     NEAR  DOVER 

Inland,  within  a  hollow  vale,  I  stood ; . 

And  saw,  while  sea  was  calm  and  air  was  clear. 

The  coast  of  France,  the  coast  of  France  how  near ! 

Drawn  almost  into  frightful  neighbourhood. 

I  shrunk ;  for  verily  the  barrier  flood 

Was  like  a  lake,  or  river  bright  and  fair, 

A  span  of  waters  ;  yet  what  power  is  there ! 

What  mightiness  for  evil  and  for  good  ! 

Even  so  doth  God  protect  us  if  we  be 

Virtuous  and  wise,  winds  blow,  and  waters  roll. 

Strength  to  the  brave,  and  power,  and  Deity ; 

Yet  in  themselves  are  nothing  !    One  decree 

Spake  laws  to  f^m,  and  said,  that  by  the  soul 

Alone,  the  nations  shall  be  great  and  free. 
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THOUGHT  OF  A  BRITON  ON  THE  SUB- 
JUGATION OF  SWITZERLAND 

Two  voices  are  there ;  one  is  of  the  sea, 

One  of  the  mountains ;  each  a  mighty  voice : 

In  both  from  age  tD  age  thou  didst  rejoice, 

They  were  thy  chosen  music.  Liberty ! 

There  came  a  tyrant,  and  with  holy  glee 

Thou  fought'st  against  him ;  but  hast  vainly  striven  : 

Thou  from  thy  Alpine  holds  at  length  art  (h-iven, 

Where  not  a  torrent  murmurs  heard  by  thee. 

Of  one  deep  bliss  thine  ear  hath  been  bereft : 

Then  cleave,  O  cleave  to  that  which  still  is  left ; 

For,  high-souled  maid,  what  sorrow  would  it  be 

That  mountain  floods  should  thunder  as  before, 

And  ocean  bellow  from  his  rocky  shore. 

And  neither  awful  voice  be  heard  by  thee ! 


WRITTEN  IN  LONDON,  SEPTEMBER,  1802 

O  Friend  !  I  know  not  which  way  I  must  look 
For  comfort,  being,  as  I  am,  opprest, 
To  think  that  now  our  life  is  only  drest 
For  show ;  mean  handy-work  of  craftsman,  cook. 
Or  groom  !     We  must  run  glittering  like  a  brook 
In  the  open  sunshine,  or  we  are  unblest : 
The  wealthiest  man  among  us  is  the  best : 
No  grandeur  now  in  nature  or  in  book 
Delights  us.     Rapine,  avarice,  expense. 
This  is  idolatry ;  and  these  we  adore : 
Plain  living  ^nd  high  thinking  are  no  more : 
The  homely  beauty  of  the  good  old  cause 
Is  gone ;  our  peace,  our  fearful  innocence, 
And  pure  religion  breathing  household  laws, 
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Milton  !  thou  shouldst  be  living  at  this  hour : 

England  hath  need  of  thee  :  she  is  a  fen 

Of  stagnant  waters :  altar,  sword,  and  pen, 

Fireside,  the  heroic  wealth  of  hall  and  bower, 

Have  forfeited  their  ancient  English  dower 

Of  inward  happiness.     We  are  selfish  men ; 

Oh  !  raise  us  up,  return  to  us  again ; 

And  give  us  manners,  virtue,  freedom,  power. 

Thy  soul  was  like  a  star,  and  dwelt  apart ; 

Thou  hadst  a  voice  whose  sound  was  like  the  sea : 

Pure  as  the  naked  heavens,  majestic,  free, 

So  didst  thou  travel  on  life's  common  way, 

In  cheerful  godliness ;  and  yet  thy  heart 

The  lowliest  duties  on  herself  did  lay. 


GREAT  MEN  HAVE  BEEN  AMONG  US; 
HANDS  THAT  PENNED" 

Great  men  have  been  among  us ;  hands  that  penned 

And  tongues  that  uttered  wisdom,  better  none : 

The  later  Sidney,  Marvel,  Harrington, 

Young  Vane,  and  others  who  called  Milton  friend. 

These  moralists  could  act  and  comprehend*: 

They  knew  how  genuine  glory  was  put  on ; 

Taught  us  how  rightfully  a  nation  shone 

In  splendour :  what  strength  was,  that  would  not  bend 

But  in  magnanimous  meekness.     France,  'tis  strange. 

Hath  brought  forth  no  such  souls  as  we  had  then. 

Perpetual  emptiness  1  unceasing  change  ! 

No  single  volume  paramount,  no  code, 

No  master  spirit,  no  determined  road ; 

But  equally  a  want  of  books  and  men ! 

K  2 
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"IT  IS  NOT  TO  BE  THOUGHT  OF  THAT 
THE  FLOOD" 

It  is  not  to  be  thought  of  that  the  flood 
Of  British  freedom,  which,  to  the  open  sea 
Of  the  world's  praise,  from  dark  antiquity 
Hath  flowed,  "  with  pomp  of  waters,  unwithstood," 
Roused  though  it  be  full  often  to  a  mood 
Which  spurns  the  check  of  salutary  bands, 
That  this  most  famous  stream  in  bogs  and  sands 
Should  perish ;  and  to  evil  and  to  good 
Be  lost  for  ever.     In  our  halls  is  hung 
Armoury  of  the  invincible  knights  of  old : 
We  must  be  free  or  die,  who  speak  the  tongue 
That  Shakspeare  spake ;  the  faith  and  morals  hold 
Which  Milton  held.     In  every  thing  we  are  sprung 
Of  earth's  first  blood,  have  titles  manifold. 


"WHEN  I  HAVE  BORNE  IN  MEMORY 
WHAT  HAS  TAMED" 

When  I  have  borne  in  memory  what  has  tamed 

Great  nations,  how  ennobling  thoughts  depart 

When  men  change  swords  for  ledgers,  and  desert 

The  student's  bower  for  gold,  some  fears  unnamed 

I  had,  my  country,  am  I  to  be  blamed  ? 

Now,  when  I  think  of  thee,  and  what  thou  art, 

Verily,  in  the  bottom  of  my  heart, 

Of  those  unfilial  fears  I  am  ashamed. 

For  dearly  must  we  prize  thee ;  we  who  find 

In  thee  a  bulwark  for  the  cause  of  men ; 

And  I  by  my  affection  was  beguiled : 

What  wonder  if  a  poet  now  and  then, 

Among  the  many  movements  of  his  mind. 

Felt  for  thee  as  a  lover  or  a  child ! 
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Shout,  for  a  mighty  victory  is  won  ! 

On  British  ground  the  invaders  are  laid  low ; 

The  breath  of  Heaven  has  drifted  them  like  snow. 

And  left  them  lying  in  the  silent  sun, 

Never  to  rise  again  !     The  work  is  done, 

Come  forth,  ye  old  men,  now  in  peaceful  show 

And  greet  your  sons  !  drums  beat  and  trumpets  blow ! 

Make  merry,  wives !  ye  little  children,  stun 

Your  grandame's  ears  with  transport  of  your  noise  ! 

Clap,  infants,  clap  your  hands  !    Divine  must  be 

That  triumph,  when  the  very  worst,  the  pain. 

And  even  the  prospect  of  our  brethren  slain, 

Hath  something  in  it  which  the  heart  enjoys : 

In  glory  will  they  sleep  and  endless  sanctity. 


PART    II 

ON  A  CELEBRATED   EVENT   IN  ANCIENT 
HISTORY 

A  Roman  master  stands  on  Grecian  ground. 

And  to  the  people  at  the  Isthmian  games 

Assembled,  he,  by  a  herald's  voice,  proclaims 

The  Liberty  of  Greece  :  the  words  rebound 

Until  all  voices  in  one  voice  are  drowned ; 

Glad  acclamation  by  which  air  was  rent ! 

And  birds,  high  flying  in  the  element. 

Dropped  to  the  earth,. astonished  at  the  sound ! 

Yet  were  the  thoughtful  grieved ;  and  still  that  voice 

Haunts,  with  sad  echoes,  musing  fancy's  ear : 

Ah !  that  a  conqueror's  words  should  be  so  dear : 

Ah !  that  a  boon  could  shed  such  rapturous  joys ! 

A  gift  of  that  which  is  not  to  be  given 

By  all  the  blended  powers  of  earth  and  heaven. 
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TO  THOMAS  CLARKSON,  ON  THE  FINAL 
PASSING  OF  THE  BILL  FOR  THE  ABOLI- 
TION OF  THE  SLAVE  TRADE.  MARCH, 
1807. 

Clarkson  !  it  was  an  obstinate  hill  to  climb : 
How  toilsome,  nay  how  dire,  it  was,  by  thee 
Is  known;  by  none,  perhaps,  so  feelingly: 
But  thou,  who,  starting  in  thy  fervent  prime, 
Didst  first  lead  forth  that  enterprise  sublime. 
Hast  heard  the  constant  voice  its  charge  repeat, 
Which,  out  of  thy  young  heart's  oracular  seat, 
First  roused  thee.     O  true  yoke-fellow  of  time, 
Duty's  intrepid  liegeman,  see,  the  palm 
Is  won,  and  by  all  nations  shall  be  worn ! 
The  blood-stained  writing  is  for  ever  torn ; 
And  thou  henceforth  wilt  have  a  good  man's  calm, 
A  great  man's  happiness ;  thy  zeal  shall  find 
Repose  at  length,  firm  friend  of  human  kind  ! 

COMPOSED  BY  THE  SIDE  OF  GRASMERE 
LAKE 

Clouds,  lingering  yet,  extend  in  solid  bars 

Through  the  grey  west ;  and  lo !  these  waters,  steeled 

By  breezeless  air  to  smoothest  polish,  yield 

A  bright  reduplication  of  the  stars ; 

Jove,  Venus,  and  the  ruddy  crest  of  Mars 

Amid  his  fellows  beauteously  revealed 

At  happy  distance  from  earth's  groaning  field, 

Where  ruthless  mortals  wage  incessant  wars. 

Is  it  a  mirror  ?  or  the  nether  sphere 

Opening  to  view  the  abyss  in  which  she  feeds 

Her  own  calm  fires  ?     But  list !  a  voice  is  near ; 

Great  Pan  himself  low-whispering  through  the  reeds 

"  Be  thankful,  thou ;  for,  if  unholy  deeds 

Ravage  the  world,  tranquillity  is  here  ! " 
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The  land  we  from  our  fathers  had  in  trust, 

And  to  our  children  will  transmit,  or  die ; 

This  is  our  maxim,  this  our  piety ; 

And  God  and  Nature  say  that  it  is  just. 

That  which  we  would  perform  in  arms,  we  must ! 

We  read  the  dictate  in  the  infantas  eye ; 

In  the  wife's  smile  \  and  in  the  placid  sky ; 

And,  at  our  feet,  amid  the  silent  dust 

Of  them  that  were  before  us.     Sing  aloud 

Old  songs,  the  precious  music  of  the  heart ! 

Give,  herds  and  flocks,  your  voices  to  the  wind ! 

While  we  go  forth,  a  self-devoted  crowd. 

With  weapons  grasped  in  fearless  hands,  to  assert 

Our  virtue,  and  to  vindicate  mankind. 


"CALL  NOT  THE  ROYAL  SWEDE 
UNFORTUNATE  " 

Call  not  the  royal  Swede  unfortunate, 

Who  never  did  to  fortune  bend  the  knee ; 

Who  slighted  fear ;  rejected  steadfastly 

Temptation ;  and  whose  kingly  name  and  state 

Have  "  perished  by  his  choice,  and  not  his  fate  ! " 

Hence  lives  he,  to  his  inner  self  endeared ; 

And  hence,  wherever  virtue  is  revered, 

He  sits  a  more  exalted  potentate. 

Throned   in   the    hearts   of  men.      Should  Heaven 

ordain 
That  this  great  servant  of  a  righteous  cause 
Must  still  have  sad  or  vexing  thoughts  to  endure, 
Yet  may  a  sympathising  spirit  pause, 
Admonished  by  these  truths,  and  quench  all  pain 
In  thankful  joy  and  gratulation  pure. 


270  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

"AVAUNT  ALL  SPECIOUS  PLIANCY  OF 
MIND  " 

AvAUNT  all  specious  pliancy  of  mind 

In  men  of  low  degree,  all  smooth  pretence  ! 

I  better  like  a  blunt  indifference, 

And  self-respecting  slowness,  disinclined 

To  win  me  at  first  sight :  and  be  there  joined 

Patience  and  temperance  with  this  high  reserve, 

Honour  that  knows  the  path  and  will  not  swerve ; 

Affections  which,  if  put  to  proof,  are  kind ; 

And  piety  towards  God.     Such  men  of  old 

Were    England's    native    growth ;    and    throughout 

Spain 
Forests  of  such  do  at  this  day  remain : 
Then  for  that  country  let  our  hopes  be  bold ; 
For  matched  with  these  shall  policy  prove  vain, 
Her  arts,  her  strength,  her  iron,  and  her  gold. 


THE  FRENCH  ARMY  IN  RUSSIA 

Ye  Storms,  resound  the  praises  of  your  King ! 

And  ye  mild  seasons,  in  a  sunny  clime, 

Midway  on  some  high  hill,  while  father  Time 

Looks  on  delighted,  meet  in  festal  ring, 

And  loud  and  long  of  winter's  triumph  sing  ! 

Sing  ye,    with    blossoms    crowned,    and    fruits,    and 

flowers. 
Of  Winter's  breath  surcharged  with  sleety  showers, 
And  the  dire  flapping  of  his  hoary  wing ! 
Knit  the  blithe  dance  upon  the  soft  green  grass ; 
With  feet,  hands,  eyes,  looks,  lips,  report  your  gain  ; 
Whisper  it  to  the  billows  of  the  main, 
And  to  the  aerial  zephyrs  as  they  pass. 
That  old  decrepit  winter  He  hath  slain 
That  host,  which  rendered  all  your  bounties  vain ! 
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Now  that  all  hearts  are  glad,  all  faces  bright, 

Our  aged  sovereign  sits,  to  the  ebb  and  flow 

Of  states  and  kingdoms,  to  their  joy  or  woe, 

Insensible.     He  sits  deprived  of  sight, 

And  lamentably  wrapped  in  twofold  night, 

^Vhom  no  weak  hopes  deceived ;  whose  mind  ensued, 

Through  perilous  war,  with  regal  fortitude, 

Peace  that  should  claim  respect  from  lawless  might. 

Dread  King  of  Kings,  vouchsafe  a  ray  divine 

To  his  forlorn  condition  !  let  thy  grace 

Upon  his  inmost  soul  in  mercy  shine ; 

Permit  his  heart  to  kindle,  and  embrace 

(Though  it  were  only  for  a  moment's  space) 

The  triumphs  of  this  hour ;  for  they  are  thine  ! 


MEMORIALS  OF  A  TOUR  ON 
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DEDICATION 

(SENT  WITH  THESE  POEMS,  IN  MS..  TO ). 

Deak  Fellow-travellers  !  think  not  that  the  muse, 

To  you  presenting  these  memorial  lays, 

Can  hope  the  general  eye  thereon  would  gaze. 

As  on  a  mirror  that  gives  back  the  hues 

Of  living  Nature  ;  no,  though  free  to  choose 

The  greenest  bowers,  the  most  inviting  ways, 

The  fairest  landscapes  and  the  brightest  days, 

Her  skill  she  tried  with  less  ambitious  views. 

For  you  she  wrought :  ye  only  can  supply 

The  life,  the  truth,  the  beauty :  she  confides 

In  that  enjojrment  which  with  you  abides, 

Trusts  to  your  love  and  vivid  memory  : 

Thus  far  contented,  that  for  you  her  verse 

Shall  lack  not  power  the  "  meeting  soul  to  pierce  !  " 

W.  Wordsworth. 
RvDAL  Mount,  Nov.^  xSzi. 
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FISH-WOMEN.     ON   LANDING  AT  CALAIS 

Tis  said,  fantastic  ocean  doth  enfold 
The  Hkeness  of  whatever  on  land  is  seen ; 
But  if  the  Nereid  sisters  and  their  queen, 
Above  whose  head  the  tide  so  long  hath  rolled, 
The  dames  resemble  whom  we  here  behold. 
How  fearful  were  it  down  through  opening  waves 
To  sink,  and  meet  them  in  their  fretted  caves. 
Withered,  grotesque,  immeasurably  old. 
And  shrill  and  fierce  in  accent  I     Fear  it  not : 
For  they  earth's  fairest  daughters  do  excel ; 
Pure  undecaying  beauty  is  their  lot ; 
Their  voices  into  liquid  music  swell, 
Thrilling  each  pearly  cleft  and  sparry  grot, 
The  undisturbed  abodes  where  sea-nymphs  dwell ! 


BRUGES 

Brug4:s  I  saw  attired  with  golden  light 
(Streamed  from  the  west)  as  with  a  robe  of  power : 
The  splendour  fled ;  and  now  the  sunless  hour. 
That,  slowly  making  way  for  peaceful  night, 
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Best  suits  with  fallen  grandeur,  to  my  sight 

Offers  the  beauty,  the  magnificence, 

And  all  the  graces  left  her  for  defence 

Against  the  injuries  of  time,  the  spite 

Of  fortune,  and  the  desolating  storms 

Of  future  war.     Advance  not,  spare  to  hide, 

O  gentle  power  of  darkness  !  these  mild  hues  ; 

Obscure  not  yet  these  silent  avenues 

Of  stateliest  architecture,  where  the  forms 

Of  nun-like  females,  with  soft  motion,  glide  ! 


BRUGfeS 

The  spirit  of  Antiquity,  enshrined 

In  sumptuous  buildings,  vocal  in  sweet  song, 

In  picture,  speaking  with  heroic  tongue. 

And  with  devout  solemnities  entwined. 

Mounts  to  the  seat  of  grace  within  the  mind : 

Hence  forms  that  glide  with  swan-like  ease  along. 

Hence  motions,  even  amid  the  vulgar  throng, 

To  an  harmonious  decency  confined : 

As  if  the  streets  were  consecrated  ground, 

The  city  one  vast  temple,  dedicate 

To  mutual  respect  in  thought  and  deed ; 

To  leisure,  to  forbearances  sedate ; 

To  social  cares  from  jarring  passions  freed  ; 

A  deeper  peace  than  that  in  deserts  found ! 


INCIDENT  AT   BRUGES 

In  Bruges  town  is  many  a  street 
Whence  busy  life  hath  fled ; 

Where,  without  hurry,  noiseless  feet 
The  grass-grown  pavement  tread 
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There  heard  we,  halting  in  the  shade 

Flung  from  a  convent-tower, 
A  harp  that  tuneful  prelude  made 

To  a  voice  like  bird  in  bower. 

The  measure,  simple  truth  to  tell, 

Was  fit  for  some  gay  throng ; 
Though  from  the  same  grim  turret  fell 

The  shadow  and  the  song. 
When  silent  were  both  voice  and  chords, 

The  strain  seemed  doubly  dear. 
Yet  sad  as  sweet,  for  English  words 

Had  dropped  upon  the  ear. 

It  was  a  breezy  hour  of  eve ; 

And  pinnacle  and  spire 
Quivered  and  seemed  almost  to  heave. 

Clothed  with  innocuous  fire ; 
But,  where  we  stood,  the  setting  sun 

Showed  little  of  his  state ; 
And,  if  the  glory  reached  the  nun, 

Twas  through  an  iron  grate. 

Not  always  is  the  heart  unwise, 

Nor  pity  idly  born. 
When  even  a  passing  stranger  sighs 

For  them  who  do  not  mourn. 
Sad  is  thy  doom,  self-solaced  dove. 

Captive,  whoe'er  thou  be  ! 
Oh  !  what  is  beauty,  what  is  love, 

And  opening  life  to  thee  ? 

Such  feeling  pressed  upon  my  soul, 

A  feeling  sanctified 
By  one  soft  trickling  tear  that  stole 

From  the  maiden  at  my  side ; 
Less  tribute  could  she  pay  than  this. 

Borne  gaily  o'er  the  sea. 
Fresh  from  the  beauty  and  the  bliss 

Of  English  liberty? 
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AFTER  VISITING  THE   FIELD   OF 
WATERLOO 

A  WINGED  goddess,  clothed  in  vesture  wrought 
Of  rainbow  colours ;  one  whose  port  was  bold, 
Whose  overburthened  hand  could  scarcely  hold 
The  glittering  crowns  and  garlands  which  it  brought- 
Hovered  in  air  above  the  far-famed  spot. 
She  vanished.     All  was  joyless,  blank  and  cold 
Of  wind-swept  corn  that  wide  around  us  rolled 
In  dreary  billows,  from  the  meagre  cot, 
And  monuments  that  soon  must  disappear, 
Meanings  we  craved  that  could  not  then  be  found, 
If  the  wide  prospect  seemed  an  envious  seal 
Of  great  exploits,  we  felt  as  men  should  feel 
With  such  vast  hoards  of  hidden  carnage  near, 
And  horror  breathing  from  the  silent  ground  ! 


BETWEEN   NAMUR  AND   LIEGE 

What  lovelier  home  could  gentle  fancy  choose  ? 
Is  this  the  stream,  whose  cities,  heights,  and  plains, 
War's  favourite  playground,  are  with  crimson  stains 
Familiar,  as  the  morn  with  pearly  dews  ? 
The  morn,  that  now,  along  the  silver  Meuse, 
Spreading  her  peaceful  ensigns,  calls  the  swains 
To  tend  their  silent  boats  and  ringing  wains. 
Or  strip  the  bough  whose  mellow  fruit  bestrews 
The  ripening  corn  beneath  it.     As  mine  eyes 
Turn  from  the  fortified  and  threatening  hill, 
How  sweet  the  prospect  of  yon  watery  glade, 
With  its  gray  rocks  clustering  in  pensive  shade, 
That,  shaped  like  old  monastic  turrets,  rise 
From  the  smooth  meadow-ground,  serene  and  still ! 
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AIX-LA-CHAPELLE 

Was  it  to  disenchant,  and  to  undo, 

That  we  approached  the  seat  of  Charlemaine  ? 

To  sweep  from  many  an  old  romantic  strain 

That  faith  which  no  devotion  may  renew  ! 

Why  does  this  puny  church  present  to  view 

Her  feeble  columns  ?  and  that  scanty  chair ! 

This  sword  that  one  of  our  weak  times  might  wear ! 

Objects  of  false  pretence,  or  meanly  true  ! 

If  from  a  traveller's  fortune  I  might  claim 

A  palpable  memorial  of  that  day, 

Then  would  I  seek  the  Pyrenean  breach 

That  Roland  clove  with  huge  two-handed  sway, 

And  to  the  enormous  labour  left  his  name, 

Where  unremitting  frosts  the  rocky  crescent  bleach. 


IN  THE  CATHEDRAL  AT  COLOGNE 

O  FOR  the  help  of  angels  to  complete 

This  temple,  angels  governed  by  a  plan 

How  gloriously  pursued  by  daring  man. 

Studious  that  He  might  not  disdain  the  seat 

Who  dwells  in  heaven  !     But  that  aspiring  heat 

Hath  failed ;   and  now,  ye  powers !  whose  gorgeous 

wings 
And  splendid  aspect  yon  emblazonings 
But  faintly  picture,  'twere  an  office  meet 
For  you,  on  these  unfinished  shafts  to  try 
The  midnight  virtues  of  your  harmony : 
This  vast  design  might  tempt  you  to  repeat 
Strains  that  call  forth  upon  empyreal  ground 
Immortal  fabrics,  rising  to  the  sound 
Of  penetrating  harps  and  voices  sweet ! 
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IN   A   CARRIAGE,  UPON   THE   BANKS  OF 
THE   RHINE 

Amid  this  dance  of  objects  sadness  steals 

O'er  the  defrauded  heart,  while  sweeping  by 

As  in  a  fit  of  Thespian  jollity, 

Beneath  her  vine-leaf  crown  the  green  earth  reels  : 

Backward,  in  rapid  evanescence,  wheels 

The  venerable  pageantry  of  tinae, 

Each  beetling  rampart,  and  each  tower  sublime, 

And  what  the  dell  unwillingly  reveals 

Of  lurking  cloistral  arch,  through  trees  espied 

Near  the  bright  river's  edge.     Yet  why  repine  ? 

To  muse,  to  creep,  to  halt  at  will,  to  gaze, 

Such  sweet  wayfaring,  of  life's  spring  the  pride. 

Her  summer's  faithful  joy,  that  still  is  mine, 

And  in  fit  measure  cheers  autumnal  days. 

HYMN 

FOR   THE   BOATMEN,    AS   THEY   APPROACH   THE   RAPIDS 
UNDER   THE   CASTLE   OF   HEIDELBERG 

Jesu  !  bless  our  slender  boat. 

By  the  current  swept  along  ; 
Loud  its  threatening?,  let  them  not 

Drown  the  music  of  a  song 
Breathed  thy  mercy  to  implore. 
Where  these  troubled  waters  roar  ! 

Saviour,  in  thy  image,  seen 

Bleeding  on  that  precious  rood ; 

If,  while  through  the  meadows  green 
Gently  wound  the  peaceful  flood, 

We  forgot  thee,  do  not  Thou 

Disregard  thy  suppliants  now  ! 

Hither,  like  yon  ancient  tower 
Watching  o'er  the  river's  bed. 

Fling  the  shadow  of  thy  power, 
Else  we  sleep  among  the  dead ; 
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Thou  who  trod'st  the  billowy  sea, 
Shield  us  in  our  jeopardy ! 

Guide  our  bark  among  the  waves; 

Through  the  rocks  our  passage  smooth  ; 
Where  the  whirlpool  frets  and  raves 

Let  Thy  love  its  anger  soothe : 
All  our  hope  is  placed  in  Thee ; 
Miserere  Domine  ! 


THE  SOURCE  OF  THE  DANUBE 

Not,  like  his  great  compeers,  indignantly 

Doth  Danube  spring  to  light !    The  wandering  stream 

(Who  loves  the  cross,  yet  to  the  crescent's  gleam 

Unfolds  a  willing  breast)  with  infant  glee 

Slips  from  his  prison  walls :  and  fancy,  free 

To  follow  in  his  track  of  silver  light, 

Mounts  on  rapt  wing,  and  with  a  moment's  flight 

Hath  reached  the  encincture  of  that  gloomy  sea 

Whose  waves  the  Orphean  lyre  forbade  to  meet 

In  conflict ;  whose  rough  winds  forgot  their  jars 

To  waft  the  heroic  progeny  of  Greece ; 

When  the  first  ship  sailed  for  the  Golden  Fleece — 

Argo — exalted  for  that  daring  feat 

To  fix  in  heaven  her  shape  distinct  with  stars. 


ON   APPROACHING  THE   STAUB-BACH, 
LAUTERBRUNNEN 

Uttered  by  whom,  or  how  inspired,  designed 
For  what  strange  service,  does  this  concert  reach 
Our  ears,  and  near  the  dwellings  of  mankind  ! 
'Mid  fields  familiarised  to  human  speech  ? 
No  mermaid  warbles,  to  allay  the  wind, 
Driving  some  vessel  toward  a  dangerous  beach. 
More  thrilling  melodies  !  no  caverned  witch 
To  chant  a  love-spell,  ever  intertwined 
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Notes  shrill  and  wild  with  art  more  musical : 

Alas  !  that  from  the  lips,  of  abject  want 

Or  idleness  in  tatters  mendicant 

The  strain  should  flow,  free  fancy  to  enthral, 

And  with  regret  and  useless  pity  haunt 

This  bold,  this  bright,  this  sky-born,  waterfall  ! 


THE   FALL  OF  THE  AAR,  HANDEC 

From  the  fierce  aspect  of  this  river,  throwing 

His  giant  body  o'er  the  steep  rock's  brink, 

Back  in  astonishment  and  fear  we  shrink : 

But,  gradually  a  calmer  look  bestowing, 

Flowers  we  espy  beside  the  torrent  growing ; 

Flowers  that  peep  forth  from  many  a  cleft  and  chink. 

And,  from  the  whirlwind  of  his  anger,  drink 

Hues  ever  fresh,  in  rocky  fortress  blowing : 

They  suck  from  breath  that,  threatening  to  destroy 

Is  more  benignant  than  the  dewy  eve, 

Beauty,  and  life,  and  motions  as  of  joy : 

Nor  doubt  but  He  to  whom  yon  pine-trees  nod 

Their  heads  in  sign  of  worship.  Nature's  God, 

These  humbler  adorations  will  receive. 


MEMORIAL 

NEAR   THE   OUTLET    OF   THE   LAKE   OF   THUN 

"DEM 

ANDENKEN 

MEINES  FREUNDES 

ALOYS  REDING 

MDCCCXVIII" 

Aloys  Reding,  it  will  be  remembered,  was  captain -general  of 
the  Swiss  forces,  which,  with  a  courage  and  perseverance  worthy 
of  the  cause,  opposed  the  flagitious  and  too  successful  attempt  of 
Buonaparte  to  subjugate  their  country. 

Around  a  wild  and  woody  hill 
A  gravelled  pathway  treading, 
We  reach  a  votive  stone  that  bears 
The  name  of  Aloys  Reding. 
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Well  judged  the  friend  who  placed  it  there 
For  silence  and  protection ; 
And  haply  with  a  finer  care 
Of  dutiful  affection. 

The  sun  regards  it  from  the  west ; 
And,  while  in  summer  glory 
He  sets,  his  sinking  yields  a  type 
Of  that  pathetic  story : 

And  oft  he  tempts  the  patriot  Swiss 
Amid  the  grove  to  linger ; 
Till  all  is  dim,  save  this  bright  stone 
Touched  by  his  golden  finger. 


COMPOSED  IN   ONE  OF  THE   CATHOLIC 
CANTONS 

Doomed  as  we  are  our  native  dust 
To  wet  with  many  a  bitter  shower, 
It  ill  befits  us  to  disdain 
The  altar,  to  deride  the  fane, 
Where  simple  sufferers  bend,  in  trust 
To  win  a  happier  hour. 

I  love,  where  spreads  the  village  lawn, 
Upon  some  knee-worn  cell  to  gaze : 
Hail  to  the  firm  unmoving  cross. 
Aloft,  where  pines  their  branches  toss ! 
And  to  the  chapel  far  withdrawn. 
That  lurks  by  lonely  ways ! 

Where'er  we  roam,  along  the  brink 
Of  Rhine,  or  by  the  sweeping  Po, 
Through  Alpine  vale,  or  champaign  wide, 
Whatever  we  look  on,  at  our  side 
Be  Charity  !  to  bid  us  think, 
And  feel,  if  we  would  know. 
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AFTER-THOUGHT 

Oh  Life  !  without  thy  chequered  scene 
Of  right  and  wrong,  of  weal  and  woe, 
Success  and  failure,  could  a  ground 
For  magnanimity  be  found ; 
For  faith,  'mid  ruined  hopes,  serene  ? 
Or  whence  could  virtue  flow? 

Pain  entered  through  a  ghastly  breach — 
Nor  while  sin  lasts  must  effort  cease ; 
Heaven  upon  earth  's  an  empty  boast ; 
But,  for  the  bowers  of  Eden  lost, 
Mercy  has  placed  within  our  reach 
A  portion  of  God's  peace. 


SCENE   ON   THE   LAKE  OF  BRIENTZ 

"  What  know  we  of  the  blest  above 

But  that  they  sing  and  that  they  love  ?  " 

Yet,  if  they  ever  did  inspire 

A  mortal  hymn,  or  shaped  the  choir, 

Now,  where  those  harvest-damsels  float 

Homeward  in  their  rugged  boat, 

(While  all  the  ruffling  winds  are  fled, 

Each  slumbering  on  some  mountain's  head), 

Now,  surely,  hath  that  gracious  aid 

Been  felt,  that  influence  is  displayed. 

Pupils  of  Heaven,  in  order  stand 

The  rustic  maidens,  every  hand 

Upon  a  sister's  shoulder  laid, 

To  chant,  as  glides  the  boat  along, 

A  simple,  but  a  touching,  song ; 

To  chant,  as  angels  do  above, 

The  melodies  of  peace  in  love ! 
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ENGELBERG,  THE   HILL  OF  ANGELS 

For  gentlest  uses,  oft-times  Nature  takes 
The  work  of  fancy  from  her  willing  hands  ; 
And  such  a  beautiful  creation  makes 
As  renders  needless  spells  and  magic  wands, 
And  for  the  boldest  tale  belief  commands. 
When  first  mine  eyes  beheld  that  famous  hill 
The  sacred  Engelberg,  celestial  bands, 
With  intermingling  motions  soft  and  still, 
Hung  round  its  top,  on  wings  that  changed  their  hues 
at  will 

Clouds  do  not  name  those  visitants ;  they  were 

The  very  angels  whose  authentic  lays. 

Sung  from  that  heavenly  ground  in  middle  air. 

Made  known  the  spot  where  piety  should  raise 

A  holy  structure  to  the  Almighty's  praise. 

Resplendent  apparition  !  if  in  vain 

My  ears  did  listen,  'twas  enough  to  gaze ; 

And  watch  the  slow  departure  of  the  train. 

Whose  skirts  the  glowing  mountain  thirsted  to  detain. 


OUR   LADY  OF  THE  SNOW 

Meek  virgin  mother,  more  benign 
Than  fairest  star,  upon  the  height 
Of  thy  own  mountain,  ^  set  to  keep 
Lone  vigils  through  the  hours  of  sleep, 
What  eye  can  look  upon  thy  shrine 
Untroubled  at  the  sight  ? 

^  Mount  Righi. 
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These  crowded  offerings  as  they  hang 
In  sign  of  misery  relieved, 
Even  these,  without  intent  of  theirs, 
Report  of  comfortless  despairs, 
Of  many  a  deep  and  cureless  pang 
And  confidence  deceived. 

To  thee,  in  this  aerial  cleft, 
As  to  a  common  centre,  tend 
All  sufferers  that  no  more  rely 
On  mortal  succour,  all  who  sigh 
And  pine,  of  human  hope  bereft, 
Nor  wish  for  earthly  friend. 

And  hence,  O  virgin  mother  mild ! 
Though  plenteous  flowers  around  thee  blow, 
Not  only  from  the  dreary  strife 
Of  winter,  but  the  storms  of  life. 
Thee  have  thy  votaries  aptly  styled. 
Our  Lady  of  the  Snow. 

Even  for  the  man  who  stops  not  here. 

But  down  the  irriguous  valley  hies. 

Thy  very  name,  O  Lady  !  flings. 

O'er  blooming  fields  and  gushing  springs 

A  tender  sense  of  shadowy  fear. 

And  chastening  sympathies  ! 

Nor  falls  that  intermingling  shade 
To  summer-gladsomeness  unkind : 
It  chastens  only  to  requite 
With  gleams  of  fresher,  purer,  light ; 
While,  o'er  the  flower-enamelled  glade, 
More  sweetly  breathes  the  wind. 

But  on  !  a  tempting  downward  way, 
A  verdant  path  before  us  lies ; 
Clear  shines  the  glorious  sun  above ; 
Then  give  free  course  to  joy  and  love, 
Deeming  "  the  evil  of  the  day 
Sufficient  for  the  wise." 
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EFFUSION, 

IN   PRESENCE   OF   THE    PAINTED   TOWER   OF  TELL, 
AT    ALTORF. 

This  tower  stands  upon  the  spot  where  grew  the  linden  tree 
against  which  his  son  is  said  to  have  been  placed,  when  the 
father's  archei^  was  put  to  proof  under  circumstances  so  famous 
in  Swiss  story. 

What  though  the  Italian  pencil  wrought  not  here, 
Nor  such  fine  skill  as  did  the  meed  bestow 
On  Marathonian  valour,  yet  the  tear 
Springs  forth  in  presence  of  this  gaudy  show, 
While  narrow  cares  their  limits  overflow. 
Thrice  happy,  burghers,  peasants,  warriors  old, 
Infants  in  arms,  and  ye,  that  as  ye  go 
Homeward  or  schoolward,  ape  what  ye  behold ; 
Heroes  before  your  time,  in  frolic  fancy  bold ! 

And  when  that  calm  spectatress  from  on  high 

Looks  down,  the  bright  and  solitary  moon. 

Who  never  gazes  but  to  beautify ; 

And  snow-fed  torrents,  which  the  blaze  of  noon 

Roused  into  fury,  murmur  a  soft  tune 

That  fosters  peace,  and  gentleness  recalls ; 

Then  might  the  passing  monk  receive  a  boon 

Of  saintly  pleasure  from  these  pictured  walls. 

While  on  the  warlike  groups  the  mellowing  lustre  falls. 

How  blest  the  souls  who  when  their  trials  come 
Yield  not  to  terror  or  despondency. 
But  face  like  that  sweet  boy  their  mortal  doom, 
Whose  head  the  ruddy  apple  tops,  while  he 
Expectant  stands  beneath  the  linden  tree : 
He  quakes  not  like  the  timid  forest  game, 
But  smiles,  the  hesitating  shaft. to  free ; 
Assured  that  Heaven  its  justice  will  proclaim, 
And  to  his  father  give  its  own  unerring  aim. 
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THE  TOWN  OF  SCHWYTZ 

By  antique  fancy  trimmed,  though  lowly  bred 

To  dignity,  in  thee,  O  Schwytz  !  are  seen 

The  genuine  features  of  the  golden  mean ; 

Equality  by  prudence  governed. 

Or  jealous  Nature  ruling  in  her  stead ; 

And,  therefore,  art  thou  blest  with  peace,  serene 

As  that  of  the  sweet  fields  and  meadows  green 

In  unambitious  compass  round  thee  spread. 

Majestic  Berne,  high  on  her  guardian  steep. 

Holding  a  central  station  of  command, 

Might  well  be  styled  this  noble  body's  head  ; 

Thou,  lodged  'mid  mountainous  entrenchments  deep, 

Its  HEART ;  and  ever  may  the  heroic  land 

Thy  name,  O  Schwytz,  in  happy  freedom  keep ! ' 


ON  HEARING  THE  "RANZ  DES  VACHES" 
ON  THE  TOP  OF  THE  PASS  OF  ST 
GOTHARD. 

I  LISTEN,  but  no  faculty  of  mine 

Avails  those  modulations  to  detect, 

Which,  heard  in  foreign  lands,  the  Swiss  affect 

With  tenderest  passion  ;  leaving  him  to  pine 

(So  fame  reports)  and  die,  his  sweet-breathed  kine 

Remembering,  and  green  Alpine  pastures  decked 

With  vernal  flowers.-    Yet  may  we  not  reject 

The  tale  as  fabulous.     Here  while  I  recline. 

Mindful  how  others  by  this  simple  strain 

Are  moved ;  for  me,  upon  this  mountain  named 

Of  God  himself  from  dread  pre-eminence. 

Aspiring  thoughts,  by  memory  reclaimed, 

Yield  to  the  music's  touching  influence ; 

And  joys  of  distant  home  my  heart  enchain. 

*  Nearly  500  years  (says  Ebel,  speaking  of  the  French  invasion) 
had  elapsed,  when,  for  the  first  time,  foreign  soldiers  were  seen 
upon  the  frontiers  of  this  small  canton,  to  impose  upon  it  the  laws 
of  their  governors. 
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FORT  FUENTES 

The  ruins  of  Fort  Fuentes  form  the  crest  of  a  rocky  eminence 
that  rises  from  the  plain  at  the  head  of  the  lake  of  Como,  com- 
manding views  up  the  Valteline,  and  toward  the  town  of  Chiavenna. 
The  prospect  in  the  latter  direction  is  characterised  by  melancholy 
sublimity.  We  rejoiced  at  being  favoured  with  a  distinct  view  of 
those  Alpine  heights  ;  not,  as  we  had  expected  from  the  break- 
ing up  of  the  storm,  steeped  in  celestial  glory,  yet  in  communion 
with  clouds  floating  or  stationary — scatterings  from  heaven.  The 
ruin  is  interesting  both  in  mass  and  in  detail.  An  inscription, 
upon  elaborately-sculptured  marble  lying  on  the  ground,  records 
that  the  fort  had  been  erected  by  Count  Fuentes  in  the  year  1600, 
during  the  reign  of  Philip  the  Third  ;  and  the  chapel,  about  twenty 
years  after,  by  one  of  his  descendants.  Marble  pillars  of  gateways 
are  yet  standing,  and  a  considerable  part  of  the  chapel  walls  :  a 
smooth  green  turf  has  taken  place  of  the  pavement,  and  we  could 
see  no  trace  of  altar  or  image  ;  but  everywhere  something  to 
remind  one  of  former  splendour,  and  of  devastation  and  tumult. 
In  our  ascent  we  had  passed  abundance  of  wild  vines  intermingled 
with  bushes  :  near  the  ruins  were  some  ill  tended,  but  growing 
willingly ;  and  rock,  turf,  and  fragments  of  the  pile,  are  alike 
covered  or  adorned  with  a  variety  of  flowers,  among  which  the 
rose-coloured  pink  was  growing  in  great  beauty.  While  descend- 
ing, we  discovered  on  the  ground,  apart  from  the  path,  and  at  a 
considerable  distance  from  the  ruined  chapel,  a  statue  of  a  child 
in  pure  white  marble,  uninjured  by  the  explosion  that  had  driven 
it  so  far  down  the  hill.  "  How  little,"  we  exclaimed,  "are  these 
things  valued  here  !  Could  we  but  transport  this  pretty  Image  to 
our  own  garden  ! " — Yet  it  seemed  it  would  have  been  a  pity  any 
one  should  remove  it  from  its  couch  in  the  wilderness,  which  may 
be  its  own  for  hundreds  of  years. — Extract  from  Journal. 

Dread  hour!  when,  upheaved  by  war's  sulphurous 
blast, 
This  sweet-visaged  cherub  of  Parian  stone 
So  far  from  the  holy  enclosure  was  cast. 
To  couch  in  this  thicket  of  brambles  alone, 
ff 

To  rest  where  the  lizard  may  bask  in  the  palm 
Of  his  half-open  hand  pure  from  blemish  or  speck ; 

And  the  green,  gilded  snake,  without  troubling  the 
calm 
Of  the  beautiful  countenance,  twine  round  his  neck ; 

L 
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Where  haply  (kind  service  to  piety  due !) 

When  winter  the  grove  of  its  mantle  bereaves, 

Some  bird  (like  our  own  honoured  redbreast)  may 
strew 
The  desolate  slumberer  with  moss  and  with  leaves. 

FuENTES  once  harboured  the  good  and  the  brave, 
Nor  to  her  was  the  dance  of  soft  pleasure  unknown  : 

Her  banners  for  festal  enjoyment  did  wave 

While  the  thrill  of  her  fifes  thro'  the  mountains  was 
blown : 

Now  gads  the  wild  vine  o'er  the  pathless  ascent ; 

O  silence  of  Nature,  how  deep  is  thy  sway, 
When  the  whirlwind  of  human  destruction  is  spent. 

Our  tumults  appeased,  and  our  strifes  passed  away ! 


THE  CHURCH  OF  SAN  SALVADOR 

SEEN   FROM  THE  LAKE  OF  LUGANO 

This  church  was  almost  destroyed  by  lightning  a  few  years  ago, 
but  the  altar  and  the  image  of  the  patron  saint  were  untouched. 
The  mount,  upon  the  summit  of  which  the  church  is  built,  stands 
amid  the  intricacies  of  the  lake  of  Lugano  ;  and  is,  from  a  hundred 
points  of  view,  its  principal  ornament,  rising  to  the  height  of  3000 
feet,  and,  on  one  side,  nearly  perpendicular.  The  ascent  is  toil- 
some ;  but  the  traveller  who  performs  it  will  be  amply  rewarded- 
Splendid  fertility,  rich  woods  and  dazzling  waters,  seclusion  and 
confinement  of  view  contrasted  with  sea-like  extent  of  plain  fading 
into  the  sky ;  and  this  again,  in  an  opposite  quarter,  with  an 
horizon  of  the  loftiest  and  boldest  Alps,  unite  in  composing  a 
prospect  more  diversified  by  magnificence,  beauty,  and  sublimity, 
than  perhaps  any  other  point  in  Europe,  of  so  inconsiderable  an 
elevation,  commands. 

Thou  sacred  pile  !  whose  turrets  rise 
From  yon  steep  mountain's  loftiest  stage, 
Guarded  by  lone  San  Salvador ; 
Sink  (if  thou  must)  as  heretofore, 
To  sulphurous  bolts  a  sacrifice. 
But  ne'er  to  human  rage  I 
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On  Horeb's  top^  on  Sinaij  deigned 
To  rest  the  universal  Lord :' 
Why  leap  the  fountains  ffotn  their  cells 
Where  everlasting  bounty  dwells  ? 
That,  while  the  cfeatufe  is  sustained^ 
His  God  may  be  adored. 

Cliflfs>  fountains,  rivers,  seasons,  times, 
Let  all  remind  the  soul  of  heaven ; 
Our  slack  devotion  needs  them  all ; 
And  faith — so  oft  of  sense  the  thrall, 
While  she,  by  aid  of  Nature,  climbs — 
May  hope  to  be  forgiven* 

Glory,  and  patriotic  love. 

And  all  the  pomps  of  this  frail  "  spot 

Which  men  call  earth,"  have  yearned  to  seek. 

Associate  with  the  simply  meek, 

Religion  in  the  sainted  gtove, 

And  in  the  hallowed  grot. 

Thither,  in  time  of  adverse  shocks, 
Of  fainting  hopes  and  backward  wills, 
Did  mighty  Tell  repair  of  old, 
A  hero  cast  in  Nature*s  mould. 
Deliverer  of  the  steadfast  rocks 
And  of  the  ancient  hills  I 

He^  too,  of  battle-martyrs  chief ! 
Whoj  to  recall  his  daunted  peers, 
For  victory  shaped  an  open  space. 
By  gathering  with  a  wide  embrace^ 
Into  his  single  breast,  a  sheaf 
Of  fatal  Austrian  spears.^ 

^  Arnold  Winkelried,  at  the  battle  of  Sempach,  broke  an 
Austrian  phalanx  in  this  manner.  The  event  is  one  of  the  most 
famous  in  the  annals  of  Swiss  heroism  ;  and  pictures  and  prints  of 
it  are  frequent  throughout  the  country. 
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THE  ITALIAN  ITINERANT,   AND  THE 
SWISS  GOATHERD 

Part  I 

Now  that  the  farewell  tear  is  dried, 
Heaven  prosper  thee,  be  hope  thy  guide  ! 
Hope  be  thy  guide,  adventurous  boy ; 
The  wages  of  thy  travel,  joy  ! 
Whether  for  London  bound,  to  trill 
Thy  mountain  notes  with  simple  skill ; 
Or  on  thy  head  to  pose  a  show 
Of  plaster-craft  in  seemly  row ; 
The  graceful  form  of  milk-white  steed, 
Or  bird  that  soared  with  Ganymede ; 
Or  through  our  hamlets  thou  wilt  bear 
The  sightless  Milton,  with  his  hair 
Around  his  placid  temples  curled ; 
And  Shakspeare  at  his  side,  a  freight, 
If  clay  could  think  and  mind  were  weight, 
For  him  who  bore  the  world ! 
Hope  be  thy  guide,  adventurous  boy ; 
The  wages  of  thy  travel,  joy  ! 

But  thou,  perhaps  (alert  and  free 

Though  serving  sage  philosophy) 

Wilt  ramble  over  hill  and  dale, 

A  vendor  of  the  well-wrought  scale, 

Whose  sentient  tube  instructs  to  time 

A  purpose  to  a  fickle  clime : 

Whether  thou  choose  this  useful  part, 

Or  minister  to  finer  art. 

Though  robbed  of  many  a  cherished  dream, 

And  crossed  by  many  a  shattered  scheme. 

What  stirring  wonders  wilt  thou  see 

In  the  proud  isle  of  liberty  ! 

Yet  will  the  wanderer  sometimes  pine 

With  thoughts  which  no  delights  can  chase, 
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Recall  a  sister's  last  embrace, 

His  mother's  neck  entwine ; 

Nor  shall  forget  the  maiden  coy 

That  would  have  loved  the  br^ht-haired  boy ! 

My  song,  encouraged  by  the  grace 

That  beams  from  his  ingenuous  face, 

For  this  adventurer  scruples  not 

To  prophesy  a  golden  lot : 

Due  recompense,  and  safe  return 

To  CoMO's  steeps,  his  happy  bourne  ! 

Where  he,  aloft  in  garden-glade. 

Shall  tend,  with  his  own  dark-eyed  maid, 

The  towering  maize,  and  prop  the  twig 

That  ill  supports  the  luscious  fig ; 

Or  feed  his  eye  in  paths  sun-proof 

With  purple  of  the  trellis-roof, 

That  through  the  jealous  leaves  escapes 

From  Cadenabbia's  pendent  grapes. 

Oh  might  he  tempt  that  goatherd-child 

To  share  his  wanderings  !  him  whose  look 

Even  yet  my  heart  can  scarcely  brook. 

So  touchingly  he  smiled. 

As  with  a  rapture  caught  from  heaven, 

For  unasked  alms  in  pity  given. 

Part  II 

With  nodding  plumes,  and  lightly  drest 

Like  foresters  in  leaf-green  vest. 

The  Helvetian  mountaineers,  on  ground 

For  Teirs  dread  archery  renowned. 

Before  the  target  stood,  to  claim 

The  guerdon  of  the  steadiest  aim. 

Loud  was  the  rifle-gun's  report, 

A  startling  thunder  quick  and  short ! 

But,  flying  through  the  heights  around, 

Echo  prolonged  a  tell-tale  sound 

Of  hearts  and  hands  alike  "  prepared  . 

The  treasures  they  enjoy  to  guard  ! " 
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And,  if  there  be  a  favoured  hour 
When  heroes  are  allowed  to  quit 
The  tomb,  and  on  the  clouds  to  sit 
With  tutelary  power, 
On  their  descendants  shedding  grace—' 
This  was  the  hour,  and  that  the  place. 

But  truth  inspired  the  bards  of  old 

When  of  an  iron  age  they  told, 

Which  to  unequal  laws  gave  birth, 

And  drove  Astrsea  from  the  earth. 

A  gentle  boy  (perchance  with  blood 

As  noble  as  the  best  endued. 

But  seemingly  a  thing  despised ; 

Even  by  the  sun  and  air  unprized ; 

For  not  a  tinge  or  flowery  streak 

Appeared  upon  his  tender  cheek) 

Heart-deaf  to  those  rebounding  notes, 

Apart,  beside  his  silent  goats. 

Sate  watching  in  a  forest  shed. 

Pale,  ragged,  with  bare  feet  and  head ; 

Mute  as  the  snow  upon  the  hill. 

And,  as  the  saint  he  prays  to,  still. 

Ah,  what  avails  heroic  deed  ? 

What  liberty  ?  if  no  defence 

Be  won  for  feeble  innocence. 

Father  of  all !  though  wilful  manhood  read 

His  punishment  in  soul-distress, 

Grant  to  the  morn  of  life  its  natural  blessedness ! 


THE  LAST  SUPPER,  BY  LEONARDO  DA 
VINCI,  IN  THE  REFECTORY  OF  THE 
CONVENT  OF  MARIA  DELLA  GRAZIA, 
MILAN. 

Tho*  searching  damps  and  many  an  envious  flaw 
Have  marred  this  work ;  the  calm  ethereal  grace, 
The  love  deep-seated  in  the  Saviour's  face. 
The  mercy,  goodness,  have  not  failed  to  awe 
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The  elements  ;  as  they  do  melt  and  thaw 

The  heart  of  the  beholder,  and  erase 

(At  least  for  one  rapt  moment)  every  trace 

Of  disobedience  to  the  primal  law. 

The  annunciation  of  the  dreadful  truth 

Made  to  the  Twelve,  survives :  lip,  forehead,  cheek. 

And  hand  reposing  on  the  board  in  ruth 

Of  what  it  utters,  while  the  unguilty  seek 

Unquestionable  meanings,  still  bespeak 

A  labour  worthy  of  eternal  youth  ! 


THE  ECLIPSE  OF  THE  SUN,  1820 

High  on  her  speculative  tower 
Stood  science  waiting  for  the  hour 
When  Sol  was  destined  to  endure 
That  darkening  of  his  radiant  face 
Which  superstition  strove  to  chgse 
Erewhile,  with  riteg  iinpure, 

Afloat  beneath  Italian  skies. 
Through  regions  fair  as  Paradise 
We  gaily  passed,  ^-till  Nature  wrought 
A  silent  and  unlooked-for  change, 
That  ghecked  the  desultory  range 
Of  joy  and  sprig^ltly  thought, 

Where'er  was  dipped  the  toiling  oar. 
The  waves  danced  round  us  as  before, 
As  lightly,  though  of  altered  hue, 
'Mid  recent  coolness,  such  as  falls 
At  noontide  froni  umbrageous  walls 
That  screen  the  morning  dew. 

No  vapour  stretched  its  wings ;  no  cloud 

Cast  far  or  near  a  murky  shroud ; 

The  sky  an  azure  field  displayed ; 

'Twas  sunlight  sheathed  and  gently  charmed, 

Of  all  its  sparkling  rays  disarmed. 

And  as  in  slumber  laid, 
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Or  something  night  and  day  between, 
Like  moonshine,  but  the  hue  was  green ; 
Still  moonshine,  without  shadow,  spread 
On  jutting  rock,  and  curvM  shore. 
Where  gazed  the  peasant  from  his  door, 
And  on  the  mountain's  head. 

It  tinged  the  Julian  steeps,  it  lay, 
Lugano  !  on  thy  ample  bay ; 
The  solemnising  veil  was  drawn 
O'er  villas,  terraces,  and  towers ; 
To  Albogasio's  olive  bowers, 
Porlezza's  verdant  lawn. 

But  fancy  with  the  speed  of  fire 
Hath  fled  to  Milan's  loftiest  spire, 
And  there  alights  'mid  that  aerial  host 
Of  figures  human  and  divine, 
White  as  the  snows  of  Apennine 
Indiirated  by  frost. 

Awe-stricken  she  beholds  the  array 
That  guards  the  temple  night  and  day ; 
Angels  she  sees,  that  might  from  heaven  have 

flown, 
And  virgin-saints,  who  not  in  vain 
Have  striven  by  purity  to  gain 
The  beatific  crown. 

Sees  long-drawn  files,  concentric  rings 
Each  narrowing  above  each ;  the  wings, 
The  uplifted  palms,  the  silent  marble  lips 
The  starry  zone  of  sovereign  height  ^ 
All  steeped  in  this  portentous  light ! 
All  suffering  dim  eclipse  ! 

Thus  after  man  had  fallen  (if  aught 
These  perishable  spheres  have  wrought 

^  Above  the  highest  circle  of  figures  is  a  zone  of  metallic  stars. 
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May  with  that  issue  be  compared) 
Throngs  of  celestial  visages, 
Darkening  like  water  in  the  breeze, 
A  holy  sadness  shared. 

Lo  !  while  I  speak,  the  labouring  sun 
His  glad  deliverance  has  begun  : 
The  cypress  waves  her  sombre  plume 
More  cheerily ;  and  town  and  tower, 
The  vineyard  and  the  olive-bower, 
Their  lustre  re-assume  I 

0  ye,  who  guard  and  grace  my  home 
While  in  far-distant  lands  we  roam. 
Was  such  a  vision  given  to  you  ? 

Or,  while  we  looked  with  favoured  eyes. 
Did  sullen  mists  hide  lake  and  skies 
And  mountains  from  your  view  ? 

Or  was  it  given  you  to  behold 

Like  vision,  pensive  though  not  cold. 

From  the  smooth  breast  of  gay  Winandermere  ? 

Saw  ye  the  soft  yet  awful  veil 

Spread  over  Grasmere's  lovely  dale, 

Helvellyn's  brow  severe  ? 

1  ask  in  vain,  and  know  far  less 
If  sickness,  sorrow,  or  distress 

Have  spared  my  dwelling  to  this  hour ; 
Sad  blindness  !  but  ordained  to  prove 
Our  faith  in  Heaven's  unfailing  love 
And  all-controlling  power. 


THE  THREE  COTTAGE  GIRLS 

How  blest  the  maid  whose  heart,  yet  free 
From  love's  uneasy  sovereignty. 
Beats  with  a  fancy  running  high. 
Her  simple  cares  to  magnify ; 

L  2 
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Whom  labour,  never  urged  to  toil, 

Hath  cherished  on  a  healthful  soil ; 

Who  knows  not  pomp,  who  heeds  not  pelf; 

Whose  heaviest  sin  it  is  to  look 

Askance  upon  her  pretty  self 

Reflected  in  some  crystal  brook; 

Whom  grief  hath  spared,  who  sheds  no  tear 

But  in  sweet  pity ;  and  can  hear 

Another's  praise  from  envy  clear. 

Such  (but  O  lavish  Nature  !  why 

That  dark  unfathomable  eye, 

Where  lurks  a  spirit  that  replies 

To  stillest  mood  of  softest  skies, 

Yet  hints  at  peace  to  be  overthrown, 

Another's  first,  and  then  her  own  ?) 

Such,  haply,  yon  Italian  maid, 

Our  Lady's  laggard  votaress. 

Halting  beneath  the  chestnut  shade 

To  accomplish  there  her  loveliness  : 

Nice  aid  maternal  fingers  lend  ; 

A  Sister  serves  with  slacker  hand ; 

Then,  glittering  like  a  star,  she  joins  the  festal  band 

How  blest  (if  truth  may  entertain 
Coy  fancy  with  a  bolder  strain) 
The  Helvetian  girl,  who  daily  braves, 
In  her  light  skiff,  the  tossing  waves, 
And  quits  the  bosom  of  the  deep 
Only  to  climb  the  rugged  steep ! 
Say  whence  that  modulated  shout! 
From  wood-nymph  of  Diana's  throng  ? 
Or  does  the  greeting  to  a  rout 
Of  giddy  Bacchanals  belong  ? 
Jubilant  outcry !  rock  and  glade 
Resounded,  but  the  voice  obeyed 
The  breath  of  an  Helvetian  maid. 


Her  beauty  dazzles  the  thick  wood ; 
Her  courage  animates  the  flood ; 
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Her  steps  the  elastic  green-sward  meets 

Returning  unreluctant  sweets ; 

The  mountains  (as  ye  heard)  rejoice 

Aloud,  saluted  by  her  voice  I 

Blithe  paragon  of  Alpine  grace, 

Be  as  thou  art,  for  through  thy  veins 

The  blood  of  heroes  runs  its  race  ! 

And  nobly  wilt  thou  brook  the  chains 

That,  for  the  virtuous,  life  prepares ; 

The  fetters  which  the  matron  wears ; 

The  patriot  mother's  weight  of  anxious  cares  ! 

"  Sweet  Highland  Girl !  ^  a  very  shower 

Of  beauty  was  thy  earthly  dower," 

When  thou  didst  flit  before  mine  eyes, 

Gay  vision  under  sullen  skies. 

While  hope  and  love  around  thee  played. 

Near  the  rough  falls  of  Inversneyd  ! 

Have  they,  who  nursed  the  blossom,  seen 

No  breach  of  promise  in  the  fruit  ? 

Was  joy,  in  following  joy,  as  keen 

As  grief  can  be  in  grief's  pursuit  ? 

When  youth  had  flown  did  hope  still  bless 

Thy  goings,  or  the  cheerfulness 

Of  innocence  survive  to  mitigate  distress  ? 

But  from  our  course  why  turn,  to  tread 

A  way  with  shadows  overspread ; 

Where  what  we  gladliest  would  believe 

Is  feared  as  what  may  most  deceive? 

Bright  spirit,  not  with  amaranth  crowned 

But  heath-bells  from  thy  native  ground, 

Time  cannot  thin  thy  flowing  hair. 

Nor  take  one  ray  of  light  from  thee ; 

For  in  my  fancy  thou  dost  share 

The  gift  of  immortality  ; 

And  there  shall  bloom,  with  thee  allied. 

The  votaress  by  Lugano's  side ; 

And  that  intrepid  nymph,  on  Uri's  steep  descried  ! 

'  See  address  to  a  "  Highland  Girl,"  p.  218, 
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THE  COLUMN  INTENDED  BY  BUONAPARTE 
FOR  A  TRIUMPHAL  EDIFICE  IN  MILAN, 
NOW  LYING  BY  THE  WAY-SIDE  IN  THE 
SIMPLON  PASS 

Ambition — following  down  this  far-famed  slope 

Her  pioneer,  the  snow-dissolving  sun, 

While  clarions  prate  of  kingdoms  to  be  won 

Perchance,  in  future  ages,  here  may  stop ; 

Taught  to  mistrust  her  flattering  horoscope 

By  admonition  from  this  prostrate  stone  ! 

Memento  uninscribed  of  pride  overthrown. 

Vanity's  hieroglyphic ;  a  choice  trope 

In  fortune's  rhetoric.     Daughter  of  the  rock, 

Rest  where  thy  course  was  stayed  by  power  divine  ! 

The  soul  transported  sees,  from  hint  of  thine, 

Crimes  which  the  great  avenger's  hand  provoke. 

Hears  combats  whistling  o'er  the  ensanguined  heath  : 

What  groans  !  what  shrieks  !  what  quietness  in  death  ! 


STANZAS 

COMPOSED   IN   THE   SIMPLON    PASS 

Vallombrosa  !  I  longed  in  thy  shadiest  wood 

To  slumber,  reclined  on  the  moss-covered  floor, 

To  listen  to  Anio's  precipitous  flood. 

When  the  stillness  of  evening  hath  deepened  its  roar; 

To  range  through  the  temples  of  Paestum,  to  muse 

In  Pompeii  preserved  by  her  burial  in  earth ; 

On  pictures  to  gaze  where  they  drank  in  their  hues ; 

And  murmur  sweet  songs  on  the  ground  of  their  birth ! 

The  beauty  of  Florence,  the  grandeur  of  Rome, 
Could  I  leave  them  unseen,  and  not  yield  to  regret  ? 
With  a  hope  (and  no  more)  for  a  season  to  come, 
Which  ne'er  may  discharge  the  magnificent  debt  ? 
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Thou  fortunate  region  !  whose  greatness  inurned 
Awoke  to  new  life  from  its  ashes  and  dust  ; 
Twice-glorified  fields  !  if  in  sadness  I  turned 
From  your  infinite  marvels,  the  sadness  was  just. 

Now,  risen  ere  the  light-footed  chamois  retires 

From  dew-sprinkled   grass  to  heights  guarded  with 

snow, 
Towards  the   mists  that  hang  over  the  land  of  my 

sires. 
From  the  climate  of  myrtles  contented  I  go. 
My  thoughts  become  bright  like  yon  edging  of  pines 
On  the  steep^s  lofty  verge :  how  it  blackened  the  air ! 
But,  touched  from  behind  by  the  sun,  it  now  shines 
With  threads  that  seem  part  of  his  own  silver  hair. 

Though   the  toil   of  the  way  with   dear   friends  we 

divide. 
Though  by  the  same  zephyr  our  temples  be  fanned 
As  we  rest  in  the  cool  orange-bower  side  by  side, 
A  yearning  survives  which  few  hearts  shall  withstand : 
Each  step  hath  its  value  while  homeward  we  move ; 
0  joy  when  the  girdle  of  England  appears  ! 
What  moment  in  life  is  so  conscious  of  love. 
Of  love  in  the  heart  made  more  happy  by  tears  ? 


ECHO,  UPON  THE  GEMMI 

What  beast  of  chase  hath  broken  from  the  cover  ? 
Stern  Gemmi  listens  to  as  full  a  cry, 
As  multitudinous  a  harmony 
Of  sounds  as  rang  the  heights  of  Latmos  over. 
When,  from  the  soft  couch  of  her  sleeping  lover 
Up-starting,  Cynthia  skimmed  the  mountain-dew 
In  keen  pursuit,  and  gave  where'er  she  flew 
Impetuous  motion  to  the  stars  above  her. 
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A  solitary  wolf-dog,  fanging  on 

Through  the  bleak  concave,  wakes  this  wondrous  chime 
Of  aery  voices  locked  in  unison^ 
Faint-— far-off— near — deep— solemn  and  sublime ! — 
So,  from  the  body  of  one  guilty  deed, 
A  thousand   ghostly  fears,  and  haunting   thoughts, 
proceed  I 


PROCESSIONS 

SUGOEStED   ON   A   SABBATH    MORNING   IN  THE   VALE 
OF   CHAMOUNV 

To  appease  the  Gods  ;  or  public  thanks  to  yield ; 
Or  to  solicit  knowledge  of  events, 
Which  in  her  breast  futurity  concealed  : 
And  that  the  past  might  have  its  true  intents 
Feelingly  told  by  living  monuments, 
Mankind  of  yore  were  prompted  to  devise 
Rites  such  as  yet  Persepolis  presents 
Graven  on  her  cankered  walls,  solemnities 
That  moved  in  long  array  before  admiring  eyes. 

The  Hebrews  thus,  carrying  in  joyful  state 

Thick  boughs  of  palm,  and  willows  from  the  brook, 

Marched  round  the  altar,  to  commemorate 

How,  when  their  course  they  through  the  desert  took. 

Guided  by  signs  which  ne'er  the  sky  forsook. 

They  lodged  in  leafy  tents  and  cabins  low ; 

Green  boughs  were  borne,  while,  for  the  blast  that 

shook 
Down  to  the  earth  the  walls  of  Jericho, 
Shouts  rise,  and  storms  of  sound  from  lifted  trumpets 

blow! 

And  thus,  in  order,  'mid  the  sacred  grove 
Fed  in  the  Libyan  waste  by  gushing  wells, 
The  priests  and  damsels  of  Ammonian  Jove 
Provoked  responses  with  shrill  canticles ; 
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While,  in  a  ship  begirt  with  silver  bells, 
They  round  his  altar  bore  the  horned  God, 
Old  Cham,  the  solar  Deity,  who  dwells 
Aloft,  yet  in  a  tilting  vessel  rode, 
When  universal  sea  the  mountains  overflowed. 

Why  speak  of  Roman  pomps  ?  the  haughty  claims 
Of  chiefs  triumphant  after  ruthless  wars ; 
The  feast  of  Neptune,  and  the  cereal  games, 
With  images,  and  crowns,  and  empty  cars ; 
The  dancing  Salii,  on  the  shields  of  Mars 
Smiting  with  fury ;  and  a  deeper  dread 
Scattered  on  all  sides  by  the  hideous  jars 
Of  Corybantian  cymbals,  while  the  head 
Of  Cybele  was  seen,  sublimely  turreted  ! 

At  length  a  spirit  more  subdued  and  soft 
Appeared,  to  govern  Christian  pageantries ; 
The  Cross,  in  calm  procession,  borne  aloft 
Moved  to  the  chant  of  sober  litanies. 
Even  such,  this  day,  came  wafted  on  the  breeze 
From  a  long  train,  in  hooded  vestments  fair 
Enwrapt,  and  winding,  between  Alpine  trees 
Spiry  and  dark,  around  their  house  of  prayer, 
Below  the  icy  bed  of  bright  Argentiere. 

Still  in  the  vivid  freshness  of  a  dream, 

The  pageant  haunts  me  as  it  met  our  eyes  ! 

Still,  with  those  white-robed  shapes,  a  living  stream, 

The  glacier  pillars  join  in  solemn  guise 

For  the  same  service,  by  mysterious  ties ; 

Numbers  exceeding  credible  account 

Of  number,  pure  and  silent  votaries 

Issuing  or  issued  from  a  wintry  fount ; 

The  impenetrable  heart  of  that  exalted  mount ! 

They,  too,  who  send  so  far  a  holy  gleam 
While  they  the  Church  engird  with  motion  slow, 
A  product  of  that  awful  mountain  seem. 
Poured  from  his  vaults  of  everlasting  snow ; 
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Not  virgin  lilies  marshalled  in  bright  row, 

Not  swans  descending  with  the  stealthy  tide, 

A  livelier  sisterly  resemblance  show 

Than  the  fair  forms,  that  in  long  order  glide, 

Bear  to  the  glacier  band,  those  shapes  aloft  descried. 

Trembling,  I  look  upon  the  secret  springs 

Of  that  licentious-  craving  in  the  mind 

To  act  the  God  among  external  things, 

To  bind,  on  apt  suggestion,  or  unbind ; 

And  marvel  not  that  antique  faith  inclined 

To  crowd  the  world  with  metamorphosis, 

Vouchsafed  in  pity  or  in  wrath  assigned ; 

Such  insolent  temptations  wouldst  thou  miss, 

Avoid  these  sights ;  nor  brood  o'er  fable's  dark  abyss  ! 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS 

The  lamented  youth,  whose  untimely  death  gave  occasion  to 
these  elegiac  verses,  was  Frederick  William  Goddard,  from  Boston 
in  North  America.  He  was  in  his  twentieth  year,  and  had  resided 
for  some  time  with  a  clergyman  in,  the  neighbourhood  of  Geneva 
for  the  completion  of  his  education.  Accompanied  by  a  fellow- 
pupil,  a  native  of  Scotland,  he  had  just  set  out  on  a  Swiss  tour 
when  it  was  his  misfortune  to  fall  in  with  a  friend  of  mine  who 
was  hastening  to  join  our  party.  The  travellers,  after  spending  a 
day  together  on  the  road  from  Berne  and  at  Soleure,  took  leave  of 
each  other  at  night,  the  young  men  having  intended  to  proceed 
directly  to  Zurich.  But  early  in  the  morning  my  friend  found  his 
new  acquaintances,  who  were  informed  of  the  object  of  his 
journey,  and  the  friends  he  was  in  pursuit  of,  equipped  to  ac- 
company him.  We  met  at  Lucerne  the  succeeding  evening,  and 
Mr.  G.  and  his  fellow-student  became  in  consequence  our  travelling 
companions  for  a  couple  of  days.  We  ascended  the  Righi  to-" 
gether ;  and,  after  contemplating  the  sunrise  from  that  noble 
mountain,  we  separated  at  an  hour  and  on  a  spot  well  suited  to 
the  parting  of  those  who  were  to  meet  no  more.  Our  party 
descended  through  the  valley  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Snow,  arid  our 
late  companions,  to  Art.  We  had  hoped  to  meet  in  a  few  weeks 
at  Geneva  ;  but  on  the  third  succeeding  day  (on  the  21st  of  August) 
Mr.  Goddard  perished,  being  overset  in  a  boat  while  crossing  the 
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Lake  of  Zurich.  His  companion  saved  himself  by  swimming,  and 
was  hospitably  received  in  the  mansion  of  a  Swiss  gentleman  (M. 
Keller)  situated  on  the  eastern  coast  of  the  lake.  The  corpse  of 
poor  Goddard  was  cast  ashore  on  the  estate  of  the  same  gentle- 
man, who  generously  perfcMined  all  the  rites  of  hospitality  which 
could  be  rendered  to  the  dead  as  well  as  to  the  living.  He  caused 
a  handsome  mural  monument  to  be  erected  in  the  church  of 
Kiisnacht,  which  records  the  premature  fate  of  the  young  American, 
and  on  the  shores  too  of  the  lake  the  traveller  may  read  an  inscrip- 
tion pointing  out  the  spot  where  the  body  was  deposited  by  the 
waves. 


Lulled  by  the  sound  of  pastoral  bells, 
Rude  Nature's  pilgrims  did  we  go, 
From  the  dread  summit  of  the  queen  ^ 
Of  mountains,  through  a  deep  ravine, 
Where,  in  her  holy  chapel,  dwells 
"  Our  Lady  of  the  Snow." 

The  sky  was  blue,  the  air  was  mild ; 

Free  were  the  streams  and  green  the  bowers ; 

As  if,  to  rough  assaults  unknown. 

The  genial  spot  had  ever  shown 

A  countenance  that  sweetly  smiled. 

The  face  of  summer-hours. 

And  we  were  gay,  our  hearts  at  ease ; 
With  pleasure  dancing  through  the  frame 
We  journeyed ;  all  we  knew  of  care. 
Our  path  that  straggled  here  and  there  ; 
Of  trouble,  but  the  fluttering  breeze ; 
Of  winter,  but  a  name. 

If  foresight  could  have  rent  the  veil 
Of  three  short  days,  but  hush,  no  more  1 
Calm  is  the  grave,  and  calmer  none 
Than  that  to  which  thy  cares  are  gone, 
Thou  victim  of  the  stormy  gale ; 
Asleep  on  Zurich's  shore  ! 

*  Mount  Righi — Regina  Montium. 


306  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

Oh  GoDDARD  !  what  art  thou  ?  a  name, 
A  sunbeam  followed  by  a  shade ! 
Nor  more,  for  aught  that  time  supplies, 
The  great,  the  experienced,  and  the  wise : 
Too  much  from  this  frail  earth  we  claim, 
And  therefore  are  betrayed. 

We  met,  while  festive  mirth  ran  wild. 
Where,  from  a  deep  lake's  mighty  urn. 
Forth  slips,  like  an  enfranchised  slave, 
A  sea-green  river,  proud  to  lave. 
With  current  swift  and  undefiled, 
The  towers  of  old  Lucerne. 

We  parted  upon  solemn  ground 
Far-lifted  towards  the  unfading  sky ; 
But  all  our  thoughts  were  then  of  Earth, 
That  gives  to  common  pleasures  birth ; 
And  nothing  in  our  hearts  we  found 
That  prompted  even  a  sigh. 

Fetch,  sympathising  powers  of  air. 
Fetch,  ye  that  post  o'er  seas  and  lands, 
Herbs  moistened  by  Virginian  dew, 
A  most  untimely  grave  to  strew. 
Whose  turf  may  never  know  the  care 
Of  kindred  hiiman  hands  ! 

Beloved  by  every  gentle  muse 
He  left  his  transatlantic  home : 
Europe,  a  realised  romance. 
Had  opened  on  his  eager  glance ; 
What  present  bliss  !  what  golden  views  ! 
What  stores  for  years  to  come ! 

Though  lodged  within  no  vigorous  frame. 
His  soul  her  daily  tasks  renewed, 
Blithe  as  the  lark  on  sun-gilt  wings 
High  poised,  or  as  the  wren  that  sings 
In  shady  places,  to  proclaim 
Her  modest  gratitude. 
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Not  vain  is  sadly-uttered  praise ; 
The  words  of  truth's  memorial  vow 
Are  sweet  as  morning  fragrance  shed 
From  flowers  'mid  Goldau's  ruins  bred ; 
As  evening's  fondly-lingering  rays, 
On  RiGHi's  silent  brow. 

Lamented  youth  !  to  thy  cold  clay 
Fit  obsequies  the  stranger  paid ; 
And  piety  shall  guard  the  stone 
Which  hath  not  left  the  spot  unknown 
Where  the  wild  waves  resigned  their  prey — 
Aid  that  which  marks  thy  bed. 

And,  when  thy  mother  weeps  for  thee, 
Lost  youth  !  a  solitary  mother ; 
This  tribute  from  a  casual  friend 
A  not  unwelcome  aid  may  lend. 
To  feed  the  tender  luxury, 
The  rising  pang  to  smother.^ 


SKY-PROSPECT— FROM  THE  PLAIN  OF 
FRANCE 

Lo !  in  the  burning  west,  the  craggy  nape 
Of  a  proud  Ararat !  and,  thereupon, 
The  ark,  her  melancholy  voyage  done ! 
Yon  rampant  cloud  mimics  a  lion's  shape  \ 
There,  combats  a  huge  crocodile,  agape 
A  golden  spear  to  swallow  I  and  that  brown 
And  massy  grove,  so  near  yon  blazing  town, 
Stirs  and  recedes,  destruction  to  escape  ! 

^  The  persuasion  here  expressed  was  not  groundless.  The  first 
human  consolation  that  the  afflicted  mother  felt  was  derived  from 
this  tribute  to  her  son's  memory,  a  fact  which  the  author  learned, 
at  his  own  residence,  from  her  daughter,  who  visited  Europe  some 
years  afterwards.  Goldau  is  one  of  the  villages  desolated  by  the 
fall  of  part  of  the  mountain  Rossberg. 
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Yet  all  is  harmless,  as  the  Elysian  shades 
Where  spirits  dwell  in  undisturbed  repose, 
Silently  disappears,  or  quickly  fades : 
Meek  Nature's  evening  comment  on  the  shows 
That  for  oblivion  take  their  daily  birth 
PVom  all  the  fuming  vanities  of  earth ! 


ON  BEING  STRANDED'  NEAR  THE 
HARBOUR  OF  BOULOGNE 

Why  cast  ye  back  upon  the  Gallic  shore, 
Ye  furious  waves  !  a  patriotic  son 
Of  England,  who  in  hope  her  coast  had  won. 
His  project  crowned,  his  pleasant  travel  o'er  ? 
Well  !  let  him  pace  this  noted  beach  once  more, 
That  gave  the  Roman  his  triumphal  shells ; 
That  saw  the  Corsican  his  cap  and  bells 
Haughtily  shake,  a  dreaming  conqueror ! 
Enough  :  my  country's  cliffs  I  can  behold, 
And  proudly  think,  beside  the  chafing  sea, 
Of  checked  ambition,  tyranny  controlled, 
And  folly  cursed  with  endless  memory : 
These  local  recollections  ne'er  can  cloy ; 
Such  ground  I  from  my  very  heart  enjoy ! 


AFTER    LANDING.     THE   VALLEY   OF 
DOVER.     NOVEMBER,  1820 

Where  be  the  noisy  followers  of  the  game 

Which  faction  breeds  ?  the  turmoil  where,  that  passed 

Through  Europe,  echoing  from  the  newsman's  blast. 

And  filled  our  hearts  with  grief  for  England's  shame  ? 

Peace  greets  us ;  rambling  on  without  an  aim 

We  mark  majestic  herds  of  cattle,  free 

To  ruminate,  couched  on  the  grassy  lea ; 

And  hear  far-off  the  mellow  horn  proclaim 
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The  season's  harmless  pastime.     Ruder  sound 

Stirs  not ;  enrapt  I  gaze  with  strange  delight, 

While  consciousnesses,  not  to  be  disowned, 

Here  only  serve  a  feeling  to  invite 

That  lifts  the  spirit  to  a  calmer  height. 

And  makes  this  rural  stillness  more  profound. 


AT  DOVER 

From  the  pier's  head,  musing,  and  with  increase 
Of  wonder,  I  have  watched  this  sea-side  town, 
Under  the  white  cliffs  battlemented  crown. 
Hushed  to  a  depth  of  more  than  Sabbath-peace : 
The  streets  and  quays  are  thronged,  but  why  disown 
Their  natural  utterance  ?  whence  this  strange  release 
From  social  noise,  silence  elsewhere  unknown  ? 
A  spirit  whispered,  "  Let  all  wonder  cease  ; 
Ocean's  overpowering  murmurs  have  set  free 
Thy  sense  from  pressure  of  life's  common  din  ; 
As  the  dread  voice  that  speaks  from  out  the  sea 
Of  God's  eternal  word,  the  voice  of  time 
Doth  deaden,  shocks  of  tumult,  shrieks  of  crime. 
The  shouts  of  folly,  and  the  groans  of  sin." 


DESULTORY  STANZAS 

UPON   RECEIVING  THE   PRECEDING   SHEETS    FROM 
'  THE   PRESS 

Is  then  the  final  page  before  me  spread. 
Nor  further  outlet  left  to  mind  or  heart  ? 
Presumptuous  book  !  too  forward  to  be  read. 
How  can  I  give  thee  license  to  depart  ? 
One  tribute  more :  unbidden  feelings  start 
Forth  from  their  coverts ;  slighted  objects  rise ; 
My  spirit  is  the  scene  of  such  wild  art 
As  on  Parnassus  rules,  when  lightning  flies. 
Visibly  leading  on  the  thunder's  harmonies, 
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All  that  I  saw  returns  upon  my  view, 
All  that  I  heard  comes  back  upon  my  ear, 
All  that  I  felt  this  moment  doth  renew ; 
And  where  the  foot  with  no  unmanly  fear 
Recoiled,  and  wings  alone  could  travel,  there 
I  move  at  ease ;  and  meet  contending  themes 
That  press  upon  me,  crossing  the  career 
Of  recollections  vivid  as  the  dreams 
Of    midnight, — cities,    plains,    forests,    and     mighty 
streams. 

Where  mortal  never  breathed  I  dare  to  sit 
Among  the  interior  Alps,  gigantic  crew, 
Who  triumphed  o'er  diluvian  power  !  and  yet 
What  are  they  but  a  wreck  and  residue, 
Whose  only  business  is  to  perish  !  true 
To  which  sad  course,  these  wrinkled  sons  of  time 
Labour  their  proper  greatness  to  subdue  ; 
Speaking  of  death  alone,  beneath  a  clime 
Where  life  and  rapture  flow  in  plenitude  sublime. 

Fancy  hath  flung  for  me  an  airy  bridge 

Across  thy  long  deep  valley,  furious  Rhone  1 

Arch  that  ^re  rests  upon  the  granite  ridge 

Of  Monte  Rosa,  f^re  on  frailer  stone 

Of  secondary  birth,  the  Jung-frau's  cone ; 

And,  from  that  arch,  down-looking  on  thie  vale 

The  aspect  I  behold  of  every  zone ; 

A  sea  of  foliage,  tossing  with  the  gale. 

Blithe  autumn's  purple  crown,  and  winter's  icy  mail ! 

Far  as  St.  Maurice,  from  yon  eastern  Forks, 

Down  the  main  avenue  my  sight  can  range : 

And  all  its  branchy  vales,  and  all  that  lurks 

Within  them,  church,  and  town,  and  hut,  and  grange, 

For  my  enjoyment  meet  in  vision  strange ; 

Snows,  torrents ;  to  the  region's  utmost  bound. 

Life,  death,  in  amicable  interchange ; 

But  list !  the  avalanche,  the  hush  profound 

That  follows,  yet  more  awful  than  that  awful  sound  I 
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Is  not  the  chamois  suited  to  his  place  ? 

The  eagle  worthy  of  her  ancestry  ? 

Let  Empires  fall ;  but  ne^er  shall  ye  disgrace 

Your  noble  birthright,  ye  that  occupy 

Your  council-seats  beneath  the  open  sky, 

On  Samen's  mount,  there  judge  of  fit  and  right, 

In  simple  democratic  majesty ; 

Soft  breezes  fanning  your  rough  brows,  the  might 

And  purity  of  nature  spread  before  your  sight ! 

From  this  appropriate  court  renowned  Lucerne 
Calls  me  to  pace  her  honoured  bridge,  that  cheers 
The  patriot's  heart  with  pictures  rude  and  stern, 
An  uncouth  chronicle  of  glorious  years. 
Like  portraiture,  from  loftier  source,  endears 
That  work  of  kindred  frame,  which  spans  the  lake 
Just  at  the  point  of  issue,  where  it  fears 
The  form  and  motion  of  a  stream  to  take ; 
Where  it  begins  to  stir,  yet  voiceless  as  a  snake. 

Volumes  of  sound,  from  the  cathedral  rolled. 
This  long-roofed  vista  penetrate ;  but  see. 
One  after  one,  its  tablets,  that  unfold 
The  whole  design  of  Scripture  history ; 
From  the  first  tasting  of  the  fatal  tree. 
Till  the  bright  star  appeared  in  eastern  skies. 
Announcing,  One  was  born  mankind  to  free ; 
His  acts,  his  wrongs,  his  final  sacrifice ; 
Lessons  for  every  heart,  a  Bible  for  all  eyes. 

Our  pride  misleads,  our  timid  likings  kill. 

Long  may  these  homely  works  devised  of  old. 

These  simple  efforts  of  Helvetian  skill, 

Aid,  with  congenial  influence,  to  uphold 

The  State,  the  country's  destiny  to  mould ; 

Turning,  for  them  who  pass,  the  common  dust 

Of  servile  opportunity  to  gold ; 

Filling  the  soul  with  sentiments  august. 

The  beautiful,  the  brave,  the  holy,  and  the  just ! 
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No  more.     Time  halts  not  in  his  noiseless  march, 
Nor  turns,  nor  winds,  as  doth  the  liquid  flood ; 
Life  slips  from  underneath  us,  like  that  arch 
Of  airy  workmanship  whereon  we  stood, 
Earth  stretched  below,  heaven  in  our  neighbourhood. 
Go  forth,  my  little  Book  !  pursue  thy  way ; 
Go  forth,  and  please  the  gentle  and  the  good ; 
Nor  be  a  whisper  stifled,  if  it  say 
That  treasures,  yet  untouched,  may  grace  some  future 
lay. 
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TO  HENRY  CRABB  RQBINSON 

Companion  |  by  whose  buoyant  spirit  cheered, 
In  whose  experience  trusting,  day  by  cjay 
Treasures  1  gained  with  zeal  that  neither  feared 
The  toils  nor  felt  the  crosses  of  the  way, 
These  records  take,  and  happy  should  I  be 
Were  but  the  gift  a  meet  return  to  thee 
For  kindnesses  that  never  ceased  to  flow, 
And  prompt  self-sacrifice  to  which  I  owe 
Far  more  than  any  heart  but  mine  can  know. 

W.  Wordsworth. 

Rydal  Mount,  Feb.  \\th^  1842. 


The  tour  of  which  the  following  poems  are  very  inadequate 
remembrances  was  shortened  by  report,  too  well  founded,  of  the 
prevalence  of  cholera  at  Naples.  To  make  some  amends  for 
what  was  reluctantly  left  unseen  in  the  South  of  Italy,  we  visited 
the  Tuscan  Sanctuaries  among  the  Apennines,  and  the  principal 
Italian  Lakes  among  the  Alps.  Neither  of  those  lakes,  nor  of 
Venice,  is  there  any  notice  in  these  poems,  chiefly  because  I  have 
touched  upon  them  elsewhere.  See,  in  particular,  ' '  Descriptive 
Sketches/'  "Memorials  of  a  Tour  on  the  Continent  in  1820,"  an4 
a  sonnet  upon  the  extinction  of  the  Venetian  Republic, 
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MEMORIALS    OF    A   TOUR    IN 
ITALY,    1837 

MUSINGS  NEAR  AQUAPENDENTE 

APRIL,    1837 

Ye  Apennines  !  with  all  your  fertile  vales 

Deeply  embosomed,  and  your  winding  shores 

Of  either  sea,  an  islander  by  birth, 

A  mountaineer  by  habit,  would  resound 

Your  praise,  in  meet  accordance  with  your  claims 

Bestowed  by  Nature,  or  from  man's  great  deeds 

Inherited.     Presumptuous  thought !  it  fled 

Like  vapour,  like  a  towering  cloud  dissolved. 

Not,  therefore,  shall  my  mind  give  way  to  sadness ; 

Yon  snow-white  torrent-fall,  plumb  down  it  drops. 

Yet  ever  hangs,  or  seems  to  hang,  in  air ; 

Lulling  the  leisure  of  that  high-perched  town, 

Aquapendente,  in  her  lofty  site 

Its  neighbour  and  its  namesake ;  town,  and  flood 

Forth  flashing  out  of  its  own  gloomy  chasm 

Bright  sunbeams,  the  fresh  verdure  of  this  lawn 

Strewn  with  grey  rocks,  and  on  the  horizon's  verge. 

O'er  intervenient  waste,  through  glimmering  haze. 

Unquestionably  kenned,  that  cone-shaped  hill 

With  fractured  summit,  no  indifferent  sight 

To  travellers,  from  such  comforts  as  are  thine. 

Bleak  Radicofani !  escaped  with  jo)^ 
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These  are  before  me ;  and  the  varied  scene 
May  well  suffice,  till  noon-tide's  sultry  heat 
Relax,  to  fix  and  satisfy  the  mind 
Passive  yet  pleased.      What !   with  this  broom  in 

flower 
Close  at  my  side  !     She  bids  me  fly  to  greet 
Her  sisters,  soon  like  her  to  be  attired 
With  golden  blossoms  opening  at  the  feet 
Of  my  own  Fairfield.     The  glad  greeting  given, 
Given  with  a  voice  and  by  a  look  returned 
Of  old  companionship,  time  counts  not  minutes 
Ere,  from  accustomed  paths,  familiar  fields, 
The  local  genius  hurries  me  aloft. 
Transported  over  that  cloud-wooing  hill, 
Seat-Sandal,  a  fond  suitor  of  the  clouds. 
With  dream-like  smoothness,  to  Helvellyn's  top. 
There  to  alight  upon  crisp  moss  and  range. 
Obtaining  ampler  boon,  at  every  step. 
Of  visual  sovereignty,  hills  multitudinous^ 
(Not  Apennine  can  boast  of  fairer),  hills 
Pride  of  two  nations,  wood  and  lake  and  plains, 
And  prospect  right  below  of  deep  coves  shaped 
By  skeleton  arms,*  that,  from  the  mountain's  trunk 
Extended,  clasp  the  winds,  with  mutual  moan 
Struggling  for  liberty,  while  undismayed 
The  shepherd  struggles  with  them.    Onward  thence 
And  downward  by  the  skirt  of  Greenside  fell, 
And  by  Glenridding-screes,  and  low  Glencoign, 
Places  forsaken  now,  though  loving  still 
The  muses,  as  they  loved  them  in  the  days 
Of  the  old  minstrels  and  the  border  bards. 
But  here  am  I  fast  bound ;  and  let  it  pass, 
The  simple  rapture ;  who  that  travels  far 
To  feed  his  mind  with  watchful  eyes  could  share 
Or  wish  to  share  it  ?     One  there  surely  was, 
"The  Wizard  of  the  North,"  with  anxious  hope 
Brought  to  this  genial  climate,  when  disease 
Preyed  upon  body  and  mind,  yet  not  the  less 
Had  his  sunk  eye  kindled  at  those  dear  words 
That  spake  of  bards  and  minstrels ;  and  his  spirit 
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Had  flown  with  mine  to  old  Helvellyn's  brow, 
Where  once  together,  in  his  day  of  strength, 
We  stood  rejoicing,  as  if  earth  were  free 
From  sorrow,  like  the  sky  above  our  heads. 

Years  followed  years,  and  when,  upon  the  eve 
Of  his  last  going  from  Tweed-side,  thought  turned, 
Or  by  another's  sympathy  was  led. 
To  this  bright  land,  hope  was  for  him  no  friend. 
Knowledge  no  help ;  imagination  shaped 
No  promise.     Still,  in  more  than  ear-deep  seats. 
Survives  for  me,  and  cannot  but  survive 
The  tone  of  voice  which  wedded  borrowed  words 
To  sadness  not  their  own,  when,  with  faint  smile 
Forced  by  intent  to  take  from  speech  its  edge, 
He  said,  "When  I  am  there,  although  'tis  fair, 
Twill  be  another  Yarrow."     Prophecy 
More  than  fulfilled,  as  gay  Campania's  shores 
Soon  witnessed,  and  the  city  of  seven  hills. 
Her  sparkling  fountains,  and  her  mouldering  tombs ; 
And  more  than  all,  that  eminence  which  showed 
Her  splendours,  seen,  not  felt,  the  while  he  stood 
A  few  short  steps  (painful  they  were)  apart 
From  Tasso's  convent-haven,  and  retired  grave. 

Peace  to  their  spirits  !  why  should  poesy 
Yield  to  the  lure  of  vain  regret,  and  hover 
In  gloom  on  wings  with  confidence  outspread 
To  move  in  sunshine  ?     Utter  thanks,  my  soul ! 
Tempered  with  awe,  and  sweetened  by  compassion 
For  them  who  in  the  shades  of  sorrow  dwell. 
That  I,  so  near  the  term  to  human  life 
Appointed  by  man's  common  heritage, 
Frail  as  the  frailest,  one  withal  (if  that 
Deserve  a  thought)  but  little  known  to  fame — 
Am  free  to  rove  where  Nature's  loveliest  looks. 
Art's  noblest  relics,  history's  rich  bequests. 
Failed  to  reanimate  and  but  feebly  cheered 
The  whole  world's  darling,  free  to  rove  at  will 
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O^er  high  and  low,  and  if  requiring  rest, 
Rest  from  enjoyment  only. 

Thanks  poured  forth 
For  what  thus  far  bath  blessed  my  wanderings, 

thanks 
Fervent  but  humble  as  the  lips  can  breathe 
Where  gladness  seems  a  duty,  let  me  guard 
Those  seeds  of  expectation  which  the  fruit 
Already  gathered  in  this  favoured  land 
Enfolds  within  its  core.     The  faith  be  mine, 
That  He  who  guides  and  governs  all,  approves 
When  gratitude,  though  disciplined  to  look 
Beyond  these  transient  spheres,  doth  weaf  a  cfown 
Of  earthly  hope  put  on  with  trembling  hand  j 
Nor  is  least  pleased,  we  trust,  when  golden  beattis, 
Reflected  through  the  mists  of  age,  from  hours 
Of  innocent  delight,  remote  or  recent, 
Shoot  but  a  little  way,  'tis  all  they  can, 
Into  the  doubtful  future.     Who  would  keep 
Power  must  resolve  to  cleave  to  it  through  life, 
Else  it  deserts  him,  surely  as  he  lives. 
Saints  would  not  grieve  nor  guardian  angels  frown 
If  one — while  tossed,  as  was  my  lot  to  be, 
In  a  frail  bark  urged  by  two  slender  oars 
Over  waves  rough  and  deep,  that,  when  they  broke. 
Dashed  their  white  foam  against  the  palace  walls 
Of  Genoa  the  superb — should  there  be  led 
To  meditate  upon  his  own  appointed  tasks. 
However  humble  in  themselves,  with  thoughts 
Raised  and  sustained  by  memory  of  him 
Who  oftentimes  within  those  narrow  bounds 
Rocked  on  the  surge,  there  tried  his  spirit's  strength 
And  grasp  of  purpose,  long  ere  sailed  his  ship 
To  lay  a  new  world  open. 

Nor  less  prized 
Be  those  impressions  which  incline  the  heart 
To  mild,  to  lowly,  and  to  seeming  weak, 
Bend  that  way  her  desires.     The  dew,  the  storm, 
The  dew  whose  moisture  fell  in  gentle  drops 
On  the  small  hyssop  destined  to  become. 
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By  Hebrew  ordinance  devoutly  kept, 

A  purifying  instrument,  the  storm 

That  shook  on  Lebanon  the  cedar's  top, 

And  as  it  shook,  enabling  the  blind  roots 

Further  to  force  their  way,  endowed  its  trunk 

With  magnitude  and  strength  fit  to  uphold 

The  glorious  temple,  did  alike  proceed 

From  the  same  gracious  will,  were  both  an  offspring 

Of  bounty  infinite. 

Between  powers  that  aim 
Higher  to  lift  their  lofty  heads,  impelled 
By  no  profane  ambition,  powers  that  thrive 
By  conflict,  and  their  opposites,  that  trust 
In  lowliness,  a  mid-way  tract  there  lies 
Of  thoughtful  sentiment  for  every  mind 
Pregnant  with  good.    Young,  middle-aged,  and  old, 
From  century  on  to  century,  must  have  known 
The  emotion,  nay — more  fitly  were  it  said — 
The  blest  tranquillity  that  sunk  so  deep 
Into  my  spirit,  when  I  paced,  enclosed 
In  Pisa's  Campo  Santo,  the  smooth  floor 
Of  its  arcades  paved  with  sepulchral  slabs. 
And  through  each  window's  open  fretwork  looked 
O'er  the  blank  area  of  sacred  earth 
Fetched  from  Mount  Calvary,  or  haply  delved 
In  precincts  nearer  to  the  Saviour's  tomb, 
By  hands  of  men,  humble  as  brave,  who  fought 
For  its  deliverance,  a  capacious  field 
That  to  descendants  of  the  dead  it  holds 
And  to  all  living  mute  memento  breathes, 
More  touching  far  than  aught  which  on  the  walls 
Is  pictured,  or  their  epitaphs  can  speak. 
Of  the  changed  city's  long-departed  power. 
Glory,  and  wealth,  which,  perilous  as  they  are, 
Here  did  not  kill,  but  nourished,  piety. 
And,  high  above  that  length  of  cloistral  roof. 
Peering  in  air  and  backed  by  azure  sky. 
To  kindred  contemplations  ministers 
The  baptistery*s  dome,  and  that  which  swells 
From  the  cathedral  pile ;  and  with  the  twain 
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Conjoined  in  prospect  mutable  or  fixed 

(As  hurry  on  in  eagerness  tbe  feet, 

Or  pause)  the  summit  of  the  leaning-tower. 

Nor  less  remuneration  waits  on  him 

Who  having  left  the  cemetery  stands 

In  the  tower^s  shadow,  of  decline  and  fall. 

Admonished  not  without  some  sense  of  fear, 

Fear  that  soon  vanishes  before  the  sight 

Of  splendour  unextinguished,  pomp  unscathed, 

And  beauty  unimpaired.     Grand  in  itself, 

And  for  itself,  the  assemblage,  grand  and  fair 

To  view,  and  for  the  mind's  consenting  eye 

A  type  of  age  in  man,  upon  its  front 

Bearing  the  world-acknowledged  evidence 

Of  past  exploits,  nor  fondly  after  more 

Struggling  against  the  stream  of  destiny, 

But  with  its  peaceful  majesty  content. 

Oh  what  a  spectacle  at  every  turn 

The  place  unfolds,  from  pavement  skinned  with 

moss. 
Or  grass-grown  spaces,  where  the  heaviest  foot 
Provokes  no  echoes,  but  must  softly  tread ; 
Where  solitude  with  silence  paired  stops  short 
Of  desolation,  and  to  ruin's  scythe 
Decay  submits  not. 

But  where'er  my  steps 
Shall  wander,  chiefly  let  me  cull  with  care 
Those  images  of  genial  beauty,  oft 
Too  lovely  to  be  pensive  in  themselves 
But  by  reflexion  made  so,  which  do  best 
And  fitliest  serve  to  crown  with  fragrant  wreaths 
Life's  cup  when  almost  filled  with  years,  like  mine. 
How  lovely  robed  in  forenoon  light  and  shade. 
Each  ministering  to  each,  didst  thou  appear 
Savona,  queen  of  territory  fair 
As  aught  that  marvellous  coast  thro'  all  its  length 
Yields  to  the  stranger's  eye.     Remembrance  holds 
As  a  selected  treasure  thy  one  cliff, 
That,  while  it  wore  for  melancholy  crest 
A  shattered  convent,  yet  rose  proud  to  have 
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Clinging  to  its  steep  sides  a  thousand  herbs 

And  shrubs,  whose  pleasant  looks  gave  proof  how 

kind 
The  breath  of  ah-  can  be  where  earth  had  else 
Seemed  churlish.     And  behold,  both  far  and  near, 
Garden  and  field  all  decked  with  orange  bloom, 
And  peach  and  citron,  in  spring's  mildest  breeze 
Expanding ;  and,  along  the  smooth  shore  curved 
Into  a  natural  port,  a  tideless  sea. 
To  that  mild  breeze  with  motion  and  with  voice 
Softly  responsive ;  and,  attuned  to  all 
Those  vernal  charms  of  sight  and  sound,  appeared 
Smooth  space  of  turf  which  from  the  guardian  fort 
Sloped  seaward,  turf  whose  tender  April  green, 
In  coolest  climes  too  fugitive,  might  even  here 
Plead  with  the  sovereign  Sun  for  longer  stay 
Than  his  unmitigated  beams  allow, 
Nor  plead  in  vain,  if  beauty  could  preserve, 
From  mortal  change,  aught  that  is  born  on  earth 
Or  doth  on  time  depend. 

While  on  the  brink 
Of  that  high  convent-crested  cliff  I  stood, 
Modest  Savona !  over  all  did  brood 
A  pure  poetic  spirit — as  the  breeze, 
Mild,  as  the  verdure,  fresh — the  sunshine,  bright — 
Thy  gentle  Chiabrera  !  not  a  stone, 
Mursd  or  level  with  the  trodden  floor, 
In  church  or  chapel,  if  my  curious  quest 
Missed  not  the  truth,  retains  a  single  name 
Of  young  or  old,  warrior,  or  saint,  or  sage. 
To  whose  dear  memories  his  sepulchral  verse 
Paid  simple  tribute,  such  as  might  have  flowed 
From  the  clear  spring  of  a  plain  English  heart, 
Say  rather,  one  in  native  fellowship 
With  all  who  want  not  skill  to  couple  grief 
With  praise,  as  genuine  admiration  prompts. 
The  grief,  the  praise,  are  severed  from  their  dust, 
Yet  in  his  page  the  records  of  that  worth 
Survive,  uninjured ;  glory  then  to  words, 
Honour  to  word-preserving  arts,  and  hail 

M 
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Ye  kindred  local  influences  that  still, 
If  hope's  familiar  whispers  merit  faith, 
Await  my  steps  when  they  the  breezy  height 
Shall  range  of  philosophic  Tusculum ; 
Or  Sabine  vales  explored  inspire  a  wish 
To  meet  the  shade  of  Horace  by  the  side 
Of  his  Bandusian  fount ;  or  I  invoke 
His  presence  to  point  out  the  spot  where  once 
He  sate,  and  eulogised  with  earnest  pen 
Peace,  leisure,  freedom,  moderate  desires ; 
And  all  the  immunities  of  rural  life 
Extolled,  behind  Vacuna's  crumbling  fane. 
Or  let  me  loiter,  soothed  with  what  is  given. 
Nor  asking  more,  on  that  delicious  bay, 
Parthenope's  Domain,  Virgilian  haunt, 
Illustrated  with  never-dying  verse. 
And,  by  the  poet's  laurel-shaded  tomb, 
Age  after  age  to  pilgrims  from  all  lands 
Endeared. 

And  who,  if  not  a  man  as  cold 
In  heart  as  dull  in  brain,  while  pacing  ground 
Chosen  by  Rome's  legendary  bards,  high  minds 
Out  of  her  early  struggles  well  inspired 
To  localise  heroic  acts,  could  look 
Upon  the  spots  with  undehghted  eye, 
Though  even  to  their  last  syllable  the  lays 
And  very  names  of  those  who  gave  them  birth 
Have  perished  ?     Verily,  to  her  utmost  depth, 
Imagination  feels  what  reason  fears  not 
To  recognise,  the  lasting  virtue  lodged 
In  those  bold  fictions  that,  by  deeds  assigned 
To  the  Valerian,  Fabian,  Curian  race. 
And  others  like  in  fame,  created  powers 
With  attributes  from  history  derived. 
By  poesy  irradiate,  and  yet  graced, 
Through  marvellous  felicity  of  skill. 
With  something  more  propitious  to  high  aims 
Than  either,  pent  within  her  separate  sphere, 
Can  oft  with  justice  claim. 

And  not  disdaining 
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Union  with  those  primeval  energies 

To  virtue  consecrate,  stoop  ye  from  your  height 

Christian  traditions  !  at  my  spirit's  call 

Descend,  and,  on  the  brow  of  ancient  Rome 

As  she  survives  in  ruin,  manifest 

Your  glories  mingled  with  the  brightest  hues 

Of  her  memorial  halo,  fading,  fading, 

But  never  to  be  extinct  while  earth  endures. 

O  come,  if  undishonoured  by  the  prayer, 

From  all  her  sanctuaries !     Open  for  my  feet 

Ye  catacombs,  give  to  mine  eyes  a  glimpse 

Of  the  devout,  as,  'mid  your  glooms  convened 

For  safety,  they  of  yore  enclasped  the  cross 

On  knees  that  ceased  from  trembling,  or  intoned 

Their  orisons  with  voices  half-suppressed, 

But  sometimes  heard,  or  fancied  to  be  heard. 

Even  at  this  hour. 

And  thou  Mamertine  prison. 
Into  that  vault  receive  me  from  whose  depth 
Issues,  revealed  in  no  presumptuous  vision. 
Albeit  lifting  human  to  divine, 
A  saint,  the  church's  rock,  the  mystic  keys 
Grasped  in  his  hand ;  and  lo  !  with  upright  sword 
Prefiguring  his  own  impendent  doom, 
The  apostle  of  the  Gentiles ;  both  prepared 
To  suffer  pains  with  heathen  scorn  and  hate 
Inflicted ;  blessed  men,  for  so  to  Heaven 
They  follow  their  dear  Lord  ! 

Time  flows ;  nor  winds. 
Nor  stagnates,  nor  precipitates  his  course. 
But  many  a  benefit  borne  upon  his  breast 
For  human-kind  sinks  out  of  sight,  is  gone, 
No  one  knows  how ;  nor  seldom  is  put  forth 
An  angry  arm  that  snatches  good  away. 
Never  perhaps  to  reappear.     The  stream 
Has  to  our  generation  brought  and  brings 
Innumerable  gains ;  yet  we,  who  now 
Walk  in  the  light  of  day,  pertain  full  surely 
To  a  chilled  age,  most  pitiably  shut  out 
From  that  which  is  and  actuates,  by  forms, 
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Abstractions,  and  by  lifeless  fact  to  fact 

Minutely  linked  with  diligence  uninspired, 

Unrectified,  unguided,  unsustained, 

By  god-like  insight.     To  this  fate  is  doomed 

Science,  wide-spread  and  spreading  still  as  be 

Her  conquests,  in  the  world  of  sense  made  known. 

So  with  the  internal  mind  it  fares ;  and  so 

With  morals,  trusting,  in  contempt  or  fear 

Of  vital  principle's  controlling  law. 

To  her  purblind  guide  expediency ;  and  so 

Suffers  religious  faith.     Elate  with  view 

Of  what  is  won,  we  overlook  or  scorn 

The  best  that  should  keep  pace  with  it,  and  must. 

Else  more  and  more  the  general  mind  will  droop, 

Even  as  if  bent  on  perishing.     There  lives 

No  faculty  within  us  which  the  soul 

Can  spare,  and  humblest  earthly  weal  demands, 

For  dignity  not  placed  beyond  her  reach. 

Zealous  co-operation  of  all  means 

Given  or  acquired,  to  raise  us  from  the  mire, 

And  liberate  our  hearts  from  low  pursuits. 

By  gross  utilities  enslaved  we  need 

More  of  ennobling  impulse  from  the  past. 

If  to  the  future  aught  of  good  must  come 

Sounder  and  therefore  holier  than  the  ends 

Which,  in  the  giddiness  of  self-applause. 

We  covet  as  supreme.     O  grant  the  crown 

That  wisdom  wears,  or  take  his  treacherous  staff 

From   knowledge  !      If  the   muse,  whom  I  have 

served 
This  day,  be  mistress  of  a  single  pearl 
Fit  to  be  placed  in  that  pure  diadem ; 
Then,  not  in  vain,  under  these  chestnut  boughs 
Reclined,  shall  I  have  yielded  up  my  soul 
To  transport  from  the  secondary  founts 
Flowing  of  time  and  place,  and  paid  to  both 
Due  hqmage ;  nor  shall  fruitlessly  have  striven, 
By  love  of  beauty  moved,  tp  enshrine  in  verse 
Accordant  meditations,  which  in  times 
Vexed  and  disordered,  as  our  own,  may  shed 
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Influence,  at  least  among  a  scattered  few, 

To  soberness  of  mind  and  peace  of  heart 

Friendly ;  as  here  to  my  repose  hath  been 

This  flowering  broom's  dear  neighbourhood,  the  light 

And  murmur  issuing  from  yon  pendent  flood, 

And  all  the  varied  landscape.     Let  us  now 

Rise,  and  to-morrow  greet  magnificent  Rome. 


THE  PINE  OF  MONTE  MARIO  AT  ROME 

I  SAW  far  off'  the  dark  top  of  a  pine 
Look  like  a  cloud,  a  slender  stem  the  tie 
That  bound  it  to  its  native  earth,  poised  high 
'Mid  evening  hues,  along  the  horizon  line, 
Striving  in  peace  each  other  to  outshine. 
But  when  I  learned  the  tree  was  living  there, 
Saved  from  the  sordid  axe  by  Beaumont's  care. 
Oh,  what  a  gush  of  tenderness  was  mine ! 
The  rescued  pine-tree,  with  its  sky  so  bright 
And  cloud4ike  beauty,  rich  in  thoughts  of  home. 
Death-parted  friends,  and  days  too  swift  in  flight. 
Supplanted  the  whole  majesty  of  Rome 
(Then  first  apparent  from  the  Pincian  height) 
Crowned  with  St.  Peter's  everlasting  dome. 


AT  ROME 

Is  this,  ye  Gods,  the  Capitolian  hill  ? 
Yon  petty  Steep  in  truth  the  fearful  rock, 
Tarpeian  named  of  yore,  and  keeping  still 
That  name,  a  local  phantom  proud  to  mock 
The  traveller's  expectation  ?     Could  our  will 
Destroy  the  ideal  power  within,  'twere  done 
Thro'  what  men  see  and  touch,  slaves  wandering  on. 
Impelled  by  thirst  of  all  but  Heaven-taught  skill. 
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Full  oft,  our  wish  obtained,  deeply  we  sigh ; 
Yet  not  unrecompensed  are  they  who  learn. 
From  that  depression  raised,  to  mount  on  high 
With  stronger  wing,  more  clearly  to  discern 
Eternal  things ;  and,  if  need  be,  defy 
Change,  with  a  brow  not  insolent,  though  stern. 


AT  ROME.  REGRETS,  IN  ALLUSION  TO 
NIEBUHR,  AND  OTHER  MODERN  HIS- 
TORIANS 

Those  old  credulities,  to  nature  dear, 

Shall  they  no  longer  bloom  upon  the  stock 

Of  history,  stript  naked  as  a  rock 

'Mid  a  dry  desert  ?     What  is  it  we  hear  ? 

The  glory  of  infant  Rome  must  disappear, 

Her  morning  splendours  vanish,  and  their  place 

Know  them  no  more.    If  truth,  who  veiled  her  face 

With  those  bright  beams  yet  hid  it  not,  must  steer 

Henceforth  a  humbler  course  perplexed  and  slow ; 

One  solace  yet  remains  for  us  who  came 

Into  this  world  in  days  when  story  lacked 

Severe  research,  that  in  our  hearts  we  know 

How,  for  exciting  youth's  heroic  flame. 

Assent  is  power,  belief  the  soul  of  fact 


CONTINUED 

Complacent  fictions  were  they,  yet  the  same 
Involved  a  history  of  no  doubtful  sense. 
History  that  proves  by  inward  evidence 
From  what  a  precious  source  of  truth  it  came. 
Ne'er  could  the  boldest  eulogist  have  dared 
Such  deeds  to  paint,  such  characters  to  frame, 
But  for  coeval  sympathy  prepared 
To  greet  with  instant  faith  their  loftiest  claim. 
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None  but  a  noble  people  could  have  loved 
Flattery  in  ancient  Rome^s  pure-minded  style : 
Not  in  like  sort  the  Runic  Scald  was  moved ; 
He,  nursed  'mid  savage  passions  that  defile 
Humanity,  sang  feats  that  well  might  call 
For  the  blood-thirsty  mead  of  Odin's  riotous  hall. 


PLEA  FOR  THE  HISTORIAN 

Forbear  to  deem  the  chronicler  unwise, 
Ungentle,  or  untouched  by  seemly  ruth, 
Who,  gathering  up  all  that  time's  envious  tooth 
Has  spared  of  sound  and  grave  realities, 
Firmly  rejects  those  dazzling  flatteries, 
Dear  as  they  are  to  unsuspecting  youth, 
That  might  have  drawn  down  Clio  from  the  skies 
To  vindicate  the  majesty  of  truth. 
Such  was  her  office  while  she  walked  with  men, 
A  muse,  who,  not  unmindful  of  her  sire 
All-ruling  Jove,  whate'er  the  theme  might  be 
Revered  her  mother,  sage  Mnemosyne, 
And  taught  her  faithful  servants  how  the  lyre 
Should  animate,  but  not  mislead,  the  pen.^ 


AT  ROME 

They,  who  have  seen  the  noble  Roman's  scorn 

Break  forth  at  thought  of  laying  down  his  head, 

When  the  blank  day  is  over,  garreted 

In  his  ancestral  palace,  where,  from  morn 

To  night,  the  desecrated  floors  are  worn 

By  feet  of  purse-proud   strangers ;   they,  who   have 

read 
In  one  meek  smile,  beneath  a  peasant's  shed, 
How  patiently  the  weight  of  wrong  is  borne ; 

^  Quern  vinim lyra- 


-sumes  celebrare  Clio  ? 
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They,  who  have  heard  thy  lettered  sages  treat 
Of  freedom,  with  mind  grasping  the  whole  theme 
From  ancient  Rome,  downwards  through  that  bright 

dream 
Of  Commonwealths,  each  city  a  starlike  seat 
Of  rival  glory ;  they,  fallen  Italy, 
Nor  must,  nor  will,  nor  can,  despair  of  thee  ! 


NEAR  ROME,  IN  SIGHT  OF  ST.  PETER^S 

Long  has  the  dew  been  dri^d  on  tree  and  lawn ; 
O'er  man  and  beast  a  not  unwelcome  boon 
Is  shed,  the  languor  of  approaching  noon ; 
To  shady  rest  withdrawing  or  withdrawn 
Mute  are  all  creatures,  as  this  couchant  fawn, 
Save  insect-swarms  that  hum  in  air  afloat. 
Save  that  the  cock  is  crowing,  a  shrill  note. 
Startling  and  shrill  as  that  which  roused  the  dawn. 
Heard  in  that  hour,  or  when,  as  now,  the  nerve 
Shrinks  from  the  note  as  from  a  mistimed  thing, 
Oft  for  a  holy  warning  may  it  serve. 
Charged  with  remembrance  of  his  sudden  sting. 
His  bitter  tears,  whose  name  the  Papal  Chair 
And  yon  resplendent  Church  are  proud  to  bear. 


AT  ALBANO 

Days  passed,  and  Monte  Calvo  would  not  clear 

His  head  from  mist ;  and,  as  the  wind  sobbed  through 

Albano's  dripping  ilex  avenue. 

My  dull  forebodings  in  a  peasant's  ear 

Found  casual  vent.     She  said,  "  Be  of  good  cheer ; 

Our  yesterday's  procession  did  not  sue 

In  vain  ;  the  sky  will  change  to  sunny  blue. 

Thanks  to  our  Lady's  grace."     I  smiled  to  hear, 
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But  not  in  scorn : — the  matron's  faith  may  lack 
The  heavenly  sanction  needed  to  ensure 
Its  own  fulfilment ;  but  her  upward  track 
Stops  not  at  this  low  point,  nor  wants  the  lure 
Of  flowers  the  Virgin  without  fear  may  own, 
For  by  her  Son's  blest  hand  the  seed  was  sown. 


"NEAR  ANIO'S  STREAM  I  SPIED  A 
GENTLE  DOVE" 

Near  Anio's  stream  I  spied  a  gentle  dove 

Perched  on  an  olive  branch,  and  heard  her  cooing 

'Mid  new-born  blossoms  that  soft  airs  were  wooing, 

While  all  things  present  told  of  joy  and  love. 

But  restless  fancy  left  that  olive  grove 

To  hail  the  exploratory  bird  renewing 

Hope  for  the  few,  who,  at  the  world's  undoing, 

On  the  great  flood  were  spared  to  live  and  move. 

O  bounteous  Heaven  !  signs  true  as  dove  and  bough 

Brought  to  the  ark  are  coming  evermore, 

Given,  though  we  seek  them  not,  but,  while  we  plough 

This  sea  of  life  without  a  visible  shore, 

Do  neither  promise  ask  nor  grace  implore 

In  what  alone  is  ours,  the  living  Now. 


FROM  THE  ALBAN  HILLS,  LOOKING 
TOWARDS  ROME 

Forgive,  illustrious  country  !  these  deep  sighs, 
Heaved  less  for  thy  bright  plains  and  hills  bestrown 
With  monuments  decayed  or  overthrown. 
For  all  that  tottering  stands  or  prostrate  lies. 
Than  for  like  scenes  in  moral  vision  shown. 
Ruin  perceived  for  keener  sympathies ; 
Faith  crushed,  yet  proud  of  weeds,  her  gaudy  crown  : 
Virtues  laid  low,  and  mouldering  energies. 

M  2 
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Yet  why  prolong  this  mournful  strain  ?    Fallen  power. 

Thy  fortunes,  twice  exalted,  might  provoke 

Verse  to  glad  notes  prophetic  of  the  hour 

When  thou,  uprisen,  shalt  break  thy  double  yoke, 

And  enter,  with  prompt  aid  from  the  most  High, 

On  the  third  stage  of  thy  great  destiny. 


NEAR  THE  LAKE  OF  THRASYMENE 

When  here  with  Carthage  Rome  to  conflict  came, 

An  earthquake,  mingling  with  the  battle's  shock, 

Checked  not  its  rage  ;  unfelt  the  ground  did  rock. 

Sword  dropped  not,  javelin  kept  its  deadly  aim. 

Now  all  is  sun-bright  peace.     Of  that  day's  shame, 

Or  glory,  not  a  vestige  seems  to  endure. 

Save  in  this  rill  that  took  from  blood  the  name 

Which  yet  it  bears,  sweet  stream  !  as  crystal  pure. 

So  may  all  trace  and  sign  of  deeds  aloof 

From  the  true  guidance  of  humanity. 

Thro'  time  and  Nature's  influence,  purify 

Their  spirit ;  or,  unless  they  for  reproof 

Or  warning  serve,  thus  let  them  all,  on  ground 

That  gave  them  being,  vanish  to  a  sound. 


NEAR  THE  SAME  LAKE 

For  action  born,  existing  to  be  tried, 

Powers  manifold  we  have  that  intervene 

To  stir  the  heart  that  would  too  closely  screen 

Her  peace  from  images  to  pain  allied. 

What  wonder  if  at  midnight,  by  the  side 

Of  Sanguinetto  or  broad  Thrasymene, 

The  clang  of  arms  is  heard,  and  phantoms  glide, 

Unhappy  ghosts  in  troops  by  moonlight  seen ; 
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And  singly  thine,  O  vanquished  chief !  whose  corse, 
Unburied,  lay  hid  under  heaps  of  slain  : 
But  who  is  he,  the  conqueror  ?     Would  he  force 
His  way  to  Rome  ?    Ah,  no,  round  hill  and  plain 
Wandering,  he  haunts,  at  fancy's  strong  command. 
This  spot,  his  shadowy  death-cup  in  his  hand. 


THE  CUCKOO  AT  LAVERNA 

MAY  25,   1837 

List — 'twas  the  cuckoo. — O  with  what  delight 
Heard  I  that  voice  I  and  catch  it  now,  though  faint, 
"Far  off  and  faint,  and  melting  into  air, 
Viet  not  to  be  mistaken.     Hark  again  ! 
Those  louder  cries  give  notice  that  the  bird, 
Although  invisible  as  echo's  self, 
Is  wheeling  hitherward.     Thanks,  happy  creature. 
For  this  unthought-of  greeting  ! 

While  allured 
From  vale  to  hill,  from  hill  to  vale  led  on, 
We  have  pursued,  through  various  lands,  a  long 
And  pleasant  course ;  flower  after  flower  has  blown. 
Embellishing  the  ground  that  gave  them  birth 
With  aspects  novel  to  my  sight ;  but  still 
Most  fair,  most  welcome,  when  they  drank  the  dew 
In  a  sweet  fellowship  with  kinds  beloved. 
For  old  remembrance  sake.     And  oft,  where  spring 
Displayed  her  richest  blossoms  among  files 
Of  orange-trees  bedecked  with  glowing  fruit 
Ripe  for  the  hand,  or  under  a  thick  shade 
Of  ilex,  or,  if  better  suited  to  the  hour, 
The  lightsome  olive's  twinkling  canopy. 
Oft  have  I  heard  the  nightingale  and  thrush 
Blending  as  in  a  common  English  grove 
Their  love-songs ;  but,  where'er  my  feet  might  roam, 
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Whatever  assemblages  of  new  and  old, 
Strange  and  familiar,  might  beguile  the  way, 
A  gratulation  from  that  vagrant  voice 
Was  wanting ;  and  most  happily  till  now. 

For  see,  Laverna  !  mark  the  far-famed  pile, 
High  on  the  brink  of  that  precipitous  rock, 
Implanted  like  a  fortress,  as  in  truth 
It  is,  a  Christian  fortress,  garrisoned 
In  faith  and  hope,  and  dutiful  obedience. 
By  a  few  monks,  a  stern  society. 
Dead  to  the  world  and  scorning  earth-born  joys. 
Nay,  though   the   hopes   that   drew,  the   fears  that 

drove, 
St.  Francis,  far  from  man's  resort,  to  abide 
Among  these  sterile  heights  of  Apennine, 
Bound  him,   nor,  since  he  raised  yon   house,  have 

ceased 
To  bind  his  spiritual  progeny,  with  rules 
Stringent  as  flesh  can  tolerate  and  live ; 
His  milder  genius  (thanks  to  the  good  God 
That  made  us)  over  those  severe  restraints 
Of  mind,  that  dread  heart-freezing  discipline, 
Doth  sometimes  here  predominate,  and  works 
By  unsought  means  for  gracious  purposes ; 
For  earth  through  heaven,  for  heaven,  by  changeful 

earth, 
Illustrated,  and  mutually  endeared. 

Rapt  though  he  were  above  the  power  of  sense, 
Familiarly,  yet  out  of  the  cleansed  heart 
Of  that  once  sinful  Being  overflowed 
On  sun,  moon,  stars,  the  nether  elements, 
And  every  shape  of  creature  they  sustain, 
Divine  affections ;  and  with  beast  and  bird 
(Stilled  from  afar — such  marvel  story  tells — 
By  casual  outbreak  of  his  passionate  words, 
And  from  their  own  pursuits  in  field  or  grove 
Drawn  to  his  side  by  look  or  act  of  love 
Humane,  and  virtue  of  his  innocent  life) 
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He  wont  to  hold  companionship  so  free, 

So  pure,  so  fraught  with  knowledge  and  delight, 

As  to  be  likened  in  his  followers'  minds 

To  that  which  our  first  parents,  ere  the  fall 

From  their  high  state  darkened  the  earth  with  fear, 

Held  with  all  kinds  in  Eden's  blissful  bowers. 

Then  question  not  that,  'mid  the  austere  band. 
Who   breathe   the  air  he  breathed,  tread  where  he 

trod, 
Some  true  partakers  of  his  loving  spirit 
Do  still  survive,  and,  with  those  gentle  hearts 
Consorted,  others,  in  the  power,  the  faith. 
Of  a  baptized  imagination,  prompt 
To  catch  from  Nature's  humblest  monitors 
Whate'er  they  bring  of  impulses  sublime. 

Thus  sensitive  must  be  the  monk,  though  pale 
With  fasts,  with  vigils  worn,  depressed  by  years. 
Whom  in  a  sunny  glade  I  chanced  to  see. 
Upon  a  pine-tree's  storm-uprooted  trunk. 
Seated  alone,  with  forehead  skyward-raised. 
Hands  clasped  above  the  crucifix  he  wore 
Appended  to  his  bosom,  and  lips  closed 
By  the  joint  pressure  of  his  musing  mood 
Ajid  habit  of  his  vow.     That  ancient  Man, 
Nor  haply  less  the  brother  whom  I  marked, 
As  we  approached  the  convent  gate,  aloft 
Looking  far  forth  from  his  aerial  cell, 
A  young  ascetic,  poet,  hero,  sage, 
He  might  have  been,  lover  belike  he  was 
If  they  received  into  a  conscious  ear 
The  notes  whose  first  faint  greeting  startled  me. 
Whose  sedulous  iteration  thrilled  with  joy 
My  heart,  may  have  been  moved  like  me  to  think, 
Ah  !  not  like  me  who  walk  in  the  world's  ways. 
On  the  great  prophet,  styled  the  voice  of  one 
Crying  amid  the  wilderness^  and  given. 
Now  that  their  snows  must  melt,  their  herbs  and 
flowers 
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Revive,  their  obstinate  winter  pass  away, 
That  awful  name  to  thee,  thee,  simple  cuckoo, 
Wandering  in  solitude,  and  evermore 
Foretelling  and  proclaiming,  ere  thou  leave 
This  thy  last  haunt  beneath  Italian  skies 
To  carry  thy  glad  tidings  over  heights 
Still  loftier,  and  to  climes  more  near  the  Pole. 

Voice  of  the  desert,  fare-thee-well ;  sweet  bird  ! 
If  that  substantial  title  please  thee  more, 
Farewell !  but  go  thy  way,  no  need  hast  thou 
Of  a  good  wish  sent  after  thee ;  from  bower 
To  bower  as  green,  from  sky  to  sky  as  clear. 
Thee  gentle  breezes  waft  or  airs  that  meet 
Thy  course  and  sport  around  thee  softly  fan 
Till  night,  descending  upon  hill  and  vale, 
Grants  to  thy  mission  a  brief  term  of  silence, 
And  folds  thy  pinions  up  in  blest  repose. 


AT  THE  CONVENT  OF  CAMALDOLI 

Grieve  for  the  man  who  hither  came  bereft, 

And  seeking  consolation  from  above ; 

Nor  grieve  the  less  that  skill  to  him  was  left 

To  paint  this  picture  of  his  lady-love : 

Can  she,  a  blessed  saint,  the  work  approve  ? 

And  O,  good  brethren  of  the  cowl,  a  thing 

So  fair,  to  which  with  peril  he  must  cling, 

Destroy  in  pity,  or  with  care  remove. 

That  bloom,  those  eyes,  can  they  assist  to  bind 

Thoughts    that   would    stray   from   Heaven?      The 

dream  must  cease 
To  be  ;  by  faith,  not  sight,  his  soul  must  live ; 
Else  will  the  enamoured  monk  too  surely  find 
How  wide  a  space  can  part  from  inward  peace 
The  most  profound  repose  his  cell  can  give. 
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COXTIXUED 

The  world  forsaken,  all  its  busy  cares 

And  stirring  interests  shunned  with  desperate  flight. 

All  trust  abandoned  in  the  healing  might 

Of  virtuous  action  ;  all  that  courage  dares. 

Labour  accomplishes^  or  p>auence  bears. 

Those  helps  rejected,  they,  whose  minds  perceive 

How  subtly  works  man's  weakness,  sighs  may  heave 

For  such  a  one  beset  with  cloistral  snares. 

Father  of  mercy !  rectify  his  view, 

If  with  his  vows  this  object  ill  agree ; 

Shed  over  it  thy  grace,  and  so  subdue 

Imperious  passion  in  a  heart  set  free : 

That  earthly  love  may  to  herself  be  true. 

Give  him  a  soul  that  cleaveth  unto  thee. 


AT   THE   EREMITE   OR   UPPER   CONVENT 
OF  CAMALDOLI 

What  aim  had  they,  the  pair  of  monks,  in  size 
Enormous,  dragged,  while  side  by  side  they  sate, 
By  panting  steers  up  to  this  convent  gate  ? 
How,  with  empurpled  cheeks  and  pampered  eyes 
Dare  they  confront  the  lean  austerities 
Of  brethren  who,  here  fixed,  on  Jesu  wait 
In  sackcloth,  and  God's  anger  deprecate 
Through  all  that  humbles  flesh  and  mortifies  ? 
Strange  contrast !  verily  the  world  of  dreams, 
Where  mingle,  as  for  mockery  combined, 
Things  in  their  very  essences  at  strife. 
Shows  not  a  sight  incongruous  as  the  extremes 
That  everywhere,  before  the  thoughtful  mind, 
Meet  on  the  solid  ground  of  waking  life. 
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AT  VALLOMBROSA 

Thick  as  autumnal  leaves  that  strew  the  brooks 
In  Vallombrosa,  where  Etrurian  shades 
High  over-arch'd  embower. — Paradise  Lost. 

"  Vallombrosa — I  longed  in  thy  shadiest  wood 
To  slumber,  reclined  on  the  moss-covered  floor !  *' 
Fond  wish  that  was  granted  at  last,  and  the  flood, 
That  lulled  me  asleep,  bids  me  listen  once  more. 
Its  murmur  how  soft !  as  it  falls  down  the  steep, 
Near  that  cell,  yon  sequestered  retreat  high  in  air, 
Where  our  Milton  was  wont  lonely  vigils  to  keep 
For   converse  with  God,  sought  through  study  and 
prayer. 

The  monks  still  repeat  the  tradition  with  pride. 
And  its  truth  who  shall  doubt  ?  for  his  Spirit  is  here ; 
In  the  cloud-piercing  rocks  doth  her  grandeur  abide. 
In  the  pines  pointing  heavenward  her  beauty  austere ; 
In  the  flower-besprent  meadows  his  genius  we  trace 
Turned  to  humbler  delights,  in  which  youth  might 

confide. 
That  would  yield  him  fit  help  while  prefiguring  that 

place 
Where,  if  sin  had  not  entered,  love  never  had  died. 

When  with  life  lengthened  out  came  a  desolate  time, 
And  darkness  and  danger  had  compassed  him  round, 
With  a  thought  he  would  flee  to  these  haunts  of  his 

prime, 
And  here  once  again  a  kind  shelter  be  found. 
And  let  me  believe  that  when  nightly  the  muse 
Did  waft  him  to  Sion,  the  glorified  hill, 
Here  also,  on  some  favoured  height,  he  would  choose 
To  wander,  and  drink  inspiration  at  will. 
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Vallombrosa !  of  thee  I  first  heard  in  the  page 

Of    that  holiest  of   bards,   and   the   name   for  my 

mind 
Had  a  musical  charm,  which  the  winter  of  age 
And  the  changes  it  brings  had  no  power  to  unbind. 
And  now,  ye  Miltonian  shades  !  under  you 
I  repose,  nor  am  forced  from  sweet  fancy  to  part. 
While  your  leaves  I  behold  and  the  brooks  they  will 

strew. 
And  the  realised  vision  is  clasped  to  my  heart. 

Even  so,  and  unblamed,  we  rejoice  as  we  may 

In  forms  that  must  perish,  frail  objects  of  sense ; 

Unblamed  if  the  soul  be  intent  on  the  day 

When  the  Being  of  Beings  shall  summon  her  hence. 

For  he  and  he  only  with  wisdom  is  blest 

Who,  gathering  true  pleasures  wherever  they  grow. 

Looks  up  in  all  places,  for  joy  or  for  rest. 

To  the  fountain  whence  time  and  eternity  flow. 


AT  FLORENCE 

Under  the  shadow  of  a  stately  pile. 

The  dome  of  Florence,  pensive  and  alone, 

Nor  giving  heed  to  aught  that  passed  the  while, 

I  stood,  and  gazed  upon  a  marble  stone. 

The  laurelled  Dante's  favourite  seat.     A  throne, 

In  just  esteem,  it  rivals ;  though  no  style 

Be  there  of  decoration  to  beguile 

The    mind,    depressed    by   thought   of    greatness 

flown. 
As  a  true  man,  who  long  had  served  the  lyre, 
I  gazed  with  earnestness,  and  dared  no  more. 
But  in  his  breast  the  mighty  poet  bore 
A  patriot's  heart,  warm  with  undying  fire. 
Bold  with  the  thought,  in  reverence  I  sate  down. 
And,  for  a  moment,  filled  that  empty  throne. 
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BEFORE  THE  PICTURE  OF  THE  BAPTIST, 
BY  RAPHAEL,  IN  THE  GALLERY  AT 
FLORENCE. 

The  Baptist  might  have  been  ordained  to  cry 

Forth  from  the  towers  of  that  huge  pile,  wherein 

His  father  served  Jehovah ;  but  how  win 

Due  audience,  how  for  aught  but  scorn  defy 

The  obstinate  pride  and  wanton  revelry 

Of  the  Jerusalem  below,  her  sin 

And  folly,  if  they  with  united  din 

Drown  not  at  once  mandate  and  prophecy  ? 

Therefore  the  voice  spake  from  the  desert,  thence 

To  her,  as  to  her  opposite  in  peace. 

Silence,  and  holiness,  and  innocence. 

To  her  and  to  all  lands  its  warning  sent, 

Crying  with  earnestness  that  might  not  cease, 

"  Make  straight  a  highway  for  the  Lord — repent !  " 


AT  FLORENCE.  FROM  MICHAEL  ANGELO 

Rapt  above  earth  by  power  of  one  fair  face, 
Hers  in  whose  sway  alone  my  heart  delights, 
I  mingle  with  the  blest  on  those  pure  heights 
Where  man,  yet  mortal,  rarely  finds  a  place. 
With  him  who  made  the  work  that  work  accords 
So  well,  that  by  its  help  and  through  his  grace 
I  raise  my  thoughts,  inform  my  deeds  and  words, 
Clasping  her  beauty  in  my  souPs  embrace. 
Thus,  if  from  two  fair  eyes  mine  cannot  turn, 
I  feel  how  in  their  presence  doth  abide 
Light  which  to  God  is  both  the  way  and  guide ; 
And,  kindling  at  their  lustre,  if  I  burn, 
My  noble  fire  emits  the  joyful  ray 
That  through  the  realms  of  glory  shines  for  aye 
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AT  FLORENCE.     FROM  MICHAEL  ANGELO 

Eternal  Lord !  eased  of  a  cumbrous  load, 
And  loosened  from  the  world,  I  turn  to  thee ; 
Shun,  like  a  shattered  bark,  the  storm,  and  flee 
To  thy  protection  for  a  safe  abode. 
The  crown  of  thoms,  hands  pierced  upon  the  tree, 
The  meek,  benign,  and  lacerated  face, 
To  a  sincere  repentance  promise  grace. 
To  the  sad  soul  give  hope  of  pardon  free. 
With  justice  mark  not  Thou,  O  Light  divine^ 
My  fault,  nor  hear  it  with  thy  sacred  ear ; 
Neither  put  forth  that  way  thy  arm  severe  ; 
Wash  with  thy  blood  my  sins ;  thereto  incline 
More  readily  the  more  my  years  require 
Help,  and  forgiveness  speedy  and  entire. 


AMONG  THE   RUINS   OF   A   CONVENT   IN 
THE  APENNINES 

Ye  trees  !  whose  slender  roots  entwine 

Altars  that  piety  neglects ; 
Whose  infant  arms  enclasp  the  shrine 

Which  no  devotion  now  respects ; 
If  not  a  straggler  from  the  herd 
Here  ruminate,  nor  shrouded  bird, 
Chanting  her  low-voiced  hymn,  take  pride 
In  aught  that  ye  would  grace  or  hide — 
How  sadly  is  your  love  misplaced, 
Fair  trees,  your  bounty  run.  to  waste  ! 

Ye,  too,  wild  flowers  1  that  no  one  heeds, 
And  ye,  full  often  spurned  as  weeds, 
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In  beauty  clothed,  or  breathing  sweetness 

From  fractured  arch  and  mouldering  wall, 

Do  but  more  touchingly  recall 

Man's  headstrong  violence  and  time's  fleetness, 

Making  the  precincts  ye  adorn 

Appear  to  sight  still  more  forlorn. 


IN  LOMBARDY 

See,  where  his  difficult  way  that  old  man  wins 
Bent  by  a  load  of  mulberry  leaves ! — most  hard 
Appears  his  lot,  to  the  small  worm's  compared, 
For  whom  his  toil  with  early  day  begins. 
Acknowledging  no  task-master,  at  will 
(As  if  her  labour  and  her  ease  were  twins) 
She  seems  to  work,  at  pleasure  to  lie  still  \ — 
And  softly  sleeps  within  the  thread  she  spins. 
So  fare  they,  the  man  serving  as  her  slave. 
Ere  long  their  fates  do  each  to  each  conform  ; 
Both  pass  into  new  being,  but  the  worm. 
Transfigured,  sinks  into  a  hopeless  grave ; 
His  volant  spirit  will,  he  trusts,  ascend 
To  bliss  unbounded,  glory  without  end. 


AFTER  LEAVING  ITALY 

Fair  land  !  Thee  all  men  greet  with  joy ;  how  few. 
Whose  souls  take  pride  in  freedom,  virtue,  fame, 
Part  from  thee  without  pity  dyed  in  shame : 
I  could  not,  while  from  Venice  we  withdrew. 
Led  on  till  an  Alpine  strait  confined  our  view 
Within  its  depths,  and  to  the  shore  we  came 
Of  Lago  Morto,  dreary  sight  and  name, 
Which  o'er  sad  thoughts  a  sadder  colouring  threw. 
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Italia !  on  the  surface  of  thy  spirit, 

(Too  aptly  emblemed  by  that  torpid  lake) 

Shall  a  few  partial  breezes  only  creep  ? 

Be  its  depths  quickened ;  what  thou  dost  inherit 

Of  the  world's  hopes,  dare  to  fulfil ;  awake, 

Mother  of  heroes,  from  thy  death-like  sleep ! 


CONTINUED 

As  indignation  mastered  grief,  my  tongue 

Spake  bitter  words ;  words  that  did  ill  agree 

With  those  rich  stores  of  Nature's  imagery. 

And  divine  Art,  that  fast  to  memory  clung. 

Thy  gifts,  magnificent  region,  ever  young 

In  the  sun's  eye,  and  in  his  sister's  sight 

How  beautiful !  how  worthy  to  be  sung 

In  strains  of  rapture,  or  subdued  delight ! 

I  feign  not ;  witness  that  unwelcome  shock 

That  followed  the  first  sound  of  German  speech, 

Caught  the  far-winding  barrier  Alps  among. 

In  that  announcement,  greeting  seemed  to  mock 

Parting ;  the  casual  word  had  power  to  reach 

My  heart,  and  filled  that  heart  with  conflict  strong. 


COMPOSED  AT  RYDAL  ON  MAY  MORNING, 
1838 

If  with  old  love  of  you,  dear  hills  !  I  share 

New  love  of  many  a  rival  image  brought 

From  far,  forgive  the  wanderings  of  my  thought : 

Nor  art  thou  wronged,  sweet  May !  when  I  compare 

Thy  present  birth-morn  with  thy  last,  so  fair, 

So  rich  to  me  in  favours.     For  my  lot 

Then  was,  within  the  famed  Egerian  grot 

To  sit  and  muse,  fanned  by  its  dewy  air 
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Mingling  with  thy  soft  breath  !     That  morning  too, 

Warblers  I  heard  their  joy  unbosoming 

Amid  the  sunny,  shadowy,  Colosseum ; 

Heard  them,  unchecked  by  aught  of  saddening  hue, 

For  victories  there  won  by  flower-crowned  spring, 

Chant  in  full  choir  their  innocent  Te  Deum. 


THE  PILLAR  OF  TRAJAN 

Where  towers  are  crushed,  and  unforbidden  weeds 

O'er  mutilated  arches  shed  their  seeds ; 

And  temples,  doomed  to  milder  change,  unfold 

A  new  magnificence  that  vies  with  old; 

Firm  in  its  pristine  majesty  hath  stood 

A  votive  column,  spared  by  fire  and  flood : 

And,  though  the  passions  of  man's  fretful  race 

Have  never  ceased  to  eddy  round  its  base, 

Not  injured  more  by  touch  of  meddling  hands 

Than  a  lone  obelisk,  'mid  Eubian  sands. 

Or  aught  in  Syrian  deserts  left  to  save 

From  death  the  memory  of  the  good  and  brave. 

Historic  figures  round  the  shaft  embost 

Ascend,  with  lineaments  in  air  not  lost  : 

Still  as  he  turns,  the  charmed  spectator  sees 

Group  winding  after  group  with  dream-like  ease ; 

Triumphs  in  sunbright  gratitude  displayed 

Or  softly  stealing  into  modest  shade. 

So,  pleased  with  purple  clusters  to  entwine 

Some  lofty  elm-tree,  mounts  the  daring  vine ; 

The  woodbine  so,  with  spiral  grace,  and  breathes 

Wide-spreading  odours  from  her  flowery  wreaths. 

Borne  by  the  muse  from  rills  in  shepherds'  ears 
Murmuring  but  one  smooth  story  for  all  years, 
I  gladly  commune  with  the  mind  and  heart 
Of  him  who  thus  survives  by  classic  art, 
His  actions  witness,  venerate  his  mien. 
And  study  Trajan  as  by  Pliny  seen  ; 
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Behold  how  fought  the  chief  whose  conquering  sword 
Stretched  far  as  earth  might  own  a  single  lord ; 
In  the  delight  of  moral  prudence  schooled, 
How  feelingly  at  home  the  sovereign  ruled ; 
Best  of  the  good,  in  pagan  faith  allied 
To  more  than  man,  by  virtue  deified. 

Memorial  pillar  !  'mid  the  wrecks  of  time 
Preserve  thy  charge  with  confidence  sublime, 
The  exultations,  pomps,  and  cares  of  Rome, 
Whence  half  the  breathing  world  received  its  doom ; 
Things  that  recoil  from  language  ;  that,  if  shown 
By  apter  pencil,  from  the  light  had  flown. 
A  pontiff,  Trajan  here  the  Gods  implores. 
There  greets  an  embassy  from  Indian  shores  ; 
Lo  I  he  harangues  his  cohorts,  there  the  storm 
Of  battle  meets  him  in  authentic  form  ! 
"Unharnessed,  naked,  troops  of  Moorish  horse 
Sweep  to  the  charge ;  more  high,  the  Dacian  force, 
To  hoof  and  finger  mailed ;  yet,  high  or  low, 
None  bleed,  and  none  lie  prostrate  but  the  foe ; 
In  every  Roman,  through  all  turns  of  fate, 
Is  Roman  dignity  inviolate ; 
Spirit  in  him  pre-eminent,  who  guides, 
Supports,  adorns,  and  over  all  presides ; 
Distinguished  only  by  inherent  state 
From  honoured  instruments  that  round  him  wait ; 
Rise  as  he  may,  his  grandeur  scorns  the  test 
Of  outward  symbol,  nor  will  deign  to  rest 
On  aught  by  which  another  is  deprest. 
Alas !  that  one  thus  disciplined  could  toil 
To  enslave  whole  nations  on  their  native  soil ; 
So  emulous  of  Macedonian  fame. 
That,  when  his  age  was  measured  with  his  aim, 
He  drooped,  'mid  else  unclouded  victories, 
And  turned  his  eagles  back  with  deep-drawn  sighs : 
0  weakness  of  the  great !  O  folly  of  the  wise  ! 

Where  now  the  haughty  empire  that  was  spread 
With  such  fond  hope  ?  her  very  speech  is  dead ; 
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Yet  glorious  Art  the  power  of  time  defies, 
And  Trajan  still,  through  various  enterprise, 
Mounts,  in  this  fine  illusion,  toward  the  skies 
Still  are  we  present  with  the  imperial  chief, 
Nor  cease  to  gaze  upon  the  bold  relief 
Till  Rome,  to  silent  marble  unconfined, 
Becomes  with  all  her  years  a  vision  of  the  mind. 


THE    RIVER    DUDDON 

A  SERIES  OF  SONNETS 
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The  river  Duddon  rises  upon  Wrynose  fell,  on  the  confines 
of  Westmoreland,  Cumberland,  and  Lancashire ;  and,  having 
served  as  a  boundary  to  the  two  last  counties  for  the  space  of 
about  twenty-five  miles,  enters  the  Irish  Sea,  between  the  Isle 
of  Walney  and  the  Lordship  of  Milium. 
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THE   RIVER   DUDDON 
A   SERIES   OF   SONNETS 


TO  THE   REV.   DR.   WORDSWORTH 

(with   the   sonnets   to   the    river   DUDDON,   AND 
OTHER    POEMS    IN   THIS   COLLECTION,    1820) 

The  minstrels  played  their  Christmas  tune 
To-night  beneath  my  cottage-eaves  ; 
While,  smitten  by  a  lofty  moon, 
The  encircling  laurels,  thick  with  leaves, 
Gave  back  a  rich  and  dazzling  sheen. 
That  overpowered  their  natural  green. 

Through  hill  and  valley  every  breeze 

Had  sunk  to  rest  with  folded  wings  : 

Keen  was  the  air,  but  could  not  freeze, 

Nor  check,  the  music  of  the  strings ; 

So  stout  and  hardy  were  the  band 

That  scraped  the  chords  with  strenuous  hand  ! 

And  who  but  listened  ?  till  was  paid 
Respect  to  every  Inmate's  claim  : 
The  greeting  given,  the  music  played. 
In  honour  of  each  household  name, 
Duly  pronounced  with  lusty  call, 
And  "Merry  Christmas"  wished  to  all ! 

O  Brother  !  I  revere  the  choice 
That  took  thee  from  thy  native  hills ; 
And  it  is  given  thee  to  rejoice  : 
Though  public  care  full  often  tills 
(Heaven  only  witness  of  the  toil) 
A  barren  and  ungrateful  soil. 
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Yet,  would  that  thou,  with  me  and  mine, 

Hadst  heard  this  never-failing  rite  ; 

And  seen  on  other  faces  shine 

A  true  revival  of  the  light 

Which  Nature  and  these  rustic  powers, 

In  simple  childhood,  spread  through  ours  ! 

For  pleasure  hath  not  ceased  to  wait 
On  these  expected  annual  rounds  ; 
Whether  the  rich  man's  sumptuous  gate 
Call  forth  the  unelaborate  soaods, 
Or  they  are  offered  at  the  door 
That  guards  the  lowliest  of  the  poor. 

How  touching,  when,  at  midnight,  sweep 
Snow-muffled  winds,  and  all  is  dark. 
To  hear,  and  sink  again  to  sleep  ! 
Or,  at  an  earlier  call,  to  mark. 
By  blazing  fire,  the  still  suspense 
Of  self-complacent  innocence ; 

The  mutual  nod,  the  grave  disguise 

Of  hearts  with  gladness  brimming  o'er  ; 

And  some  unbidden  tears  that  rise 

For  names  once  heard,  and  heard  no  more ; 

Tears  brightened  by  the  serenade 

For  infant  in  the  cradle  laid. 

Ah  !  not  for  emerald  fields  alone, 

With  ambient  streams  more  pure  and  bright 

Than  fabled  Cytherea's  zone 

Glittering  before  the  thunderer's  sight, 

Is  to  my  heart  of  hearts  endeared 

The  ground  where  we  were  born  and  reared  ! 

Hail,  ancient  manners  !  sure  defence. 
Where  they  survive,  of  wholesome  laws  ; 
Remnants  of  love  whose  modest  sense 
Thus  into  narrow  room  withdraws  ; 
Hail,  usages  of  pristine  mould. 
And  ye  that  guard  them,  mountains  old  ! 

Bear  with  me,  brother  !  quench  the  thought 

That  slights  this  passion,  or  condemns  ; 

If  thee  fond  Fancy  ever  brought 

From  the  proud  margin  of  the  Thames, 

And  Lambeth's  venerable  towers. 

To  humbler  streams,  and  greener  bowers. 
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Yes,  they  can  make,  who  fail  to  find. 

Short  leisure  even  in  busiest  days  ; 

Moments,  to  cast  a  look  behind, 

And  profit  by  those  kindly  rays 

That  through  the  clouds  do  sometimes  steal, 

And  all  the  far-off  past  reveal. 

Hence,  while  the  imperial  city's  din 
Beats  frequent  on  thy  satiate  ear, 
A  pleased  attention  I  may  win 
To  agitations  less  severe, 
That  neither  overwhelm  nor  cloy, 
But  fill  the  hollow  vale  with  joy  ! 


*^NOT  ENVYING  LATIAN  SHADES,  IF  YET 
THEY  THROW  " 

Not  envying  Latian  shades,  if  yet  they  throw 

A  grateful  coolness  round  that  crystal  spring, 

Bandusia,  prattling  as  when  long  ago 

The  Sabine  bard  was  moved  her  praise  to  sing ; 

Careless  of  flowers  that  in  perennial  blow 

Round  the  moist  mar^h  of  Persian  fountains  cling ; 

Heedless  of  Alpine  torrents  thundering 

Through  ice-built  arches  radiant  as  heaven's  bow ; 

I  seek  the  birthplace  of  a  native  stream. 

All  hail,  ye  mountains  !  hail,  thou  morning  light ! 

Better  to  breathe  at  large  on  this  clear  height 

Than  toil  in  needless  sleep  from  dream  to  dream : 

Pure  flow  the  verse,  pure,  vigorous,  free,  and  bright. 

For  Duddon,  long-loved  Duddon,  is  my  theme ! 


"CHILD   OF  THE   CLOUDS!    REMOTE 
FROM  EVERY  TAINT" 

Child  of  the  clouds  !  remote  from  every  taint 
Of  sordid  industry  thy  lot  is  cast ; 
Thine  are  the  honours  of  the  lofty  waste ; 
Not  seldom,  when  with  heat  the  valleys  faint, 
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Thy  handmaid  frost  with  spangled  tissue  quaint 

Thy  cradle  decks ;  to  chant  thy  birth,  thou  hast 

No  meaner  poet  than  the  whistling  blast, 

And  desolation  is  thy  patron-saint ! 

She  guards  thee,  ruthless  power  !  who  would  not  spare 

Those  mighty  forests,  once  the  bison's  screen, 

Where  stalked  the  huge  deer  to  his  shaggy  lair  ^ 

Through  paths  and  alleys  roofed  with  sombre  green  ; 

Thousands  of  years  before  the  silent  air 

Was  pierced  by  whizzing  shaft  of  hunter  keen  ! 


"HOW  SHALL  I  PAINT  THEE  ?~BE  THIS 
NAKED  STONE" 

How  shall  I  paint  thee  ? — Be  this  naked  stone 
My  seat,  while  I  give  way  to  such  intent ; 
Pleased  could  my  verse,  a  speaking  monument. 
Make  to  the  eyes  of  men  thy  features  known. 
But  as  of  all  those  tripping  lambs  not  one 
Outruns  his  fellows,  so  hath  Nature  lent 
To  thy  beginning  nought  that  doth  present 
Peculiar  ground  for  hope  to  build  upon. 
To  dignify  the  spot  that  gives  thee  birth 
No  sign  of  hoar  antiquity's  esteem 
Appears,  and  none  of  modern  fortune's  care ; 
Yet  thou  thyself  hast  round  thee  shed  a  gleam 
Of  brilliant  moss,  instinct  with  freshness  rare ; 
Prompt  offering  to  thy  foster-mother,  earth  ! 

"TAKE,  CRADLED  NURSLING  OF  THE 
MOUNTAIN,  TAKE" 

Take,  cradled  nursling  of  the  mountain,  take 
This  parting  glance,  no  negligent  adieu  ! 
A  Protean  change  seems  wrought  while  I  pursue 
The  curves,  a  loosely-scattered  chain  doth  make ; 

1  The  deer  alluded  to  is  the  Leigh,  a  gfigantic  species  long  since 
extinct. 
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Or  rather  thou  appear'st  a  glistering  snake, 

Silent,  and  to  the  gazer's  eye  untrue, 

Thridding  with  sinuous  lapse  the  rushes,  through 

Dwarf  willows  gliding,  and  by  ferny  brake. 

Starts  from  a  dizzy  steep  the  undaunted  rill 

Robed  instantly  in  garb  of  snow-white  foam ; 

And  laughing  dares  the  adventurer,  who  hath  clomb 

So  high,  a  rival  purpose  to  fulfil ; 

Else  let  the  dastard  backward  wend,  and  roam, 

Seeking  less  bold  achievement,  where  he  will ! 


"  SOLE  LISTENER,  DUDDON  !   TO  THE 
BREEZE  THAT  PLAYED" 

Sole  listener,  Duddon  !  to  the  breeze  that  played 
With  thy  clear  voice,  I  caught  the  fitful  sound 
Wafted  o'er  sullen  moss  and  craggy  mound — 
Unfruitful  solitudes,  that  seemed  to  upbraid 
The  sun  in  heaven  !  but  now,  to  form  a  shade 
For  thee,  green  alders  have  together  wound 
Their  foliage ;  ashes  flung  their  arms  around ; 
And  birch-trees  risen  in  silver  colonnade. 
And  thou  hast  also  tempted  here  to  rise, 
'Mid  sheltering  pines,  this  cottage  rude  and  grey ; 
Whose  ruddy  children,  by  the  mother's  eyes 
Carelessly  watched,  sport  through  the  summer  day. 
Thy  pleased  associates :  light  as  endless  May 
On  infant  bosoms  lonely  Nature  lies. 


FLOWERS 

Ere  yet  our  course  was  graced  with  social  trees 
It  lacked  not  old  remains  of  hawthorn  bowers, 
Where  small  birds  warbled  to  their  paramours ; 
And,  earlier  still,  was  heard  the  hum  of  bees ; 
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I  saw  them  ply  their  harmless  robberies, 
And  caught  the  fragrance  which  the  sundry  flowers, 
Fed  by  the  stream  with  soft  perpetual  showers, 
Plenteously  yielded  to  the  vagrant  breeze. 
There  bloomed  the  strawberry  of  the  wilderness  ; 
The  trembling  eyebright  showed  her  sapphire  blue 
The  thyme  her  purple,  like  the  blush  of  even ; 
And  if  the  breath  of  some  to  no  caress 
Invited,  forth  they  peeped  so  fair  to  view. 
All  kinds  alike  seemed  favourites  of  Heaven. 


"CHANGE  ME,  SOME  GOD,  INTO  THAT 
BREATHING  ROSE!" 

"  Change  me,  some  God,  into  that  breathing  rose  1 ' 
The  love-sick  stripling  fancifully  sighs, 
The  envied  flower  beholding,  as  it  lies 
On  Laura's  breast,  in  exquisite  repose ; 
Or  he  would  pass  into  her  bird,  that  throws 
The  darts  of  song  from  out  its  wiry  cage ; 
Enraptured,  could  he  for  himself  engage 
The  thousandth  part  of  what  the  nymph  bestows  ; 
And  what  the  little  careless  innocent 
Ungraciously  receives.     Too  daring  choice ! 
There  are  whose  calmer  mind  it  would  content 
To  be  an  unculled  floweret  of  the  glen, 
Fearless  of  plough  and  scythe ;  or  darkling  wren 
That  tunes  on  Duddon's  banks  her  slender  voice. 


"WHAT  ASPECT  BORE  THE  MAN  WHO 
ROVED  OR  FLED" 

What  aspect  bore  the  man  who  roved  or  fled, 
First  of  his  tribe,  to  this  dark  dale — who  first 
In  this  pellucid  current  slaked  his  thirst  ? 
What  hopes  came  with  him?   what  designs  were 
spread 
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Along  his  path  ?     His  unprotected  bed 

What  dreams  encompassed  ?    Was  the  intruder  ni. 

In  hideous  usages,  and  rights  accursed, 

That  thinned  the  living  and  disturbed  the  dead  ? 

No  voice  replies ;  the  earth,  the  air  is  mute ; 

And  thou,  blue  streamlet,  murmuring  yieldst  no  more 

Than  a  soft  record,  that,  whatever  fruit 

Of  ignorance  thou  might'st  witness  heretofore, 

Thy  function  was  to  heal  and  to  restore. 

To  soothe  and  cleanse,  not  madden  and  pollute ! 


THE   STEPPING-STONES 

The  struggling  rill  insensibly  is  grown 

Into  a  brook  of  loud  and  stately  march. 

Crossed  ever  and  anon  by  plank  or  arch ; 

And,  for  like  use,  lo !  what  might  seem  a  zone 

Chosen  for  ornament,  stone  matched  with  stone 

In  studied  symmetry,  with  interspace 

For  the  clear  waters  to  pursue  their  race 

Without  restraint.     How  swiftly  have  they  flown, 

Succeeding,  still  succeeding  !     Here  the  child 

Puts,  when  the  high-swoln  flood  runs  fierce  and  wild, 

His  budding  courage  to  the  proof;  and  here 

Declining  manhood  learns  to  note  the  sly 

And  sure  encroachments  of  infirmity, 

Thinking  how  fast  time  runs,  life's  end  how  near ! 


THE   SAME   SUBJECT 

Not  so  that  pair  whose  youthful  spirits  dance 
With  prompt  emotion,  urging  them  to  pass  ; 
A  sweet  confusion  checks  the  shepherd-lass ; 
Blushing  she  eyes  the  dizzy  flood  askance ; 
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To  stop  ashamed,  too  timid  to  advance ; 
She  ventures  once  again,  another  pause  ! 
His  outstretched  hand  he  tauntingly  withdraws — 
She  sues  for  help  with  piteous  utterance ! 
Chidden  she  chides  again  ;  the  thrilling  touch 
Both  feel,  when  he  renews  the  wished-for  aid : 
Ah  !  if  their  fluttering  hearts  should  stir  too  much, 
Should  beat  too  strongly,  both  may  be  betrayed. 
The  frolic  loves,  who,  from  yon  high  rock,  see 
The  struggle,  clap  their  wings  for  victory ! 


THE   FAERY   CHASM 

No  fiction  was  it  of  the  antique  age : 

A  sky-blue  stone,  within  this  sunless  cleft, 

Is  of  the  very  footmarks  unbereft 

Which  tiny  elves  impressed,  on  that  smooth  stage 

Dancing  with  all  their  brilliant  equipage 

In  secret  revels,  haply  after  theft 

Of  some  sweet  babe — flower  stolen,  and  coarse  weed 

left 
For  the  distracted  mother  to  assuage 
Her  grief  with,    as    she    might!     But,  where,   oh! 

where 
Is  traceable  a  vestige  of  the  notes 
That  ruled  those  dances  wild  in  character  ? 
Deep  underground  ?     Or  in  the  upper  air. 
On  the  shrill  wind  of  midnight  ?  or  where  floats 
O'er  twilight  fields  the  autumnal  gossamer  ? 


HINTS   FOR   THE   FANCY 

On,  loitering  muse,  the  swift  stream  chides  us,  on ! 
Albeit  his  deep-worn  channel  doth  immure 
Objects  immense  portrayed  in  miniature. 
Wild  shapes  for  many  a  strange  comparison  ! 


THE  KrV'ER  DUDDON  355 

Niagaras,  Alpine  passes,  and  anon 
Abodes  of  Naiads,  calm  abysses  pure, 
Bright  liquid  mansions,  fashioned  to  endure 
When  the  broad  oak  drops,  a  leafless  skeleton, 
And  the  solidities  of  mortal  pride, 
Palace  and  tower,  are  crumbled  into  dust ! 
The  bard  who  walks  with  Duddon  for  his  guide, 
Shall  find  such  toys  of  fancy  thickly  set : 
Turn  from  the  sight,  enamoured  muse,  we  must  ; 
Leave  them,  and,  if  thou  canst,  without  regret ! 


OPEN   PROSPECT 

Hail  to  the  fields,  with  dwellings  sprinkled  o'er. 
And  one  small  hamlet,  under  a  green  hill 
Clustering,  with  bam  and  byre,  and  spouting  mill ! 
A  glance  suffices ;  should  we  wish  for  more, 
Gay  June  would  scorn  us.     But  when  bleak  winds 

roar 
Through  the  stiff  lance-like  shoots  of  pollard  ash, 
Dread  swell  of  sound  !  loud  as  the  gusts  that  lash 
The  matted  forests  of  Ontario's  shore 
By  wasteful  steel  unsmitten,  then  would  I 
Turn  into  port ;  and,  reckless  of  the  gale, 
Reckless  of  angry  Duddon  sweeping  by. 
While  the  warm  hearth  exalts  the  mantling  ale, 
Laugh  with  the  generous  household  heartily 
At  all  the  merry  pranks  of  Donnerdale  ! 


''  0  MOUNTAIN  STREAM !  THE  SHEPHERD 
AND  HIS  COT  " 

O  MOUNTAIN  Stream  1  the  shepherd  and  his  cot 
Are  privileged  inmates  of  deep  solitude  ; 
Nor  would  the  nicest  anchorite  exclude 
A  field  or  two  of  brighter  green,  or  plot 
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Of  tillage-ground,  that  seemeth  like  a  spot 
Of  stationary  sunshine  : — thou  hast  viewed 
These  only,  Duddon  !  with  their  paths  renewed 
By  fits  and  starts,  yet  this  contents  thee  not. 
Thee  hath  some  awful  spirit  impelled  to  leave, 
Utterly  to  desert,  the  haunts  of  men, 
Though  simple  thy  companions  were  and  few ; 
And  through  this  wilderness  a  passage  cleave 
Attended  but  by  thy  own  voice,  save  when 
The  clouds  and  fowls  of  the  air  thy  way  pursue ! 


"FROM   THIS.  DEEP   CHASM,  WHERE 
QUIVERING  SUNBEAMS  PLAY" 

From  this  deep  chasm,  where  quivering  sunbeams 

play 
Upon  its  loftiest  crags,  mine  eyes  behold 
A  gloomy  niche,  capacious,  blank,  and  cold ; 
A  concave  free  from  shrubs  and  mosses  grey ; 
In  semblance  fresh,  as  if,  with  dire  affray, 
Some  statue,  placed  amid  these  regions  old 
For  tutelary  service,  thence  had  rolled, 
Startling  the  flight  of  timid  yesterday  ! 
Was  it  by  mortals  sculptured  ?  weary  slaves 
Of  slow  endeavour  !  or  abruptly  cast 
Into  rude  shape  by  fire,  with  roaring  blast 
Tempestuously  let  loose  from  central  caves  ? 
Or  fashioned  by  the  turbulence  of  waves. 
Then,  when  o'er  highest  hills  the  deluge  passed  ? 


AMERICAN   TRADITION 

Such  fruitless  questions  may  not  long  beguile 
Or  plague  the  fancy  'mid  the  sculptured  shows 
Conspicuous  yet  where  Oroonoko  flows ; 
There  would  the  Indian  answer  with  a  smile 
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Aimed  at  the  white  man^s  ^norance  the  while, 
Of  the  Great  Waters  telling  how  they  rose, 
Covered  the  plains,  and,  wandering  where  they  chose. 
Mounted  through  every  intricate  defile, 
Triumphant.     Inundation  wide  and  deep, 
O'er  which  his  fathers  urged,  to  ridge  and  steep 
Else  unapproachable,  their  buoyant  way ; 
And  carved,  on  mural  cliff's  undreaded  side. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  and  beast  of  chase  or  prey ; 
Whatever  they  sought,  shunned,  loved,  or  deified  !  ^ 


RETURN 

A  DARK  plume  fetch  me  from  yon  blasted  yew. 
Perched  on  whose  top  the  Danish  raven  croaks ; 
Wheeling  aloft,  the  bird  of  Rome  invokes 
Departed  ages,  and  still  sheds  anew 
Loose  fragments  of  wild  wailing,  that  bestrew 
The  clouds  and  thrill  the  chambers  of  the  rocks ; 
And  into  silence  hush  the  timorous  flocks. 
That  slept  so  calmly  while  the  nightly  dew 
Moistened  each  fleece,  beneath  the  twinkling  stars 
There  couched  'mid  that  lone  camp  on  Hardknot's 

height, 
Whose  guardians  bent  the  knee  to  Jove  and  Mars : 
There  near  that  mystic  round  of  Druid  frame 
Tardily  sinking  by  its  proper  weight 
Deep  into  patient  earth,  from  whose  smooth  breast  it 

came ! 


SEAWAITHE  CHAPEL 

Sacred  Religion  !  "  mother  of  form  and  fear," 
Dread  arbitress  of  mutable  respect. 
New  rites  ordaining  when  the  old  are  wrecked, 
Or  cease  to  please  the  fickle  worshipper ; 

^  See  Humboldt's  Personal  Narrative. 
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Mother  of  love  !  (that  name  best  suits  thee  here) 
Mother  of  love  !  for  this  deep  vale,  protect 
Truth's  holy  lamp,  pure  source  of  bright  effect, 
Gifted  to  purge  the  vapoury  atmosphere 
That  seeks  to  stifle  it ;  as  in  those  days 
When  this  low  pile  a  Gospel  teacher  knew, 
Whose  good  works  formed  an  endless  retinue : 
A  pastor  such  as  Chaucer's  verse  portrays ; 
Such  as  the  heaven-taught  skill  of  Herbert  drew ; 
And  tender  Goldsmith  crowned  with  deathless  praise ! 


TRIBUTARY  STREAM 

My  frame  hath  often  trembled  with  delight 

When  hope  presented  some  far-distant  good, 

That  seemed  from  heaven  descending,  like  the  flood 

Of  yon  pure  waters,  from  their  aery  height 

Hurrying,  with  lordly  Duddon  to  unite ; 

Who,  'mid  a  world  of  images  imprest 

On  the  calm  death  of  his  transparent  breast, 

Appears  to  cherish  most  that  torrent  white. 

The  fairest,  softest,  liveliest  of  them  all ! 

And  seldom  hath  ear  listened  to  a  tune 

More  lulling  than  the  busy  hum  of  noon, 

Swoln  by  that  voice,  whose  murmur  musical 

Announces  to  the  thirsty  fields  a  boon 

Dewy  and  fresh,  till  showers  again  shall  fall. 


THE  PLAIN  OF  DONNERDALE 

The  old  inventive  poets,  had  they  seen, 
Or  rather  felt,  the  entrancement  that  detains 
Thy  waters,  Duddon  !  'mid  these  flowery  plains ; 
The  still  repose,  the  liquid  lapse  serene. 


THE  RIVER  DUDDON  359 

Transferred  to  bowers  imperishably  green, 
Had  beautified  Elysium  !     But  these  chains 
Will  soon  be  broken  ;  for  a  course  remains 
Rough  as  the  past ;  where  thou,  of  placid  mien, 
Innocuous  as  a  firstling  of  the  flock, 
And  countenanced  like  a  soft  cerulean  sky. 
Shall  change  thy  temper ;  and,  with  many  a  shock 
Given  and  received  in  mutual  jeopardy. 
Dance,  like  a  Bacchanal,  from  rock  to  rock, 
Tossing  her  frantic  thyrsus  wide  and  high ! 


"WHENCE  THAT  LOW  VOICE?   A  WHISPER 
FROM  THE  HEART" 

Whence  that  low  voice?    A  whisper  from  the  heart, 

That  told  of  days  long  past,  when  here  I  roved 

With  friends  and  kindred  tenderly  beloved ; 

Some  who  had  early  mandates  to  depart, 

Yet  are  allowed  to  steal  my  path  athwart 

By  Duddon's  side ;  once  more  do  we  unite. 

Once  more  beneath  the  kind  Earth's  tranquil  light ; 

And  smothered  joys  into  new  being  start. 

From  her  unworthy  seat,  the  cloudy  stall 

Of  time,  breaks  forth  triumphant  memory ; 

Her  glistening  tresses  bound,  yet  light  and  free 

As  golden  locks  of  birch,  that  rise  and  fall 

On  gales  that  breathe  too  gently  to  recall 

Aught  of  the  fading  year's  inclemency  1 


TRADITION 

A  LOVE-LORN  maid,  at  some  far  distant  time. 
Came  to  this  hidden  pool,  whose  depths  surpass 
In  crystal  clearness  Dian's  looking-glass  ; 
And,  gazing,  saw  that  rose,  which  from  the  prime 
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Derives  its  name,  reflected  as  the  chime 

Of  echo  doth  reverberate  some  sweet  sound : 

The  starry  treasure  from  the  blue  profound 

She  longed  to  ravish ;  shall  she  plunge,  pr  climb 

The  humid  precipice,  and  seize  the  guest 

Of  April,  smiling  high  in  upper  air  ? 

Desperate  alternative  !  what  fiend  could  dare 

To   prompt  the  thought?     Upon  the   steep  rock^s 

breast 
The  lonely  primrose  yet  renews  its  bloom, 
Untouched  memento  of  her  hapless  doom  ! 


SHEEP-WASHING 

Sad  thoughts,  avant ! — partake  we  their  blithe  cheer 
Who  gathered  in  betimes  the  unshorn  flock 
To  wash  the  fleece,  where  haply  bands  of  rock, 
Checking  the  stream,  make  a  pool  smooth  and  clear 
As  this  we  look  on.     Distant  mountains  hear, 
Hear  and  repeat,  the  turmoil  that  unites 
Clamour  of  boys  with  innocent  despites 
Of  barking  dogs,  and  bleatings  from  strange  fear. 
And  what  if  Duddon's  spotless  flood  receive 
Unwelcome  mixtures  as  the  uncouth  noise 
Thickens,  the  pastoral  river  will  forgive 
Such  wrong ;  nor  need  we  blame  the  licensed  joys. 
Though  false  to  Nature^s  quiet  equipoise : 
Frank  are  the  sports,  the  stains  are  fugitive. 


THE  RESTING-PLACE 

Mid-noon  is  passed  ;  upon  the  sultry  mead 
No  zephyr  breathes,  no  cloud  its  shadow  throws : 
If  we  advance  unstrengthened  by  repose, 
Farewell  the  solace  of  the  vagrant  reed  ! 
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This  nook,  with  woodbine  hung  and  straggling  weed, 

Tempting  recess  as  ever  pilgrim  chose — 

Half  grot,  half  arbour — proffers  to  enclose 

Body  and  mind  from  molestation  freed, 

In  narrow  compass,  narrow  as  itself: 

Or  if  the  fancy,  too  industrious  elf. 

Be  loth  that  we  should  breathe  awhile  exempt 

From  new  incitements  friendly  to  our  task, 

Here  wants  not  stealthy  prospect,  that  may  tempt 

Loose  idless  to  forego  her  wily  mask. 


**METHINKS  TWERE  NO   UNPRECE- 
DENTED FEAT" 

Methinks  'twere  no  unprecedented  feat 

Should  some  benignant  minister  of  air 

Lift,  and  encircle  with  a  cloudy  chair, 

The  one  for  whom  my  heart  shall  ever  beat 

With  tenderest  love  ;  or,  if  a  safer  seat 

Atween  his  downy  wings  be  furnished,  there 

Would  lodge  her,  and  the  cherished  burden  bear 

0*er  hill  and  valley  to  this  dim  retreat ! 

Rough  ways  my  steps  have  trod  ;  too  rough  and  long 

For  her  companionship  ;  here  dwells  soft  ease : 

With  sweets  that  she  partakes  not  some  distaste 

Mingles,  and  lurking  consciousness  of  wrong ; 

Languish  the  flowers ;  the  waters  seem  to  waste 

Their  vocal  charm ;  their  sparklings  cease  to  please. 


"RETURN,  CONTENT!  FOR  FONDLY 
I  PURSUED" 

Return,  Content !  for  fondly  I  pursued, 
Even  when  a  child,  the  streams,  unheard,  unseen ; 
Through  tangled  woods,  impending  rocks  between ; 
Or,  free  as  air,  with  flying  inquest  viewed 

N  2 
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The  sullen  reservoirs  whence  their  bold  brood— *• 
Pure  as  the  morning,  fretful,  boisterous,  keen. 
Green  as  the  salt-sea  billows,  white  and  green — 
Poured  down  the  hills,  a  choral  multitude  ! 
Nor  have  I  tracked  their  course  for  scanty  gains ; 
They  taught  me  random  cares  and  truant  joys. 
That  shield  from  mischief  and  preserve  from  stains 
Vague  minds,  while  men  are  growing  out  of  boys ; 
Maturer  fancy  owes  to  their  rough  noise 
Impetuous  thoughts  that  brook  not  servile  reins. 


**  FALLEN,  AND   DIFFUSED  INTO  A 
SHAPELESS  HEAP" 

Fallen,  and  diffused  into  a  shapeless  heap. 

Or  quietly  self-buried  in  earth's  mould, 

Is  that  embattled. house,  whose  massy  keep 

Flung  from  yon  cliff  a  shadow  large  and  cold. 

There  dwelt  the  gay,  the  bountiful,  the  bold ; 

Till  nightly  lamentations,  like  the  sweep 

Of  winds — though  winds  were  silent — struck  a  deep 

And  lasting  terror  through  that  ancient  hold. 

Its  line  of  warriors  fled ;  they  shrimk  when  tried 

By  ghostly  power ;  but  Time-s  unsparing  hand 

Hath  plucked  such  foes,  like  weeds,  from  out  the 

land; 
And  now,  if  men  with  men  in  peace  abide, 
All  other  strength  the  weakest  may  withstand, 
All  worse  assaults  may  safely  be  defied. 


JOURNEY  RENEWED 

I  ROSE  while  yet  the  cattle,  heat-opprest, 
Crowded  together  under  rustling  trees 
Brushed  by  the  current  of  the  water-breeze ; 
And  for  fAeir  sakes,  and  love  of  all  that  rest, 


THE  RIVER  DUDDON  363 

On  Duddon's  margin,  in  the  sheltering  nest ; 
For  all  the  startled  scaly  tribes  that  slink 
Into  his  coverts,  and  each  fearless  link 
Of  dancing  insects  forged  upon  his  breast ; 
For  these,  and  hopes  and  recollections  worn 
Close  to  the  vital  seat  of  human  clay ; 
Glad  meetings,  tender  partings,  that  upstay 
The  drooping  mind  of  absence,  by  vows  sworn 
In  his  pure  presence  near  the  trusting  thorn  ; 
I  thanked  the  leader  of  my  onward  way. 


"NO  RECORD  TELLS  OF  LANCE  OPPOSED 
TO  LANCE" 

No  record  tells  of  lance  opposed  to  lance, 
Horse  charging  horse,  'mid  these  retired  domains ; 
Tells  that  their  turf  drank  purple  from  the  veins 
Of  heroes,  fallen,  or  struggling  to  advance, 
Till  doubtful  combat  issued  in  a  trance 
Of  victory,  that  struck  through  heart  and  reins 
Even  to  the  inmost  seat  of  mortal  pains, 
And  lightened  o'er  the  pallid  countenance, 
Yet,  to  the  loyal  and  the  brave,  who  lie 
In  the  blank  earth,  neglected  and  forlorn, 
The  passing  winds  memorial  tribute  pay ; 
The  torrents  chant  their  praise,  inspiring  scorn 
Of  power  usurped ;  with  proclamation  high, 
And  glad  acknowledgment,  of  lawful  sway. 


"WHO  SWERVES  FROM  INNOCENCE,  WHO 
MAKES  DIVORCE" 

Who  swerves  from  innocence,  who  makes  divorce 
Of  that  serene  companion,  a  good  name, 
Recovers  not  his  loss ;  but  walks  with  shame. 
With  doubt,  with  fear,  and  haply  with  remorse  : 
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And  oft-times  he,  who,  yielding  to  the  force 
Of  chance-temptation,  ere  his  journey  end, 
From  chosen  comrade  turns,  or  faithful  friend. 
In  vain  shall  rue  the  broken  intercourse. 
Not  so  with  such  as  loosely  wear  the  chain 
That  binds  them,  pleasant  River  !  to  thy  side  : 
Through  the  rough  copse  wheel  thou    with  hasty 

stride ; 
I  choose  to  saunter  o'er  the  grassy  plain. 
Sure,  when  the  separation  has  been  tried, 
That  we,  who  part  in  love,  shall  meet  again. 


"THE   KIRK   OF   ULPHA   TO  THE 
PILGRIM'S  EYE" 

The  Kirk  of  Ulpha  to  the  pilgrim's  eye 

Is  welcome  as  a  star,  that  doth  present 

Its  shining  forehead  through  the  peaceful  rent 

Of  a  black  cloud  diffused  o'er  half  the  sky  : 

Or  as  a  fruitful  palm-tree  towering  high 

O'er  the  parched  waste  beside  an  Arab's  tent ; 

Or  the  Indian  tree  who^e  branches,  downward  bent. 

Take  root  again,  a  boundless  canopy. 

How  sweet  were  leisure  !  could  it  yield  no  more 

Than  'mid  that  wave-washed  churchyard  to  recline, 

From  pastoral  graves  extracting  thoughts  divine ; 

Or  there  to  pace,  and  mark  the  summits  hoar 

Of  distant  moon-lit  mountains  faintly  shine, 

Soothed  by  the  unseen  river's  gentle  roar. 


"NOT  HURLED  PRECIPITOUS  FROM 
STEEP  TO  STEEP" 

Not  hurled  precipitous  from  steep  to  steep ; 
Lingering  no  more  'mid  flower-enamelled  lands 
And  blooming  thickets ;  nor  by  rocky  bands 
Held ;  but  in  radiant  progress  towards  the  deep 
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Where  mightiest  rivers  into  powerless  sleep 
Sink,  and  forget  their  nature,  now  expands 
Majestic  Duddon,  over  smooth  fiat  sands 
Gliding  in  silence  with  unfettered  sweep ! 
Beneath  an  ampler  sky  a  region  wide 
Is  opened  round  him  :  hamlets,  towers,  and  towns. 
And  blue-topped  hills,  behold  him  from  afar ; 
In  stately  mien  to  sovereign  Thames  allied 
Spreading  his  bosom  under  Kentish  downs. 
With  commerce  freighted,  or  triumphant  war. 


CONCLUSION 

But  here  no  cannon  thunders  to  the  gale ; 

Upon  the  wave  no  haughty  pendants  cast 

A  crimson  splendour :  lowly  is  the  mast 

That  rises  here,  and  humbly  spread,  the  sail ; 

While,  less  disturbed  than  in  the  narrow  vale 

Through  which  with  strange  vicissitudes  he  passed. 

The  wanderer  seeks  that  receptacle  vast 

Where  all  his  unambitious  functions  fail. 

And  may  thy  poet,  cloud-born  stream !  be  free, 

The  sweets  of  earth  contentedly  resigned, 

And  each  tumultuous  working  left  behind 

At  seemly  distance,  to  advance  like  thee  ; 

Prepared,  in  peace  of  heart,  in  calm  of  mind 

And  soul,  to  mingle  with  eternity ! 


AFTER-THOUGHT 

/  THOUGHT  of  fhee,  my  partner  and  my  guide, 
As  being  passed  away.      Vain  sympathies  I 
For,  backward,  Duddon  !  as  I  cast  my  eyes, 
I  see  what  was,  and  is^  and  will  abide  ; 
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Still  glides  the  stream^  and  shall  for  ever  glide; 

The  form  remains^  the  function  never  dies  ; 

While  we^  the  brave,  the  mighty,  and  the  wise. 

We  m^n,  who  in  our  morn  of  youth  defied 

The  elements^  must  vanish;  be  it  so  I 

Enough,  if  something  from  our  hands  have  power 

To  live,  and  act,  and  serve  the  future  hour  ; 

And  if,  as  toward  the  silent  tomb  we  go. 

Through  love,  through  hope,  and  faiths  transcendent 

dower. 
We  feel  that  we  are  greater  than  we  kftow. 


YARROW   REVISITED 

AND   OTHER   POEMS 

COMPOSED  (TWO  EXCEPTED)  DURING  A  TOUR 
IN  SCOTLAND,  AND  ON  THE  ENGLISH 
BORDER,  IN  THE  AUTUMN  OF 
MDCCCXXXI 
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YARROW     REVISITED, 
AND  OTHER  POEMS 


The  following  stanzas  are  a  memorial  of  a  day  passed  with  Sir 
Walter  Scott  and  other  friends  visiting  the  banks  of  the  Yairow 
under  his  guidance,  immediately  before  his  departure  from  Abbots- 
ford,  for  Naples. 

The  title  "  Yarrow  Revisited  "  will  stand  in  no  need  of  explana- 
tion for  readers  acquainted  with  the  author's  previous  poems 
suggested  by  that  celebrated  stream. 


The  gallant  youth,  who  may  have  gained, 

Or  seeks,  a  "winsome  marrow," 
Was  but  an  infant  in  the  lap 

When  first  I  looked  on  Yarrow ; 
Once  more,  by  Newark's  castle-gate 

Long  left  without  a  warder, 
I  stood,  looked,  listened,  and  with  thee, 

Great  minstrel  of  the  border  ! 

Grave  thoughts  ruled  wide  on  that  sweet  day. 

Their  dignity  installing 
In  gentle  bosoms,  while  sere  leaves 

Were  on  the  bough,  or  falling ; 
But  breezes  played,  and  sunshine  gleamed, 

The  forest  to  embolden  ; 
Reddened  the  fiery  hues,  and  shot 

Transparence  through  the  golden. 

369 
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For  busy  thoughts  the  stream  flowed  on 

In  foamy  agitation  ; 
And  slept  in  many  a  crystal  pool 

For  quiet  contemplation : 
No  public  and  no  private  care 

The  freeborn  mind  enthralling, 
We  made  a  day  of  happy  hours, 

Our  happy  days  recalling. 

Brisk  youth  appeared,  the  mom  of  youth. 

With  freaks  of  graceful  folly, 
Life's  temperate  noon,  her  sober  eve, 

Her  night  not  melancholy ; 
Past,  present,  future,  all  appeared 

In  harmony  united, 
Like  guests  that  meet,  and  some  from  far, 

By  cordial  love  invited. 

And  if,  as  Yarrow,  through  the  woods 

And  down  the  meadow  ranging. 
Did  meet  us  with  unaltered  face. 

Though  we  were  changed  and  changing ; 
If,  th^n^  some  natural  shadows  spread 

Our  inward  prospect  over^ 
The  sours  deep  valley  was  not  slow 

Its  brightness  to  recover. 

Eternal  blessings  on  the  muse, 

And  her  divine  employment ! 
The  blameless  muse,  who  trains  her  sons 

For  hope  and  calm  enjoyment ; 
Albeit  sickness,  lingering  yet. 

Has  o'er  their  pillow  brooded ; 
And  care  waylays  her  steps,  a  sprite 

Not  easily  eluded 

For  thee,  O  Scott  !  compelled  to  change 
Green  Eildon-hill  and  Cheviot 

For  warm  Vesuvio's  vine-clad  slopes  ; 
And  leave  thy  Tweed  and  Teviot 
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For  mild  Sorento's  breezy  waves  ; 

May  classic  fancy,  linking 
With  native  fancy  her  fresh  aid, 

Preserve  thy  heart  from  sinking  ! 

Oh!  while  they  minister  to  thee, 

Each  vying  with  the  other, 
May  health  return  to  mellow  age. 

With  strength,  her  venturous  brother ; 
And  Tiber,  and  each  brook  and  rill 

Renowned  in  song  and  story, 
With  unimagined  beauty  shine. 

Nor  lose  one  ray  of  glory  ! 

For  thou,  upon  a  hundred  streams. 

By  tales  of  love  and  sorrow, 
Of  faithful  love,  undaunted  truth, 

Hast  shed  the  power  of  Yarrow ; 
And  streams  unknown,  hills  yet  unseen, 

Wherever  they  invite  thee. 
At  parent  Nature's  grateful  call. 

With  gladness  must  requite  thee. 

A  gracious  welcome  shall  be  thine, 

Such  looks  of  love  and  honour 
As  thy  own  Yarrow  gave  to  me 

When  first  I  gazed  upon  her ; 
Beheld  what  I  had  feared  to  see. 

Unwilling  to  surrender 
Dreams  treasured  up  from  early  days, 

The  holy  and  the  tender. 

And  what,  for  this  frail  world,  were  all 

That  mortals  do  or  suffer, 
Did  no  responsive  harp,  no  pen. 

Memorial  tribute  offer  ? 
Yea,  what,  were  mighty  Nature's  self ; 

Her  features,  could  they  win  us, 
Unhelped  by  the  poetic  voice 

That  hourly  speaks  within  us  ? 
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Nor  deem  that  localised  romance 

Plays  false  with  our  affections ; 
Unsanctifies  our  tears,  made  sport 

For  fanciful  dejections : 
Ah,  no  !  the  visions  of  the  past 

Sustain  the  heart  in  feeling 
Life  as  she  is,  our  changeful  life, 

With  friends  and  kindred  dealing. 

Bear  witness,  ye,  whose  thoughts  that  day 

In  Yarrow's  groves  were  centred ; 
Who  through  the  silent  portal  arch 

Of  mouldering  Newark  entered; 
And  clomb  the  winding  stair  that  once 

Too  timidly  was  mounted 
By  the  "last  minstrel,"  (not  the  last !) 

Ere  he  his  tale  recounted. 

Flow  on  for  ever.  Yarrow^  stream  J 

Fulfil  thy  pensive  duty, 
Well  pleased  that  future  bards  should  chant 

For  simple  hearts  thy  beauty  ; 
To  dream-light  dear  while  yet  unseen, 

Dear  to  the  common  sunshine, 
And  dearer  still,  as  now  I  feel. 

To  memory's  shadowy  moonshine  ! 


ON  THE  DEPARTURE  OF  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT 
FROM  ABBOTSFORD    FOR  NAPLES 

A  TROUBLE,  not  of  clouds,  or  weeping  rain. 
Nor  of  the  setting  sun's  pathetic  light 
Engendered,  hangs  o'er  Eildon's  triple  height : 
Spirits  of  power,  assembled  there,  complain 
For  kindred  power  departing  from  their  sight ; 
While  Tweed,  best  pleased  in  chanting  a  blithe  strain, 
Saddens  his  voice  again,  and  yet  again. 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  ye  mourners  !  for  the  might 
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Of  the  whole  world^s  good  wishes  with  him  goes ; 

Blessings  and  prayers  in  nobler  retinue 

Than  sceptred  king  or  laurelled  conqueror  knows, 

Follow  this  wondrous  potentate.     Be  true, 

Ye  winds  of  ocean,  and  the  midland  sea. 

Wafting  your  chaise  to  soft  Parthenope  ! 


A  PLACE  OF  BURIAL  IN  THE  SOUTH 
OF  SCOTLAND 

Part  fenced  by  man,  part  by  a  rugged  steep 
That  curbs  a  foaming  brook,  a  graveyard  lies ; 
The  hare's  best  couching-place  for  fearless  sleep  ; 
Which  moonlit  elves,  far  seen  by  credulous  eyes, 
Enter  in  dance.     Of  church,  or  sabbath  ties, 
No  vestige  now  remains ;  yet  thither  creep 
Bereft  ones,  and  in  lowly  anguish  weep 
Their  prayers  out  to  the  wind  and  naked  skies. 
Proud  tomb  is  none ;  but  rudely-sculptured  knights, 
By  humble  choice  of  plain  old  times,  are  seen 
Level  with  earth,  among  the  hillocks  green  : 
Union  not  sad,  when  sunny  daybreak  smites 
The  spangled  turf,  and  neighbouring  thickets  ring 
W\\Sx  jubilate  from  the  choirs  of  spring ! 


ON  THE  SIGHT  OF  A  MANSE  IN  THE 
SOUTH  OF  SCOTLAND 

Say,  ye  far-travelPd  clouds,  far-seeing  hills, 
Among  the  happiest-looking  homes  of  men 
Scattered  all  Britain  over,  through  deep  glen, 
On  airy  upland,  and  by  forest  rills. 
And  o'er  wide  plains  cheered  by  the  lark  that  trills 
His  sky-bom  warblings,  does  aught  meet  your  ken 
More  fit  to  animate  the  poet's  pen, 
Aught  that  more  surely  by  its  aspect  fills 
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Pure  minds  with  sinless  envy,  than  the  abode 

Of  the  good  priest :  who,  faithful  through  all  hours 

To  his  high  charge,  and  truly  serving  God, 

Has  yet  a  heart  and  hand  for  trees  and  flowers, 

Enjoys  the  walks  his  predecessors  trod, 

Nor  covets  lineal  rights  in  lands  and  towers. 


COMPOSED  IN  ROSLIN  CHAPEL  DURING 
A  STORM 

The  wind  is  now  thy  organist ;  a  clank 

(We  know  not  whence)  ministers  for  a  bell 

To  mark  some  change  of  service.     As  the  swell 

Of  music  reached  its  height,  and  even  when  sank 

The  notes,  in  prelude,  Roslin  !  to  a  blank 

Of  silence,  how  it  thrilled  thy  sumptuous  roof, 

Pillars,  and  arches, — not  in  vain  time-proof, 

Though  Christian  rites  be  wanting  !     From  what  bank 

Came  those  live  herbs  ?  by  what  hand  were  they  sown 

Where  dew  falls  not,  where  rain-drops  seem  unknown  ? 

Yet  in  the  temple  they  a  friendly  niche 

Share  with  their  sculptured  fellows,  that,  green-grown. 

Copy  their  beauty  more  and  more,  and  preach, 

Though  mute,  of  all  things  blending  into  one. 


THE  TROSACHS 

There's  not  a  nook  within  this  solemn  pass 

But  were  an  apt  confessional  for  one 

Taught  by  his  summer  spent,  his  autumn  gone, 

That  life  is  but  a  tale  of  morning  grass 

Withered  at  eve.     From  scenes  of  art  which  chase 

That  thought  away,  turn,  and  with  watchful  eyes 

Feed  it  'mid  Nature's  old  felicities, 

Rocks,  rivers,  and  smooth  lakes  more  clear  than  glass 
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Untouched,  unbreathed  upon.     Thrice  happy  quest, 
If  from  a  golden  perch  of  aspen  spray 
(October's  workmanship  to  rival  May) 
The  pensive  warbler  of  the  ruddy  breast 
That  moral  sweeten  by  a  heaven-taught  lay, 
Lulling  the  year,  with  all  its  cares,  to  rest ! 


"THE   PIBROCHES   NOTE,  DISCOUNTE- 
NANCED OR  MUTE" 

The  pibroch's  note,  discountenanced  or  mute ; 

Th§  Roman  kilt,  degraded  to  a  toy 

Of  quaint  apparel  for  a  half-spoilt  boy  ; 

The  target  mouldering  like  ungathered  fruit ; 

The  smoking  steam-boat  eager  in  pursuit. 

As  eagerly  pursued ;  the  umbrella  spread 

To  weather-fend  the  Celtic  herdsman's  head, 

All  speak  of  manners  withering  to  the  root, 

And  of  old  honours,  too,  and  passions  high  : 

Then  may  we  ask,  though  pleased  that  thought  should 

range 
Among  the  conquests  of  civility. 
Survives  imagination — to  the  change 
Superior  ?     Help  to  virtue  does  she  give  ? 
If  not,  O  mortals,  better  cease  to  live  ! 


COMPOSED  IN  THE  GLEN  OF  LOCH  ETIVE 

"  This  land  of  rainbows  spanning  glens  whose  walls, 
Rock-built,  are  hung  with  rainbow-coloured  mists, 
Of  far-stretched  meres  whose  salt  flood  never  rests, 
Of  tuneful  caves  and  playful  waterfjills. 
Of  mountains  varying  momently  their  crests, 
Proud  be  this  land !  whose  poorest  huts  are  halls 
Where  fancy  entertains  becoming  guests ; 
While,  native  song  the  heroic  past  recalls." 
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Thus,  in  the  net  of  her  own  wishes  caught, 
The  muse  exclaimed ;  but  story  now  must  hide 
Her  trophies,  fancy  crouch ;  the  course  of  pride 
Has  been  diverted,  other  lessons  taught. 
That  make  the  patriot-spirit  bow  her  head 
Where  the  all-conquering  Roman  feared  to  tread. 


EAGLES 

Composed  at  DunoUie  Castle  in  the  bay  of  Oban. 

Dishonoured  rock  and  ruin  !  that,  by  law 
Tyrannic,  keep  the  bird  of  Jove  embarred 
Like  a  lone  criminal  whose  life  is  spared 
Vexed  is  he,  and  screams  loud.     The  last  I  saw 
Was  on  the  wing ;  stooping,  he  struck  with  awe 
Man,  bird,  and  beast ;  then,  with  a  consort  paired, 
From  a  bold  headland,  their  loved  aery's  guard. 
Flew  high  above  Atlantic  waves,  to  draw 
Light  from  the  fountain  of  the  setting  sun. 
Such  was  this  prisoner  once ;  and  when  his  plumes 
The  sea-blast  ruffles  as  the  storm  comes  on, 
Then,  for  a  moment,  he,  in  spirit,  resumes 
His  rank  'mong  freeborn  creatures  that  live  free, 
His  power,  his  beauty,  and  his  majesty. 


IN  THE  SOUND  OF  MULL 

Tradition,  be  thou  mute  !     Oblivion,  throw 

Thy  veil  in  mercy  o'er  the  records,  hung 

Round  strath  and  mountain,  stamped  by  the  ancient 

tongue 
On  rock  and  ruin  darkening  as  we  go. 
Spots  where  a  wond,  ghost-like,  survives  to  show 
What   crimes   from   hate,   or    desperate    love,   have 

sprung ; 
From  honour  misconceived,  or  fancied  wrong. 
What  feuds,  not  quenched  but  fed  by  mutual  woe. 
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Yet,  though  a  wild  vindictive  race,  untamed 

By  civil  arts  and  labours  of  the  pen, 

Could  gentleness  be  scorned  by  those  fierce  men, 

Who,  to  spread  wide  the  reverence  they  claimed 

For  patriarchal  occupations,  named 

Yon  towering  peaks,  "  Shepherds  of  Etive  Glen  ?  "  ^ 


SUGGESTED    AT   TYNDRUM   IN   A   STORM 

Enough  of  garlands,  of  the  Arcadian  crook. 

And  all  that  Greece  and  Italy  have  sung 

Of  swains  reposing  myrtle  groves  among  ! 

Ours  couch  on  naked  rocks,  will  cross  a  brook 

Swoln  with  chill  rains,  nor  ever  cast  a  look 

This  way  or  that,  or  give  it  even  a  thought 

More  than  by  smoothest  pathway  may  be  brought 

Into  a  vacant  mind.     Can  written  book 

Teach  what  they  learn  ?     Up,  hardy  mountaineer ! 

And  guide  the  bard,  ambitious  to  be  one 

Of  Nature's  privy  council,  as  thou  art. 

On  cloud-sequestered  heights,  that  see  and  hear 

To  what  dread  powers  He  delegates  his  part 

On  earth,  who  works  in  the  heaven  of  heavens,  alone. 


THE  EARL  OF  BREADALBANE'S  RUINED 
MANSION,  AND  FAMILY  BURIAL- 
PLACE,    NEAR   KILLIN 

Well  sang  the  bard  who  called  the  grave,  in  strains 
Thoughtful  and  sad,  the  "narrow  house."     No  style 
Of  fond  sepulchral  flattery  can  beguile 
Grief  of  her  sting ;  nor  cheat,  where  he  detains 

^  In  Gaelic,  Buachaill  Eiiive. 
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The  sleeping  dust,  stern  death.     How  reconcile 
With  truth,  or  with  each  other,  decked  remains 
Of  a  once  warm  abode,  and  that  new  pile. 
For  the  departed,  built  with  curious  pains 
And  mausolean  pomp  ?     Yet  here  they  stand 
Together,  'mid  trim  walks  and  artful  bowers, 
To  be  looked  down  upon  by  ancient  hills, 
That,  for  the  living  and  the  dead,  demand 
And  prompt  a  harmony  of  genuine  powers ; 
Concord  that  elevates  the  mind,  and  stills. 


"REST  AND   BE   THANKFUL" 

At  the  Head  of  Glencroe. 

Doubling  and  doubling  with  laborious  walk, 
Who,  that  has  gained  at  length  the  wished-for  height, 
This  brief  this  simple  wayside  call  can  slight, 
And  rests  not  thankful  ?     Whether  cheered  by  talk 
With  some  loved  friend,  or  by  the  unseen  hawk 
Whistling  to  clouds  and  sky-born  streams,  that  shine 
At  the  sun's  outbreak,  as  with  light  divine. 
Ere  they  descend  to  nourish  root  and  stalk 
Of  valley  flowers.     Nor,  while  the  limbs  repose, 
Will  we  forget  that,  as  the  fowl  can  keep 
Absolute  stillness,  poised  aloft  in  air, 
And  fishes  front,  unmoved,  the  torrent's  sweep, — 
So  may  the  soul,  through  powers  that  faith  bestows. 
Win  rest,  and  ease,  and  peace,  with  bliss  that  angels 
share. 


HIGHLAND   HUT 

See  what  gay  wild-flowers  deck  this  earth-built  cot, 
Whose  smoke,  forth  issuing  whence  and  how  it  may, 
Shines  in  the  greeting  of  the  sun's  first  ray 
Like  wreaths  of  vapour  without  stain  or  blot. 
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The  limpid  mountain-rill  avoids  it  not ; 
'  And  why  shouldst  thou  ?     If  rightly  trained  and  bred, 
Humanity  is  humble,  finds  no  spot 
Which  her  Heaven-guided  feet  refuse  to  tread. 
The  walls  are  cracked,  sunk  is  the  flowery  roof. 
Undressed  the  pathway  leading  to  the  door ; 
But  love,  as  Nature  loves,  the  lonely  poor ; 
Search,  for  their  worth,   some  gentle  heart   wrong- 
proof, 
Meek,  patient,  kind,  and,  were  its  trials  fewer, 
Belike  less  happy.     Stand  no  more  aloof ! 


THE   HIGHLAND   BROACH 

The  exact  resemblance  which  the  old  Broach  (still  in  use,  though 
rarely  met  with,  among  the  Highlanders)  bears  to  the  Roman  Fibula 
must  strike  every  one,  and  concurs  with  the  plaid  and  kilt  to  recall 
to  mind  the  communication  which  the  ancient  Romans  had  with 
this  remote  country. 

If  to  tradition  faith  be  due. 
And  echoes  from  old  verse  speak  true, 
Ere  the  meek  saint,  Columba,  bore 
Glad  tidings  to  lona's  shore. 
No  common  light  of  nature  blessed 
The  mountain  region  of  the  west, 
A  land  where  gentle  manners  ruled 
O^er  men  in  dauntless  virtues  schooled, 
That  raised,  for  centuries,  a  bar 
Impervious  to  the  tide  of  war : 
Yet  peaceful  arts  did  entrance  gain 
Where  haughty  force  had  striven  in  vain ; 
And  'mid  the  works  of  skilful  hands. 
By  wanderers  brought  from  foreign  lands 
And  various  climes,  was  not  unknown 
The  clasp  that  fixed  the  Roman  gown ; 
The  fibula,  whose  shape,  I  ween. 
Still  in  the  Highland  broach  is  seen, 
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The  silver  broach  of  massy  frame, 
Worn  at  the  breast  of  some  great  dame 
On  road  or  path,  or  at  the  door 
Of  fern-thatched  hut  on  heathy  moor : 
But  delicate  of  yore  its  mould. 
And  the  material  finest  gold ; 
As  might  beseem  the  fairest  fair, 
Whether  she  graced  a  royal  chair, 
Or  shed,  within  a  vaulted  hall, 
No  fancied  lustre  on  the  wall 
Where  shields  of  mighty  heroes  hung, 
While  Fingal  heard  what  Ossian  sung. 

The  heroic  age  expired,  it  slept 
Deep  in  its  tomb  :  the  bramble  crept 
O'er  Fingal's  hearth  ;  the  grassy  sod 
Grew  on  the  floors  his  sons  had  trod : 
Malvina !  where  art  thou  ?     Their  state 
The  noblest-born  must  abdicate ; 
The  fairest,  while  with  fire  and  sword 
Come  spoilers,  horde  impelling  horde, 
Must  walk  the  sorrowing  mountains,  drest 
By  ruder  hands  in  homelier  vest. 
Yet  still  the  female  bosom  lent, 
And  loved  to  borrow,  ornament ; 
Still  was  its  inner  world  a  place 
Reached  by  the  dews  of  heavenly  grace ; 
Still  pity  to  this  last  retreat 
Clove  fondly  ;  to  his  favourite  seat 
Love  wound  his  way  by  soft  approach, 
Beneath  a  massier  Highland  broach. 

When  alternations  came^  of  rage 
*   Yet  fiercer,  in  a  darker  age ; 

And  feuds,  where,  clan  encountering  clan. 
The  weaker  perished  to  a  man ; 
For  maid  and  mother,  when  despair 
Might  else  have  triumphed,  baffling  prayer, 
One  small  possession  lacked  not  power. 
Provided  in  a  calmer  hour, 
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To  meet  such  need  as  might  befall, 
Roof,  raiment,  bread,  or  burial : 
For  woman,  even  of  tears  bereft. 
The  hidden  silver  Broach  was  left. 

As  generations  come  and  go, 
Their  arts,  their  customs,  ebb  and  flow ; 
Fate,  fortune,  sweep  strong  powers  away. 
And  feeble,  of  themselves,  decay ; 
What  poor  abodes  the  heirloom  hide, 
In  which  the  castle  once  took  pride  1 
Tokens,  once  kept  as  boasted  wealth, 
If  saved  at  all,  are  saved  by  stealth. 
Lo  !  ships,  from  seas  by  nature  barred. 
Mount  along  ways  by  man  prepared ; 
And  in  far-stretching  vales,  whose  streams 
Seek  other  seas,  their  canvas  gleams. 
Lo !  busy  towns  spring  up,  on  coasts 
Thronged  yesterday  by  airy  ghosts ; 
Soon,  Hke  a  lingering  star  forlorn 
Among  the  novelties  of  morn. 
While  young  delights  on  old  encroach, 
Will  vanish  the  last  Highland  broach. 

But  when,  from  out  their  viewless  bed. 
Like  vapours,  years  have  rolled  and  spread ; 
And  this  poor  verse,  and  worthier  lays. 
Shall  yield  no  light  of  love  or  praise ; 
Then,  by  the  spade,  or  cleaving  plough, 
Or  torrent  from  the  mountain's  brow. 
Or  whirlwind,  reckless  what  his  might 
Entombs,  or  forces  into  light ; 
Blind  chance,  a  volunteer  ally. 
That  oft  befriends  antiquity, 
And  clears  oblivion  from  reproach. 
May  render  back  the  Highland  broach.^ 

*  How  much  the  Broach  is  sometimes  prized  by  persons  in 
humble  stations  rnay  be  gathered  from  an  occurrence  mentioned  to 
me  by  a  female  friend.  She  had  had  an  opportunity  of  benefiting 
a  poor  old  woman  in  her  own  hut,  who,  wishing  to  make  a  return, 
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THE  BROWNIE 

Upon  a  small  island,  not  far  from  the  head  of  Loch  Lomond, 
are  some  remains  of  an  ancient  building,  which  was  for  several 
years  the  abode  of  a  solitary  Individual,  one  of  the  last  survivors 
of  the  clan  of  Macfarlane,  once  powerful  In  that  neighbourhood. 
Passing  along  the  shore  opposite  this  island  in  the  year  1814,  the 
Author  learned  these  particulars,  and  that  this  person  then  living 
there  had  acquired  the  appellation  of  "  The  Brownie."  See  "The 
Brownie's  Cell,"  to  which  the  following  is  a  sequel. 

"  How  disappeared  he  ?  "     Ask  the  newt  and  toad ; 

Ask  of  his  fellow-men,  and  they  will  tell 

How  he  was  found,  cold  as  an  icicle. 

Under  an  arch  of  that  forlorn  abode ; 

Where  he,  unpropped,  and  by  the  gathering  flood 

Of  years  hemmed  round,  had  dwelt,  prepared  to  try 

Privation's  worst  extremities,  and  die 

With  no  one  near  save  the  omnipresent  God. 

Verily  so  to  live  was  an  awful  choice, 

A  choice  that  wears  the  aspect  of  a  doom ; 

But  in  the  mould  of  mercy  all  is  cast 

For  souls  familiar  with  the  eternal  voice ; 

And  this  forgotten  taper  to  the  last 

Drove  from  itself,  we  trust,  all  frightful  gloom. 


TO  THE  PLANET  VENUS,  AN  EVENING 
STAR 

Composed  at  Loch  Lomond. 

Though  joy  attend  thee  orient  at  the  birth 

Of  dawn,  it  cheers  the  lofty  spirit  most 

To  watch  thy  course  when  daylight,  fled  from  earth, 

In  the  grey  sky  hath  left  his.  lingering  ghost, 

said  to  her  daughter  in  Esse,  in  a  tone  of  plaintive  earnestness,  "  I 
would  give  anything  I  have,  but  I  hope  she  does  not  wish  for  my 
Broach  ! "  and,  uttering  these  words,  she  put  her  hand  upon  the 
Broach  which  fastened  her  kerchief,  and  which,  she  imagined,  had 
attracted  the  eye  of  her  benefactress. 
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Perplexed  as  if  between  a  splendour  lost 

And  splendour  slowly  mustering.     Since  the  sun, 

The  absolute,  the  world-absorbing  one. 

Relinquished  half  his  empire  to  the  host 

Emboldened  by  thy  guidance,  holy  star. 

Holy  as  princely,  who  that  looks  on  thee 

Touching,  as  now,  in  thy  humility 

The  mountain-borders  of  this  seat  of  care, 

Can  question  that  thy  countenance  is  bright. 

Celestial  power,  as  much  with  love  as  light  ? 


BOTHWELL  CASTLE 

(Passed  unseen,  on  account  of  stormy  weather. ) 

Immured  in  Bothwell's  towers,  at  times  the  brave 

(So  beautiful  is  Clyde)  forgot  to  mourn 

The  liberty  they  lost  at  Bannockbum, 

Once  on  those  steeps  /  roamed  at  large,  and  have 

In  mind  the  landscape,  as  if  still  in  sight ; 

The  river  glides,  the  woods  before  me  wave ; 

Then  why  repine  that  now  in  vain  I  crave 

Needless  renewal  of  an  old  delight  ? 

Better  to  thank  a  dear  and  long-past  day 

For  joy  its  sunny  hours  were  free  to  give 

Than  blame  the  present,  that  our  wish  hath  crost. 

Memory,  like  sleep,  hath  powers  which  dreams  obey. 

Dreams,  vivid  dreams,  that  are  not  fugitive ; 

How  little  that  she  cherishes  is  lost ! 


PICTURE  OF  DANIEL  IN  THE  LIONS'  DEN, 
AT  HAMILTON  PALACE 

Amid  a  fertile  region  green  with  wood 
And  fresh  with  rivers,  well  did  it  become 
The  ducal  owner,  in  his  palace-home 
To  naturalise  this  tawny  lion  brood ; 
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In  priestly  vest,  with  holy  offerings  charged, 

Or  leading  victims  drest  for  sacrifice. 

Nor  will  the  power  we  serve,  that  sacred  power, 

The  spirit  of  humanity,  disdain 

A  ministration  humble  but  sincere, 

That  from  a  threshold  loved  by  every  muse 

Its  impulse  took,  that  sorrow-stricken  door. 

Whence,  as  a  current  from  its  fountain-head, 

Our  thoughts  have  issued,  and  our  feelings  flowed, 

Receiving,  willingly  or  not,  fresh  strength 

From  kindred  sources ;  while  around  us  sighed 

(Life's  three  first  seasons  having  passed  away) 

Leaf-scattering  winds ;  and  hoar-frost  sprinkUngs  fell 

(Foretaste  of  winter)  on  the  moorland  heights ; 

And  every  day  brought  with  it  tidings  new 

Of  rash  change,  ominous  for  the  public  weal. 

Hence,  if  dejection  has  too  oft  encroached 

Upon  that  sweet  and  tender  melancholy 

Which  may  itself  be  cherished  and  caressed 

More  than  enough ;  a  fault  so  natural 

(Even  with  the  young,  the  hopeful,  or  the  gay) 

For  prompt  forgiveness  will  not  sue  in  vain 
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^*CALM  IS  THE  FRAGRANT  AIR,  AND 
LOTH  TO  LOSE" 

Calm  is  the  fragrant  air,  and  loth  to  lose 

Day's  grateful  warmth,  tho'  moist  with  falling  dews. 

Look  for  the  stars,  you'll  say  that  there  are  none ; 

Look  up  a  second  time,  and,  one  by  one. 

You  mark  them  twinkling  out  with  silvery  light. 

And  wonder  how  they  could  elude  the  sight ! 

The  birds,  of  late  so  noisy  in  their  bowers, 

Warbled  a  while  with  faint  and  fainter  powers, 

But  now  are  silent  as  the  dim-seen  flowers : 

Nor  does  the  village-church  clock's  iron  tone 

The  time's  and  season's  influence  disown ; 

Nine  beats  distinctly  to  each  other  bound 

In  drowsy  sequence,  how  unlike  the  sound 

That,  in  rough  winter,  oft  inflicts  a  fear 

On  fireside  listeners,  doubting  what  they  hear ! 

The  shepherd,  bent  on  rising  with  the  sun. 

Had  closed  his  door  before  the  day  was  done, 

And  now  with  thankful  heart  to  bed  doth  creep, 

And  joins  his  little  children  in  their  sleep. 

The  bat,  lured  forth  where  trees  the  lane  o'ershade, 

Flits  and  reflits  along  the  close  arcade ; 

The  busy  dor-hawk  chases  the  white  moth 

With  burring  note,  which  industry  and  sloth 

Might  both  be  pleased  with,  for  it  suits  them  both. 

A  stream  is  heard.     I  see  it  not,  but  know 

By  its  soft  music  whence  the  waters  flow : 

391 
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Wheels  and  the  tread  of  hoofs  are  heard  no  more ; 
One  boat  there  was,  but  it  will  touch  the  shore 
With  the  next  dipping  of  its  slackened  oar ; 
Faint  sound,  that,  for  the  gayest  of  the  gay, 
Might  give  to  serious  thought  a  moment's  sway, 
As  a  last  token  of  man's  toilsome  day  ! 

ON  A  HIGH  PART  OF  THE  COAST 
OF  CUMBERLAND 

Easter  Sunday,  April  7. 
THE   author's    sixty-third    BIRTHDAY 

The  sun,  that  seemed  so  mildly  to  retire. 
Flung  back  from  distant  climes  a  streaming  fire, 
Whose  blaze  is  now  subdued  to  tender  gleams, 
Prelude  of  night's  approach  with  soothing  dreams. 
Look  round ;  of  all  the  clouds  not  one  is  moving ; 
'Tis  the  still  hour  of  thinking,  feeling,  loving. 
Silent,  and  steadfast  as  the  vaulted  sky, 
The  boundless  plain  of  waters  seems  to  lie : — 
Comes  that  low  sound  from  breezes  rustling  o'er 
The  grass-crowned  headland  that  conceals  the  shore? 
No ;  'tis  the  earth-voice  of  the  mighty  sea. 
Whispering  how  meek  and  gentle  he  can  be ! 

Thou  power  supreme  !  who,  arming  to  rebuke 
Offenders,  dost  put  off  the  gracious  look, 
And  clothe  thyself  with  terrors  like  the  flood 
Of  ocean  roused  into  his  fiercest  mood, 
Whatever  discipline  thy  will  ordain 
For  the  brief  course  that  must  for  me  remain ; 
Teach  me  with  quick-eared  spirit  to  rejoice 
In  admonitions  of  thy  softest  voice  ! 
Whate'er  the  path  these  mortal  feet  may  trace. 
Breathe  through  my  soul  the  blessing  of  thy  grace, 
Glad,  through  a  perfect  love,  a  faith  sincere 
Drawn  from  the  wisdom  that  begins  with  fear, 
Glad  to  expand ;  and,  for  a  season,  free 
From  finite  cares,  to  rest  absorbed  in  thee ! 
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(BY  THE  SEASIDE) 

The  sun  is  couched,  the  sea-fowl  gone  to  rest, 
And  the  wild  storm  hath  somewhere  found  a  nest ; 
Air  slumbers,  wave  with  wave  no  longer  strives, 
Only  a  heaving  of  the  deep  survives, 
A  tell-tale  motion  !  soon  will  it  be  laid, 
And  by  the  tide  alone  the  water  swayed. 
Stealthy  withdrawings,  interminglings  mild 
Of  light  with  shade  in  beauty  reconciled. 
Such  is  the  prospect  far  as  sight  can  range, 
The  soothing  recompense,  the  welcome  change, 
Where  now  the  ships  that  drove  before  the  blast, 
Threatened  by  angry  breakers  as  they  passed ; 
And  by  a  train  of  flying  clouds  bemocked ; 
Or,  in  the  hollow  surge,  at  anchor  rocked 
As  on  a  bed  of  death  ?  Some  lodge  in  peace. 
Saved  by  his  care  who  bade  the  tempest  cease ; 
And  some,  too  heedless  of  past  danger,  court 
Fresh  gales  to  waft  them  to  the  far-off  port ; 
Biit  near,  or  hanging  sea  and  sky  between. 
Not  one  of  all  those  winged  powers  is  seen. 
Seen  in  her  course,  nor  'mid  this  quiet  heard ; 
Yet  oh  !  how  gladly  would  the  air  be  stirred 
By  some  acknowledgment  of  thanks  and  praise. 
Soft  in  its  temper  as  those  vesper  lays 
Sung  to  the  Virgin  while  accordant  oars 
Urge  the  slow  bark  along  Calabrian  shores ; 
A  sea-born  service  through  the  mountains  felt 
Till  into  one  loved  vision  all  things  melt : 
Or  like  those  hymns  that  soothe  with  graver  sound 
The  gulfy  coast  of  Norway  iron-bound ; 
And,  from  the  wide  and  open  Baltic,  rise 
With  punctual  care,  Lutherian  harmonies. 
Hush,  not  a  voice  is  here  !  but  why  repine. 
Now  when  the  star  of  eve  comes  forth  to  shine 
On  British  waters  with  that  look  benign  ? 

o  2 
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Ye  mariners,  that  plough  your  onward  way, 
Or  in  the  haven  rest,  or  sheltering  bay, 
May  silent  thanks  at  least  to  God  be  given 
With   a   full    heart;   "our    thoughts    are    heard   in 
heaven ! " 


(BY  THE  SIDE  OF  RYDAL  MERE) 

The  linnet's  warble,  sinking  towards  a  close. 
Hints  to  the  thrush  'tis  time  for  their  repose ; 
The  shrill-voiced  thrush  is  heedless,  and  again 
The  monitor  revives  his  own  sweet  strain ; 
But  both  will  soon  be  mastered,  and  the  copse 
Be  left  as  silent  as  the  mountain-tops. 
Ere  some  commanding  star  dismiss  to  rest  ■■ 
The  throng  of  rooks,  that  now,  from  twig  or  nest, 
(After  a  steady  flight  on  home-bound  wings, 
And  a  last  game  of  mazy  hoverings 
Around  their  ancient  grove)  with  cawing  noise 
Disturb  the  liquid  music's  equipoise. 

O  Nightingale  !  Who  ever  heard  thy  song 
Might  here  be  moved,  till  fancy  grows  so  strong 
That  listening  sense  is  pardonably  cheated 
Where  wood  or  stream  by  thee  was  never  greeted. 
Surely,  from  fairest  spots  of  favoured  lands, 
Were  not  some  gifts  withheld  by  jealous  hands. 
This  hour  of  deepening  darkness  here  would  be 
As  a  fresh  morning  for  new  harmony ; 
And  lays  as  prompt  would  hail  the  dawn  of  night : 
A  dawn  she  has  both  beautiful  and  bright, 
When  the  east  kindles  with  the  full  moon's  light ; 
Not  like  the  rising  sun's  impatient  glow 
Dazzling  the  mountains,  but  an  overflow 
Of  solemn  splendour,  in  mutation  slow. 

Wanderer  by  spring  with  gradual  progress  led, 
For  sway  profoundly  felt  as  widely  spread ; 
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To  king,  to  peasant,  to  rough  sailor,  dear, 
And  to  the  soldier's  trumpet-wearied  ear ; 
How  welcome  wouldst  thou  be  to  this  green  vale 
Fairer  than  Tempe  !  Yet,  sweet  nightingale ! 
From  the  warm  breeze  that  bears  thee  on,  alight 
At  will,  and  stay  thy  migratory  flight ; 
Build,  at  thy  choice,  or  sing,  by  pool  or  fount. 
Who  shall  complain,  or  call  thee  to  account  ? 
The  wisest,  happiest,  of  our  kind  are  they 
That  ever  walk  content  with  Nature's  way, 
God's  goodness,  measuring  bounty  as  it  may ; 
For  whom  the  gravest  thought  of  what  they  miss, 
Chastening  the  fulness  of  a  present  bliss. 
Is  with  that  wholesome  office  satisfied, 
While  unrepining  sadness  is  allied 
In  thankful  bosoms  to  a  modest  pride. 


"SOFl^  AS  A  CLOUD  IS  YON  BLUE 
RIDGE  " 

Soft  as  a  cloud  is  yon  blue  ridge,  the  mere 

Seems  firm  as  solid  crystal,  breathless,  clear, 

And  motionless ;  and,  to  the  gazer's  eye, 

Deeper  than  ocean,  in  the  immensity 

Of  its  vague  mountains  and  unreal  sky  ! 

But,  from  the  process  in  that  still  retreat. 

Turn  to  minuter  changes  at  our  feet ; 

Observe  how  dewy  twilight  has  withdrawn 

The  crowd  of  daisies  from  the  shaven  lawn, 

And  has  restored  to  view  its  tender  green. 

That,  while  the  sun  rode  high,  was  lost  beneath  their 

dazzling  sheen. 
An  emblem  this  of  what  the  sober  hour 
Can  do  for  minds  disposed  to  feel  its  power ! 
Thus  oft,  when  we  in  vain  have  wished  away 
The  petty  pleasures  of  the  garish  day. 
Meek  eve  shuts  up  the  whole  usurping  host 
(Unbashful  dwarfs  each  glittering  at  his  post) 
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And  leaves  the  disencumbered  spirit  free 
To  reassume  a  staid  simplicity. 

'Tis  well,  but  what  are  helps  of  time  and  place, 
When  wisdom  stands  in  need  of  nature's  grace ; 
Why  do  good  thoughts,  invoked  or  not,  descend. 
Like  angels  from  their  bowers,  our  virtues  to  befriend ; 
If  yet  to-morrow,  unbelied,  may  say, 
"  I  come  to  open  out,  for  fresh  display. 
The  elastic  vanities  of  yesterday  ?  " 


"THE  LEAVES  THAT  RUSTLED  ON  THIS 
OAK-CROWNED  HILL" 

The  leaves  that  rustled  on  this  oak-crowned  hill. 
And  sky  that  danced  among  those  leaves,  are  still ; 
Rest  smooths  the  way  for  sleep ;  in  field  and  bower 
Soft  shades  and  dews  have  shed  their  blended  power 
On  drooping  eyelid  and  the  closing  flower ; 
Sound  is  there  none  at  which  the  faintest  heart 
Might  leap,  the  weakest  nerve  of  superstition  start ; 
Save  when  the  owlet's  unexpected  scream 
Pierces  the  ethereal  vault ;  and  ('mid  the  gleam 
Of  unsubstantial  imagery,  the  dream. 
From  the  hushed  vale's  realities,  transferred 
To  the  still  lake)  the  imaginative  bird 
Seems,  'mid  inverted  mountains,  not  unheard. 

Grave  creature ! — whether,  while  the  moon  shines 
bright 
On  thy  wings  opened  wide  for  smoothest  flight, 
Thou  art  discovered  in  a  roofless  tower. 
Rising  from  what  may  once  have  been  a  lady's  bower; 
Or  spied  where  thou  sitt'st  moping  in  thy  mew 
At  the  dim  centre  of  a  churchyard  yew ; 
Or  from  a  rifted  crag  or  ivy  tod 
Deep  in  a  forest,  thy  secure  abode. 
Thou  giv'st,  for  pastime's  sake,  by  shriek  or  shout, 
A  puzzling  notice  of  thy  whereabout, 
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May  the  night  never  come,  nor  day  be  seen, 
When  I  shall  scorn  thy  voice  or  mock  thy  mien  ! 

In  classic  ages  men  perceived  a  soul 
Of  sapience  in  thy  aspect,  headless  owl ! 
Thee  Athens  reverenced  in  the  studious  grove ; 
And  near  the  golden  sceptre  grasped  by  Jove, 
His  eagle's  favourite  perch,  while  round  him  sate 
The  Gods  revolving  the  decrees  of  fate, 
Thou,  too,  wert  present  at  Minerva's  side : 
Hark  to  that  second  larum  !  far  and  wide 
The  elements  have  heard,  and  rock  and  cave  replied 


IMPROMPTU 


This  impromptu  appeared,  many  years  ago,  among  the  author's 
poems,  from  which,  in  subsequent  editions,  it  was  excluded.  It  is 
reprinted  at  the  request  of  the  friend  in  whose  presence  the  lines 
were  thrown  off. 


The  sun  has  long  been  set, 

The  stars  are  out  by  twos  and  threes. 
The  little  birds  are  piping  yet 

Among  the  bushes  and  trees ; 
There's  a  cuckoo,  and  one  or  two  thrushes 
And  a  far-off  wind  that  rushes. 
With  a  sound  of  water  that  gushes 
And  the  cuckoo's  sovereign  cry 
Fills  all  the  hollow  of  the  sky. 

Who  would  go  "parading" 
In  London,  "  and  masquerading," 
On  such  a  night  of  June 
With  that  beautiful  soft  half-moon. 
And  all  these  innocent  blisses  ? 
On  such  a  night  as  this  is  ! 
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COMPOSED  UPON  AN  EVENING  OF  EXTRA- 
ORDINARY SPLENDOUR  AND  BEAUTY 

Had  this  effulgence  disappeared 

With  flying  haste,  I  might  have  sent, 

Among  the  speechless  clouds,  a  look 

Of  blank  astonishment ; 

But  'tis  endued  with  power  to  stay, 

And  sanctify  one  closing  day. 

That  frail  mortality  may  see — 

What  is  ?  ah  no,  but  what  can  be  ! 

Time  was  when  field  and  watery  cove 

With  modulated  echoes  rang, 

While  choirs  of  fervent  angels  sang 

Their  vespers  in  the  grove ; 

Or,  ranged  like  stars  along  some  sovereign  height, 

Warbled,  for  heaven  above  and  earth  below. 

Strains  suitable  to  both.     Such  holy  rite, 

Methinks,  if  audibly  repeated  now 

From  hill  or  valley,  could  not  move 

Sublimer  transport,  purer  love. 

Than  doth  this  silent  spectacle,  the  gleam, 

The  shadow,  and  the  peace  supreme ! 

No  sound  is  uttered,  but  a  deep 

And  solemn  harmony  pervades 

The  hollow  vale  from  steep  to  steep, 

And  penetrates  the  glades. 

Far-distant  images  draw  nigh. 

Called  forth  by  wondrous  potency 

Of  beamy  radiance,  that  imbues 

Whatever  it  strikes  with  gem-like  hues ! 

In  vision  exquisitely  clear, 

Herds  range  along  the  mountain  side  \ 

And  glistening  antlers  are  descried ; 

And  gilded  flocks  appear. 

Thine  is  the  tranquil  hour,  purpureal  eve ! 

But  long  as  god-like  wish,  or  hope  divine, 
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Informs  my  spirit,  ne'er  can  I  believe 
That  this  magnificence  is  wholly  thine  ! 
From  worlds  not  quickened  by  the  sun 
A  portion  of  the  gift  is  won  ; 
An  intermingling  of  Heaven's  pomp  is  spread 
On  ground  which  British  shepherds  tread  ! 

And  if  there  be  whom  broken  ties 

Afflict,  or  injuries  assail, 

Yon  hazy  ridges  to  their  eyes 

Present  a  glorious  scale, 

Climbing  suffused  with  sunny  air. 

To  stop,  no  record  hath  told  where ! 

And  tempting  fancy  to  ascend. 

And  with  immortal  Spirits  blend ! 

Wings  at  my  shoulders  seem  to  play ; 

But,  rooted  here,  I  stand  and  gaze 

On  those  bright  steps  that  heavenward  raise 

Their  practicable  way. 

Come  forth,  ye  drooping  old  men,  look  abroad. 

And  see  to  what  fair  countries  ye  are  bound ! 

And  if  some  traveller,  weary  of  his  road. 

Hath  slept  since  noon-tide  on  the  grassy  ground. 

Ye  Genii !  to  his  covert  speed  ; 

And  wake  him  with  such  gentle  heed 

As  may  attune  his  soul  to  meet  the  dower 

Bestowed  on  this  transcendent  hour ! 

Such  hues  from  their  celestial  urn 

Were  wont  to  stream  before  mine  eye. 

Where'er  it  wandered  in  the  mom 

Of  blissful  infancy. 

This  glimpse  of  glory,  why  renewed  ? 

Nay,  rather  speak  with  gratitude ; 

For,  if  a  vestige  of  those  gleams 

Survived,  'tis  only  in  my  dreams. 

Dread  Power !  whom  peace  and  calmness  serve 

No  less  than  Nature's  threatening  voice. 

If  aught  unworthy  be  my  choice. 

From  Thee  if  I  would  swerve ; 
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Oh,  let  thy  grace  remind  me  of  the  light 
Full  early  lost,  and  fruitlessly  deplored ; 
Which,  at  this  moment,  on  my  waking  sight 
Appears  to  shine,  by  miracle  restored ; 
My  soul,  though  yet  confined  to  earth, 
Rejoices  in  a  second  birth ! 
Tis  past,  the  visionary  splendour  fades ; 
And  night  approaches  with  her  shades. 

Note — ^The  multiplication  of  mountain-ridges,  described  at  the 
commencement  of  the  third  stanza  of  this  od«  as  a  kind  of  Jacob's 
ladder,  leading  to  Heaven,  is  produced  either  by  watery  vapours, 
or  sunny  haze ; — in  the  present  instance  by  the  latter  cause. 
Allusions  to  the  Ode  entitled  ' '  Intimations  of  Immortality " 
pervade  the  last  stanza  of  the  foregoing  poem. 
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Having  been  prevented  by  the  lateness  of  the  season,  in  1831, 
from  visiting  Staffa  and  lona,  the  author  made  these  the  principal 
objects  of  a  short  tour  in  the  summer  of  1833,  of  which  the  following 
series  of  poems  is  a  Memorial.  The  course  pursued  was  down  the 
Cumberland  river  Derwent,  and  to  Whitehaven  ;  thence  (by  the 
Isle  of  Man,  where  a  few  days  were  passed)  up  the  Firth  of 
Clyde  to  Greenock,  then  to  Oban,  Staffa,  lona ;  and  back  to- 
wards England,  by  Loch  Awe,  Inverary,  Loch  Goil-head,  Greenock, 
and  through  parts  of  Renfrewshire,  Ayrshire,  and  Dumfries-shire, 
to  Carlisle,  and  thence  up  the  river  Eden,  and  homewards  by 
UUswater. 
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TO  THE  RIVER  DERWENT 

Among  the  mountains  were  we  nursed,  loved  stream ! 

Thou  near  the  eagle's  nest,  within  brief  sail 

I  of  his  bold  wing  floating  on  the  gale, 

Where  thy  deep  voice  could  lull  me  !    Faint  the  beam 

Of  human  life  when  first  allowed  to  gleam 

On  mortal  notice.     Glory  of  the  vale, 

Such  thy  meek  outset,  with  a  crown,  though  frail. 

Kept  in  perpetual  verdure  by  the  steam 

Of  thy  soft  breath  !     Less  vivid  wreath  entwined 

Nemean  victor's  brow  ;  less  bright  was  worn, 

Meed  of  some  Roman  chief — in  triumph  borne 

With  captives  chained ;  and  shedding  from  his  car 

The  sunset  splendours  of  a  finished  war 

Upon  the  proud  enslavers  of  mankind  ! 

IN  SIGHT  OF  THE  TOWN  OF 
COCKERMOUTH 

(Where  the  author  was  born,  and  his  father's  remains  are  laid. ) 

A  POINT  of  life  between  my  parent's  dust. 
And  yours,  my  buried  little-ones  !  am  I ; 
And  to  those  graves  looking  habitually 
In  kindred  quiet  I  repose  my  trust. 
403 
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Death  to  the  innocent  is  more  than  just, 
And,  to  the  sinner,  mercifully  bent ; 
So  may  I  hope,  if  truly  I  repent 
And  meekly  bear  the  ills  which  bear  I  must : 
And  you,  my  offspring !  that  do  still  remain, 
Yet  may  outstrip  me  in  the  appointed  race, 
If  e'er,  through  fault  of  mine,  in  mutual  pain 
We  breathed  together  for  a  moment's  space, 
The  wrong,  by  love  provoked,  let  love  arraign, 
And  only  love  keep  in  your  hearts  a  place. 


ADDRESS  FROM  THE  SPIRIT  OF 
COCKERMOUTH  CASTLE 

"Thou  look'st  upon  me,  and  dost  fondly  think. 

Poet !  that,  stricken  as  both  are  by  years. 

We,  differing  once  so  much,  are  now  compeers. 

Prepared,  when  each  has  stood  his  time,  to  sink 

Into  the  dust.     Erewhile  a  sterner  link 

United  us  ;  when  thou,  in  boyish  play. 

Entering  my  dungeon,  didst  become  a  prey 

To  soul-appalling  darkness.     Not  a  blink 

Of  light  was  there ;  and  thus  did  I,  thy  tutor, 

Make  thy  young  thoughts  acquainted  with  the  grave ; 

While  thou  wert  chasing  the  winged  butterfly 

Through  my  green  courts ;  or  climbing,  a  bold  suitor, 

Up  to  the  flowers  whose  golden  progeny 

Still  round  my  shattered  brow  in  beauty  wave." 


MARY,  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS 

(Landing  at  the  mouth  of  the  Derwent,  Workington. ) 

Dear  to  the  loves,  and  to  the  graces  vowed, 
The  queen  drew  back  the  wimple  that  she  wore ; 
And  to  the  throng,  that  on  the  Cumbrian  shore 
Her  landing  hailed,  how  touchingly  she  bowed  ! 
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And  like  a  star  (that,  from  a  heavy  cloud 

Of  pine-tree  foliage  poised  in  air,  forth  darts, 

When  a  soft  summer  gale  at  evening  parts 

The  gloom  that  did  its  loveliness  enshroud) 

She  smiled ;  but  time,  the  old  Satumian  seer, 

Sighed  on  the  wing  as  her  foot  pressed  the  strand, 

With  step  prelusive  to  a  long  array 

Of  woes  and  degradations  hand  in  hand, 

Weeping  captivity,  and  shuddering  fear 

Stilled  by  the  ensanguined  block  of  Fotheringay ! 


STANZAS 

SUGGESTED   IN  A  STEAMBOAT   OFF   SAINT  BEES'  HEADS, 
ON   THE   COAST   OF   CUMBERLAND 

If  life  were  slumber  on  a  bed  of  down. 
Toil  unimposed,  vicissitude  unknown, 
Sad  were  our  lot :  no  hunter  of  the  hare 
Exults  like  him  whose  javelin  from  the  lair 
Has  roused  the  lion ;  no  one  plucks  the  rose. 
Whose  proffered  beauty  in  safe  shelter  blows 
'Mid  a  trim  garden's  summer  luxuries, 
With  joy  like  his  who  climbs,  on  hands  and  knees, 
For  some  rare  plant,  yon  headland  of  St.  Bees. 

This  independence  upon  oar  and  sail. 
This  new  indifference  to  breeze  or  gale. 
This  straight-lined  progress,  furrowing  a  flat  lea. 
And  regular  as  if  locked  in  certainty — 
Depress  the  hours.     Up,  spirit  of  the  storm  ! 
That  courage  may  find  something  to  perform ; 
That  fortitude,  whose  blood  disdains  to  freeze 
At  danger's  bidding,  may  confront  the  seas. 
Firm  as  the  towering  headlands  of  St.  Bees. 

Dread  cliff  of  Baruth  !  that  wild  wish  may  sleep, 
Bold  as  if  men  and  creatures  of  the  deep 
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Breathed  the  same  element ;  too  many  wrecks 
Have  struck  thy  sides,  too  many  ghastly  decks 
Hast  thou  looked  down  upon,  that  such  a  thought 
Should  here  be  welcome,  and  in  verse  enwrought : 
With  thy  stern  aspect  better  far  agrees 
Utterance  of  thanks  that  we  have  past  with  ease, 
As  millions  thus  shall  do,  the  headlands  of  St.  Bees. 

Yet,  while  each  useful  art  augments  her  store. 
What  boots  the  gain  if  Nature  should  lose  more  ? 
And  wisdom,  as  she  holds  a  Christian  place 
In  man's  intelligence  sublimed  by  grace  ? 
When  Bega  sought  of  yore  the  Cumbrian  coast, 
Tempestuous  winds  her  holy  errand  crossed : 
She  knelt  in  prayer — the  waves  their  wrath  appease; 
And,  from  her  vow  well  weighed  in  Heaven's  decrees, 
Rose,  where  she  touched  the  strand,  the  chantry 
of  St.  Bees. 

"  Cruel  of  heart  were  they,  bloody  of  hand," 
Who  in  these  wilds  then  struggled  for  command ; 
The  strong  were  merciless,  without  hope  the  weak ; 
Till  this  bright  Stranger  came,  fair  as  day-break, 
And  as  a  cresset  true  that  darts  its  length 
Of  beamy  lustre  from  a  tower  of  strength ; 
Guiding  the  mariner  through  troubled  seas, 
And  cheering  oft  his  peaceful  reveries. 
Like  the  fixed  light  that  crowns  yon  headland  of 
St.  Bees. 

To  aid  the  votaress,  miracles  believed 

Wrought  in  men's  minds,  like  miracles  achieved ; 

So  piety  took  root ;  and  Song  might  tell 

What  humanizing  virtues  near  her  cell 

Sprang  up,  and  spread  their  fragrance  wide  around ; 

How  savage  bosoms  melted  at  the  sound 

Of  gospel-truth  enchained  in  harmonies 

Wafted  o'er  waves,  or  creeping  through  close  trees, 

From  her  religious  mansion  of  St.  Bees. 
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When  her  sweet  voice,  that  instniment  of  love, 

Was  glorified,  and  took  its  place,  above 

The  silent  stars,  among  the  angelic  quire. 

Her  chantry  blazed  with  sacrilegious  fire. 

And  perished  utterly ;  but  her  good  deeds 

Had  sown  the  spot,  that  witnessed  them,  with  seeds 

Which  lay  in  earth  expectant,  till  a  breeze 

With  quickening  impulse  answered  their  mute  pleas. 

And  lo  !  a  statelier  pile,  the  abbey  of  St.  Bees. 

There  are  the  naked  clothed,  the  hungry  fed ; 

And  charity  extendeth  to  the  dead 

Her  intercessions  made  for  the  soul's  rest 

Of  tardy  penitents ;  or  for  the  best 

Among  the  good  (when  love  might  else  have  slept. 

Sickened,  or  died)  in  pious  memory  kept ; 

Thanks  to  the  austere  and  simple  devotees. 

Who,  to  that  service  bound  by  venial  fees. 

Keep  watch  before  the  altars  of  St.  Bees. 

Are  not,  in  sooth,  their  requiem's  sacred  ties 

Woven  out  of  passion's  sharpest  agonies. 

Subdued,  composed,  and  formalized  by  art. 

To  fix  a  wiser  sorrow  in  the  heart  ? 

The  prayer  for  them  whose  hour  is  past  away 

Says  to  the  living,  profit  while  ye  may ! 

A  little  part,  and  that  the  worst,  he  sees 

Who  thinks  that  priestly  cunning  holds  the  keys 

That  best  unlock  the  secrets  of  St.  Bees. 

Conscience,  the  timid  being's  inmost  light, 
Hope  of  the  dawn  and  solace  of  the  night. 
Cheers  these  recluses  with  a  steady  ray 
In  many  an  hour  when  judgment  goes  astray. 
Ah  !  scorn  not  hastily  their  rule  who  try 
Earth  to  despise,  and  flesh  to  mortify ; 
Consume  with  zeal,  in  winged  ecstasies 
Of  prayer  and  praise  forget  their  rosaries, 
Nor  hear  the  loudest  surges  of  St.  Bees. 


408  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

Yet  none  so  prompt  to  succour  and  protect 
The  forlorn  traveller,  or  sailor  wrecked 
On  the  bare  coast ;  nor  do  they  grudge  the  boon 
Which  staff  and  cockle  hat  and  sandal  shoon 
Claim  for  the  pilgrim :  and,  though  chidings  sharp 
May  sometimes  greet  the  strolling  minstrel's  harp, 
It  is  not  then  when,  swept  with  sportive  ease, 
It  charms  a  feast-day  throng  of  all  degrees, 
Brightening  the  archway  of  revered  St  Bees. 

How  did  the  cliffs  and  echoing  hills  rejoice 
What  time  the  Benedictine  brethren's  voice, 
Imploring,  or  commanding  with  meet  pride. 
Summoned  the  Chiefs  to  lay  their  feuds  aside. 
And  under  one  blest  ensign  serve  the  Lord 
In  Palestine.     Advance,  indignant  sword  ! 
Flaming  till  thou  from  Paynim  hands  release 
That  tomb,  dread  centre  of  all  sanctities 
Nursed  in  the  quiet  abbey  of  St.  Bees. 

But  look  we  now  to  them  whose  minds  from  far 
Follow  the  fortunes  which  they  may  not  share. 
While  in  Judea  fancy  loves  to  roam. 
She  helps  to  make  a  Holy-land  at  home : 
The  star  of  Bethlehem  from  its  sphere  invites 
To  sound  the  crystal  depth  of  maiden  rights ; 
And  wedded  life,  through  scriptural  mysteries, 
Heavenward  ascends  with  all  her  charities. 
Taught  by  the  hooded  celibates  of  St.  Bees. 

Nor  be  it  e'er  forgotten  how  by  skill 
Of  cloistered  architects,  free  their  souls  to  fill 
With  love  of  God,  throughout  the  land  were  raised 
Churches,  on  whose  symbolic  beauty  gazed 
Peasant  and  mail-clad  chief  with  pious  awe ; 
As  at  this  day  men  seeing  what  they  saw. 
Or  the  bare  wreck  of  faith's  solemnities. 
Aspire  to  more  than  earthly  destinies ; 
Witness  yon  pile  that  greets  us  from  St.  Bees. 
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Yet  more  ;  around  those  churches,  gathered  towns 
Safe  from  the  feudal  castle's  haughty  frowns ; 
Peaceful  abodes,  where  justice  might  uphold 
Her  scales  with  even  hand,  and  culture  mould 
The  heart  to  pity,  train  the  mind  in  care 
For  rules  of  life,  sound  as  the  time  could  bear. 
Nor  dost  thou  fail,  thro'  abject  love  of  ease. 
Or  hindrance  raised  by  sordid  purposes, 
To  bear  thy  part  in  this  good  work,  St.  Bees. 

Who  with  the  ploughshare  clove  the  barren  moors. 
And  to  green  meadows  changed  the  swampy  shores? 
Thinned  the  rank  woods;  and  for  the  cheerful  grange 
Made  room  where  wolf  and  boar  were  used  to  range? 
Who  taught,  and  showed  by  deeds,  that  gentler 

chains 
Should  bind  the  vassal  to  his  lord's  domains  ? 
The  thoughtful  monks,  intent  their  God  to  please. 
For  Christ's  dear  sake,  by  human  sympathies 
Poured  from  the  bosom  of  thy  church,  St.  Bees  ! 

But  all  availed  not ;  by  a  mandate  given 
Through  lawless  will  the  brotherhood  was  driven 
Forth  from  their  cells;  their  ancient  house  laid  low 
In  Reformation's  sweeping  overthrow. 
But  now  once  more  the  local  heart  revives. 
The  inextinguishable  spirit  strives. 
Oh  may  that  power  who  hushed  the  stormy  seas, 
And  cleared  a  way  for  the  first  votaries. 
Prosper  the  new-bom  college  of  St.  Bees  1 

Alas  !  the  genius  of  our  age,  from  schools 

Less  humble,  draws  her  lessons,  aims,  and  rules. 

To  prowess  guided  by  her  insight  keen 

Matter  and  Spirit  are  as  one  machine ; 

Boastful  idolatress  of  formal  skill 

She  in  her  own  would  merge  the  eternal  will : 

Better,  if  reason's  triumphs  match  with  these. 

Her  flight  before  the  bold  credulities 

That  furthered  the  first  teaching  of  St  Bees; 
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IN  THE  CHANNEL,  BETWEEN  THE  COAST 
OF   CUMBERLAND   AND  THE  ISLE  OF 

MAN. 

Ranging  the  heights  of  Scawfell  or  Blackcomb, 
In  his  lone  course  the  shepherd  oft  will  pause, 
And  strive  to  fathom  the  mysterious  laws 
By  which  the  clouds,  arrayed  in  light  or  gloom, 
On  Mona  settle,  and  the  shapes  assume 
Of  all  her  peaks  and  ridges.     What  he  draws 
From  sense,  faith,  reason,  fancy,  of  the  cause, 
He  will  take  with  him  to  the  silent  tomb. 
Or  by  his  fire,  a  child  upon  his  knee, 
Haply  the  untaught  philosopher  may  speak 
Of  the  strange  sight,  nor  hide  his  theory 
That  satisfies  the  simple  and  the  meek, 
Blest  in  their  pious  ignorance,  though  weak 
To  cope  with  sages  undevoutly  free. 


TYNWALD  HILL 

Once  on  the  top  of  Tynwald's  formal  mound 
(Still  marked  with  green  turf  circles  narrowing 
Stage  above  stage)  would  sit  this  Island's  King, 
The  laws  to  promulgate,  enrobed  and  crowned; 
While,  compassing  the  grassy  mount  around, 
Degrees  and  orders  stood,  each  under  each : 
Now,  like  to  things  within  fate's  easiest  reach, 
The  power  is  merged,  the  pomp  a  grave  has  found 
Off  with  yon  cloud^  old  Snafell !  that  thine  eye 
Over  three  realms  may  take  its  widest  range ; 
And  let,  for  them,  thy  fountains  utter  strange 
Voices,  thy  winds  break  forth  in  prophecy. 
If  the  whole  state  must  suffer  mortal  change. 
Like  Mona's  miniature  of  sovereignty. 
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IN  THE  FRITH  OF  CLYDE,  AILSA  CRAG 

During  an  Eclipse  of  the  Sun,  July  17. 

Since  risen  from  ocean,  ocean  to  defy, 
Appeared  the  crag  of  Ailsa,  ne'er  did  morn 
With  gleaming  lights  more  gracefully  adorn 
His  sides,  or  wreathe  with  mist  his  forehead  high  : 
Now,  faintly  darkening  with  the  sun's  eclipse, 
Still  is  he  seen,  in  lone  sublimity. 
Towering  above  the  sea  and  little  ships ; 
For  dwarfs  the  tallest  seem  while  sailing  by. 
Each  for  her  haven ;  with  her  freight  of  care. 
Pleasure,  or  grief,  and  toil  that  seldom  looks 
Into  the  secret  of  to-morrow's  fare ; 
Though  poor,  yet  rich,  without  the  wealth  of  books, 
Or  aught  that  watchful  love  to  Nature  owes 
For  her   mute  powers,  fixed  forms,  or  transient 
shows. 


WRITTEN  IN  A  BLANK  LEAF  OF 
MACPHERSON'S  OSSIAN 

Oft  have  I  caught,  upon  a  fitful  breeze, 

Fragments  of  far-off  melodies. 

With  ear  not  coveting  the  whole, 

A  part  so  charmed  the  pensive  soul : 

While  a  dark  storm  before  my  sight 

Was  yielding,  on  a  mountain  height 

Loose  vapours  have  I  watched,  that  won 

Prismatic  colours  from  the  sun ; 

Nor  felt  a  wish  that  heaven  would  show 

The  image  of  its  perfect  bow. 

What  need,  then,  of  these  finished  strains  ? 

Away  with  counterfeit  remains  ! 

An  abbey  in  its  lone  recess, 

A  temple  of  the  wilderness, 
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Wrecks  though  they  be,  announce  with  feeling 

The  majesty  of  honest  dealing. 

Spirit  of  Ossian  !  if  imbound 

In  language  thou  may'st  yet  be  found, 

If  aught  (intrusted  to  the  pen 

Or  floating  on  the  tongues  of  men, 

Albeit  shattered  and  impaired) 

Subsist  thy  dignity  to  guard, 

In  concert  with  memorial  claim 

Of  old  grey  stone,  and  high-born  name 

That  cleaves  to  rock  or  pillared  cave 

Where  moans  the  blast,  or  beats  the  wave. 

Let  truth,  stern  arbitress  of  all, 

Interpret  that  original. 

And  for  presumptuous  wrongs  atone ; — 

Authentic  words  be  given,  or  none  ! 


Time  is  not  blind ;  yet  He,  who  spares 
Pyramid  pointing  to  the  stars. 
Hath  preyed  with  ruthless  appetite 
On  all  that  marked  the  primal  flight 
Of  the  poetic  ecstasy 
Into  the  land  of  mystery. 
No  tongue  is  able  to  rehearse 
One  measure,  Orpheus  !  of  thy  verse ; 
Musaeus,  stationed  with  his  lyre 
Supreme  among  the  Elysian  quire. 
Is,  for  the  dwellers  upon  earth, 
Mute  as  a  lark  ere  morning's  birth. 
Why  grieve  for  these,  though  past  away 
The  music,  and  extinct  the  lay  ? 
When  thousands,  by  severer  doom, 
Full  early  to  the  silent  tomb 
Have  sunk,  at  Nature's  call ;  or  strayed 
From  hope  and  promise,  self-betrayed ; 
The  garland  withering  on  their  brows ; 
Stung  with  remorse  for  broken  vows ; 
Frantic,  else  how  might  they  rejoice  ? 
And  friendless,  by  their  own  sad  choice ! 
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Hail,  bards  of  mightier  grasp !  on  you 
I  chiefly  call,  the  chosen  few, 
Who  cast  not  off  the  acknowledged  guide, 
Who  faltered  not,  nor  turned  aside ; 
Whose  lofty  genius  could  survive 
Privation,  under  sorrow  thrive ; 
In  whom  the  fiery  muse  revered 
The  symbol  of  a  snow-white  beard, 
Bedewed  with  meditative  tears 
Dropped  from  the  lenient  cloud  of  years. 

Brothers  in  soul !  though  distant  times 
Produced  you  nursed  in  various  climes. 
Ye,  when  the  orb  of  life  had  waned, 
A  plenitude  of  love  retained ; 
Hence,  while  in  you  each  sad  regret 
By  corresponding  hope  was  met, 
Ye  lingered  among  human  kind, 
Sweet  voices  for  the  passing  wind ; 
Departing  sunbeams,  loth  to  stop. 
Though  smiling  on  the  last  hill-top  ! 
Such  to  the  tender-hearted  maid 
Even  ere  her  joys  begin  to  fade  ; 
Such,  haply,  to  the  rugged  chief 
By  fortune  crushed,  or  tamed  by  grief ; 
Appears,  on  Morven's  lonely  shore, 
Dim-gleaming  through  imperfect  lore, 
The  son  of  Fingal ;  such  was  blind 
Maeonides  of  ampler  mind ; 
Such  Milton,  to  the  fountain-head 
Of  glory  by  Urania  led  ! 


CAVE  OF  STAFFA 

We  saw,  but  surely,  in  the  motley  crowd, 
Not  one  of  us  has  felt  the  far-famed  sight ; 
How  could  we  feel  it  ?  each  the  other's  blight, 
Hurried  and  hurrying,  volatile  and  loud. 
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O  for  those  motions  only  that  invite 

The  ghost  of  Fingal  to  his  tuneful  cave 

By  the  breeze  entered,  and  wave  after  wave 

Softly  embosoming  the  timid  light ! 

And  by  one  votary  who  at  will  might  stand 

Gazing  and  take  into  his  mind  and  heart, 

With  undistracted  reverence,  the  effect 

Of  those  proportions  where  the  ^mighty  hand 

That  made  the  worlds,  the  sovereign  architect, 

Has  deigned  to  work  as  if  with  human  art ! 


CAVE  OF  STAFFA 

After  the  Crowd  had  departed. 

Thanks  for  the  lessons  of  this  spot,  fit  school 
For  the  presumptuous  thoughts  that  would  assign 
Mechanic  laws  to  agency  divine ; 
And,  measuring  heaven  by  earth,  would  overrule 
Infinite  power.     The  pillared  vestibule, 
Expanding  yet  precise,  the  roof  embowed. 
Might  seem  designed  to  humble  man,  when  proud 
Of  his  best  workmanship  by  plan  and  tool. 
Down-bearing  with  his  whole  Atlantic  weight 
Of  tide  and  tempest  on  the  structure's  base, 
And  flashing  to  that  structure's  topmost  height. 
Ocean  has  proved  its  strength,  and  of  its  grace 
In  calms  is  conscious,  finding  for  his  freight 
Of  softest  music  some  responsive  place. 


FLOWERS  ON  THE  TOP  OF  THE  PILLARS 
AT  THE  ENTRANCE  OF  THE  CAVE 

Hope  smiled  when  your  nativity  was  cast. 
Children  of  summer  !    Ye  fresh  flowers  that  brave 
What  summer  here  escapes  not,  the  fierce  wave, 
And  whole  artillery  of  the.  western  blast, 
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Battering  the  temple's  front,  its  long-drawn  nave 
Smiting,  as  if  each  moment  were  their  last. 
But  ye,  bright  flowers,  on  frieze  and  architrave 
Survive,  and  once  again  the  pile  stands  fast : 
Calm  as  the  universe,  from  specular  towers 
Of  heaven  contemplated  by  spirits  pure 
With  mute  astonishment,  it  stands  sustained 
Through  every  part  in  symmetry,  to  endure. 
Unhurt,  the  assault  of  time  with  all  his  hours. 
As  the  supreme  artificer  ordained. 


lONA 

Upon  Landing. 

How  sad  a  welcome  !     To  each  voyager 

Some  ragged  child  holds  up  for  sale  a  store 

Of  wave-worn  pebbles,  pleading  on  the  shore 

Where  once  came  monk  and  nun  with  gentle  stir, 

Blessings  to  give,  news  ask,  or  suit  prefer. 

Yet  is  yon  neat  trim  church  a  grateful  speck 

Of  novelty  amid  the  sacred  wreck 

Strewn  far  and  wide.     Think,  proud  philosopher ! 

Fallen  though  she  be,  this  glory  of  the  west, 

Still  on  her  sons  the  beams  of  mercy  shine ; 

And  "  hopes,  perhaps  more  heavenly  bright  than  thine, 

A  grace  by  thee  unsought  and  unpossest, 

A  faith  more  fixed,  a  rapture  more  divine 

Shall  gild  their  passage  to  eternal  rest," 


"THERE!"  SAID   A  STRIPLING,  POINTING 
WITH  MEET  PRIDE" 

"  There  !  "  said  a  stripling,  pointing  with  meet  pride 
Towards  a  low  roof  with  green  trees  half  concealed, 
"Is  Mosgiel  farm ;  and  that's  the  very  field 
Where  Burns  ploughed  up  the  daisy."     Far  and  wide 
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A  plain  below  stretched  seaward,  while,  descried 
Above  sea-clouds,  the  peaks  of  Arran  rose ; 
And,  by  that  simple  notice,  the  repose 
Of  earth,  sky,  sea,  and  air,  was  vivified. 
Beneath  "  the  random  bield  of  clod  or  stone  " 
Myriads  of  daisies  have  shone  forth  in  flower 
Near  the  lark's  nest,  and  in  their  natural  hour 
Have  passed  away ;  less  happy  than  the  one 
That,  by  the  unwilling  ploughshare,  died  to  prove 
The  tender  charm  of  poetry  and  love. 


NUNNERY 

The  floods  are  roused,  and  will  not  soon  be  weary ; 
Down  from  the  Pennine  Alps^  how  fiercely  sweeps 
Croglin,  the  stately  Eden's  tributary ! 
He  raves,  or  through  some  moody  passage  creeps 
Plotting  new  mischief ;  out  again  he  leaps 
Into  broad  light,  and  sends,  through  regions  airy, 
That  voice  which  soothed  the  nuns  while  on  the  steeps 
They  knelt  in  prayer,  or  sang  to  blissful  Mary. 
That  union  ceased  :  then,  cleaving  easy  walks 
Through  crags,  and  smoothing  paths  beset  with  danger, 
Came  studious  taste ;  and  many  a  pensive  stranger 
Dreams  on  the  banks,  and  to  the  river  talks. 
What  change  shall  happen  next  to  Nunnery  dell  ? 
Canal,  and  viaduct,  and  railway,  tell ! 


THE  MONUMENT  COMMONLY  CALLED 
LONG  MEG  AND  HER  DAUGHTERS^ 
NEAR  THE  RIVER  EDEN 

A  WEIGHT  of  awe  not  easy  to  be  borne. 
Fell  suddenly  upon  my  spirit — cast 
From  the  dread  bosom  of  the  unknown  past, 
When  first  I  saw  that  family  forlorn. 

*  The  chain  of  Crossfell. 
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Speak  thou,  whose  massy  strength  and  stature  scorn 

The  power  of  years — pre-eminent,  and  placed 

Apart,  to  overlook  the  circle  vast — 

Speak,  giant-mother !  tell  it  to  the  morn 

While  she  dispels  the  cumbrous  shades  of  night ; 

Let  the  moon  hear,  emerging  from  a  cloud ; 

At  whose  behest  uprose  on  British  ground 

ITiat  sisterhood,  in  hieroglyphic  round 

Forth-shadowing,  some  have  deemed,  the  infinite 

The  inviolable  God,  that  tames  the  proud ! 


CONCLUSION 

Most  sweet  it  is  with  un uplifted  eyes 

To  pace  the  ground,  if  path  be  there  or  none, 

While  a  fair  region  round  the  traveller  lies 

Which  he  forbears  again  to  look  upon ; 

Pleased  rather  with  some  soft  ideal  scene, 

The  work  of  fancy,  or  some  happy  tone 

Of  meditation,  slipping  in  between 

The  beauty  coming  and  the  beauty  gone. 

If  thought  and  love  desert  us,  from  that  day 

Let  us  break  off  all  commerce  with  the  muse : 

With  thought  and  love  companions  of  our  way, 

Whatever  the  senses  take  or  may  refuse. 

The  mind's  internal  heaven  shall  shed  her  dews 

Of  inspiration  on  the  humblest  lay. 


POEMS  OF  SENTIMENT  AND 
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EXPOSTULATION   AND  REPLY 

"  Why,  William,  on  that  old  grey  stone, 
Thus  for  the  length  of  half  a  day, 
Why,  William,  sit  you  thus  alone, 
And  dream  your  time  away  ? 

"  Where  are  your  books  ?  that  light  bequeathed 
To  beings  else  forlorn  and  blind ! 
Up  !  up !  and  drink  the  spirit  breathed 
From  dead  men  to  their  kind. 

"  You  look  round  on  your  mother  earth. 
As  if  she  for  no  purpose  bore  you ; 
As  if  you  were  her  first-bom  birth. 
And  none  had  lived  before  you  ! " 

One  morning  thus,  by  Esthwaite  lake. 
When  life  was  sweet,  I  knew  not  why. 
To  me  my  good  friend  Matthew  spake, 
And  thus  I  made  reply : 

"  The  eye,  it  cannot  choose  but  see ; 
We  cannot  bid  the  ear  be  still ; 
Our  bodies  feel,  where'er  they  be. 
Against  or  with  our  will. 
421 
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"  Nor  less  I  deem  that  there  are  powers 
Which  of  themselves  our  minds  impress ; 
That  we  can  feed  this  mind  of  ours 
In  a  wise  passiveness. 

"  Think  you,  'mid  all  this  mighty  sum 
Of  things  for  ever  speaking, 
That  nothing  of  itself  will  come, 
But  we  must  still  be  seeking  ? 

•*  Then  ask  not  wherefore,  here,  alone, 

Conversing  as  I  may, 

I  sit  upon  this  old  grey  stone. 

And  dream  my  time  away." 


THE   TABLES  TURNED 

AN   EVENING    SCENE   ON   THE   SAME   SUBJECT 

Up  !  up  !  my  friend,  and  quit  your  books ; 
Or  surely  you'll  grow  double : 
Up  !  up  !  my  friend,  and  clear  your  looks ; 
Why  all  this  toil  and  trouble  ? 

The  sun,  above  the  mountain's  head, 

A  freshening  lustre  mellow 

Through  all  the  long  green  fields  has  spread, 

His  first  sweet  evening  yellow. 

Books  !  'tis  a  dull  and  endless  strife : 
Come,  hear  the  woodland  linnet. 
How  sweet  his  music  !  on  my  life, 
There's  more  of  wisdom  in  it. 

And  hark  !  how  blithe  the  throstle  sings  1 
He,  too,  is  no  mean  preacher: 
Come  forth  into  the  light  of  things. 
Let  Nature  be  your  teacher. 
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She  has  a  world  of  ready  wealth, 
Our  minds  and  hearts  to  bless, 
Spontaneous  wisdom  breathed  by  health, 
Truth  breathed  by  cheerfulness. 

One  impulse  from  a  vernal  wood 
May  teach  you  more  of  man, 
Of  moral  evil  and  of  good. 
Than  all  the  sages  can. 

Sweet  is  the  lore  which  Nature  brings  ; 
Our  meddling  intellect 
Mis-shapes  the  beauteous  forms  of  things : 
We  murder  to  dissect. 

Enough  of  science  and  of  art ; 
Close  up  those  barren  leaves ; 
Come  forth,  and  bring  with  you  a  heart 
That  watches  and  receives. 


LINES  WRITTEN   IN    EARLY  SPRING 

I  heard  a  thousand  blended  notes, 
While  in  a  grove  I  sate  reclined, 
In  that  sweet  mood  when  pleasant  thoughts 
Bring  sad  thoughts  to  the  mind. 

To  her  fair  works  did  Nature  link 
The  human  soul  that  through  me  ran ; 
And  much  it  grieved  my  heart  to  think 
What  man  has  made  of  man. 

Through  primrose  tufts,  in  that  green  bower. 
The  periwinkle  trailed  its  wreaths; 
And  'tis  my  faith  that  every  flower 
Enjoys  the  air  it  breathes. 
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The  birds  around  me  hopped  and  played 
Their  thoughts  I  cannot  measure : — 
But  the  least  motion  which  they  made, 
It  seemed  a  thrill  of  pleasure. 

The  budding  twigs  spread  out  their  fan, 
To  catch  the  breezy  air ; 
And  I  must  think,  do  all  I  can, 
That  there  was  pleasure  there. 

If  this  belief  from  heaven  be  sent, 
If  such  be  Nature's  holy  plan, 
Have  I  not  reason  to  lament 
What  man  has  made  of  man  ? 


TO   MY   SISTER 

It  is  the  first  mild  day  of  March  : 
Each  minute  sweeter  than  before, 
The  redbreast  sings  from  the  tall  larch 
That  stands  beside  our  door. 

There  is  a  blessing  in  the  air, 
Which  seems  a  sense  of  joy  to  yield 
To  the  bare  trees,  and  mountains  bare 
And  grass  in  the  green  field. 

My  sister !  ('tis  a  wish  of  mine) 
Now  that  our  morning  meal  is  done. 
Make  haste,  your  morning  task  resign  ; 
Come  forth  and  feel  the  sun. 

Edward  will  come  with  you ;  and,  pray. 
Put  on  with  speed  your  woodland  dress ; 
And  bring  no  book :  for  this  one  day 
We'll  give  to  idleness. 
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No  joyless  forms  shall  regulate 
Our  living  calendar : 
We  from  to-day,  my  friend,  will  date 
The  opening  of  the  year. 

Love,  now  a  universal  birth, 
From  heart  to  heart  is  stealing, 
From  earth  to  man,  from  man  to  earth : 
It  is  the  hour  of  feeling. 

One  moment  now  may  give  us  more 
Than  fifty  years  of  reason  : 
Our  minds  shall  drink  at  every  pore 
The  spirit  of  the  season. 

Some  silent  laws  our  heart  will  make. 
Which  they  shall  long  obey : 
We  for  the  year  to  come  may  take 
Our  temper  from  to-day. 

And  from  the  blessed  power  that  rolls 
About,  below,  above, 
We^ll  frame  the  measure  of  our  souls : 
They  shall  be  tuned  to  love. 

Then  come,  my  sister !  come,  I  pray. 
With  speed  put  on  your  woodland  dress ; 
And  bring  no  book  :  for  this  one  day 
Well  give  to  idleness. 


SIMON   LEE 

THE    OLD    HUNTSMAN 
With  an  incident  in  which  he  was  concerned. 

In  the  sweet  shire  of  Cardigan, 
Not  far  from  pleasant  Ivor-hall, 
An  old  man  dwells,  a  little  man, 
Tis  said  he  once  was  tall. 

p  2 
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Full  five-and-thirty  years  he  lived 
A  running  huntsman  merry ; 
And  still  the  centre  of  his  cheek 
Is  red  as  a  ripe  cherry. 

No  man  like  him  the  horn  could  sound, 

And  hill  and  valley  rang  with  glee 

When  Echo  bandied,  round  and  round, 

The  halloo  of  Simon  Lee. 

In  those  proud  days,  he  little  cared 

For  husbandry  or  tillage ; 

To  blither  tasks  did  Simon  rouse 

The  sleepfers  of  the  village. 

He  all  the  country  could  outrun, 

Could  leave  both  man  and  horse  behind ; 

And  often,  ere  the  chase  was  done, 

He  reeled,  and  was  stone-blind. 

And  still  there's  something  in  the  world 

At  which  his  heart  rejoices ; 

For  when  the  chiming  hounds  are  out, 

He  dearly  loves  their  voices  ! 

But,  oh  the  heavy  change  !  bereft 

Of  health,  strength,  friends,  and  kindred,  see 

Old  Simon  to  the  world  is  left 

In  liveried  poverty. 

His  master's  dead,  and  no  one  now 

Dwells  in  the  hall  of  Ivor ; 

Men,  dogs,  and  horses,  all  are  dead ; 

He  is  the  sole  survivor. 

And  he  is  lean  and  he  is  sick ; 
His  body,  dwindled  and  awry. 
Rests  upon  ankles  swoln  and  thick ; 
His  legs  are  thin  and  dry. 
One  prop  he  has,  and  only  one. 
His  wife,  an  aged  woman. 
Lives  with  him,  near  the  waterfall. 
Upon  the  village  Common. 
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Beside  their  moss-grown  hut  of  clay, 
Not  twenty  paces  from  the  door, 
A  scrap  of  land  they  have,  but  they 
Are  poorest  of  the  poor. 
This  scrap  of  land  he  from  the  heath 
Enclosed  when  he  was  stronger  ; 
But  what  avails  it  now  the  land 
Which  he  can  till  no  longer  ? 

Oft,  working  by  her  husband^s  side, 

Ruth  does  what  Simon  cannot  do ; 

For  she,  with  scanty  cause  for  pride. 

Is  stouter  of  the  two. 

And,  though  you  with  your  utmost  skill 

From  labour  could  not  wean  them, 

Tis  little,  very  little,  all 

That  they  can  do  between  them. 

Few  months  of  life  has  he  in  store 

As  he  to  you  will  tell. 

For  still,  the  more  he  works,  the  more 

Do  his  weak  ankles  swell. 

My  gentle  reader,  I  perceive 

How  patiently  youVe  waited, 

And  now  I  fear  that  you'll  expect 

Some  tale  will  be  related. 

O  reader !  had  you  in  your  mind 

Such  stores  as  silent  thought  can  bring, 

O  gentle  reader  !  you  would  find 

A  tale  in  every  thing. 

What  more  I  have  to  say  is  short, 

And  you  must  kindly  take  it : 

It  is  no  tale ;  but,  should  you  think, 

Perhaps  a  tale  you'll  make  it. 

One  summer-day  I  chanced  to  see 
This  old  man  doing  all  he  could 
To  unearth  the  root  of  an  old  tree, 
A  stump  of  rotten  wood. 
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The  mattock  tottered  in  his  hand ; 
So  vain  was  his  endeavour, 
That  at  the  root  of  the  old  tree 
He  might  have  worked  for  ever. 

"Your  overtasked,  good  Simon  Lee, 

Give  me  your  tool,"  to  him  I  said ; 

And  at  the  right  word  gladly  he 

Received  my  proffered  aid. 

I  struck,  and  with  a  single  blow 

The  tangled  root  I  severed. 

At  which  the  poor  old  man  so  long 

And  vainly  had  endeavoured. 

The  tears  into  his  eyes  were  brought, 
And  thanks  and  praises  seemed  to  run 
So  fast  out  of  his  heart,  I  thought 
They  never  would  have  done. 
I've  heard  of  hearts  unkind,  kind  deeds 
With  coldness  still  returning ; 
Alas  !  the  gratitude  of  men 
Hath  oftener  left  me  mourning. 


WRITTEN   IN   GERMANY 

ON  ONE  OF  THE  COLDEST  DAYS  OF  THE  CENTURY 

The  reader  must  be  apprised  that  the  Stoves  in  North  Germany 
generally  have  the  impression  of  a  galloping  horse  upon  them,  this 
being  part  of  the  Brunswick  Arms. 

A  PLAGUE  on  your  languages,  German  and  Norse ! 
Let  me  have  the  song  of  the  kettle ; 
And  the  tongs  and  the  poker,  instead  of  that  horse 
That  gallops  away  with  such  fury  and  force 
On  this  dreary  dull  plate  of  dark  metal. 
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See  that  fly,  a  disconsolate  creature  !  perhaps 
A  child  of  the  field  or  the  grove ; 
And,  sorrow  for  him  !  the  dull  treacherous  heat 
Has  seduced  the  poor  fool  from  his  winter  retreat. 
And  he  creeps  to  the  edge  of  my  stove. 

Alas !  how  he  fumbles  about  the  domains 
Which  this  comfortless  oven  environ ! 
He  cannot  find  out  in  what  track  he  must  crawl. 
Now  back  to  the  tiles,  then  in  search  of  the  wall. 
And  now  on  the  brink  of  the  iron. 

Stock-still  there  he  stands  like  a  traveller  bemazed  ; 

The  best  of  his  skill  he  has  tried ; 

His  feelers,  methinks,  I  can  see  him  put  forth 

To  the  east  and  the  west,  to  the  south  and  the  north, 

But  he  finds  neither  guide-post  nor  guide. 

His  spindles  sink  under  him,  foot,  leg,  and  thigh ! 
His  eyesight  and  hearing  are  lost ; 
Between  life  and  death  his  blood  freezes  and  thaws ; 
And  his  two  pretty  pinions  of  blue  dusky  gauze 
Are  glued  to  his  sides  by  the  frost. 

No  brother,  no  mate  has  he  near  him,  while  I 
Can  draw  warmth  from  the  cheek  of  my  love ; 
As  blest  and  as  glad,  in  this  desolate  gloom, 
As  if  green  summer  grass  were  the  floor  of  my  room. 
And  woodbines  were  hanging  above. 

Yet,  God  is  my  witness,  thou  small  helpless  thing ! 
Thy  life  I  would  gladly  sustain 

Till  summer  come  up  from  the  south,  and  with  crowds 
Of  thy  brethren  a  march  thou  shouldst  sound  through 

the  clouds, 
And  back  to  the  forests  again  ! 
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A   POET'S   EPITAPH 

Art  thou  a  statesman  in  the  van 
Of  public  conflicts  trained  and  bred  ? 
First  learn  to  love  one  living  man ; 
Then  mayst  thou  think  upon  the  dead 

A  lawyer  art  thou  ?  draw  not  nigh  ! 
Go,  carry  to  some  fitter  place 
The  keenness  of  that  practised  eye, 
The  hardness  of  that  sallow  face. 

Art  thou  a  man  of  purple  cheer  ?  | 

A  rosy  man,  right  plump  to  see  ?  ' 

Approach ;  yet,  doctor,  not  too  near, 
This  grave  no  cushion  is  for  thee.  , 

Or  art  thou  one  of  gallant  pride, 
A  soldier  and  no  man  of  chaff? 
Welcome  !  but  lay  thy  sword  aside. 
And  lean  upon  a  peasant's  staff! 

Physician  art  thou  ?  one,  all  eyes. 
Philosopher !  a  fingering  slave. 
One  that  would  peep  and  botanize 
Upon  his  mother's  grave  ? 

Wrapt  closely  in  thy  sensual  fleece, 
O  turn  aside,  and  take,  I  pray, 
That  he  below  may  rest  in  peace. 
Thy  ever-dwindling  soul,  away ! 

A  moralist  perchance  appears ; 
Led,  Heaven  knows  how  !  to  this  poor  sod : 
And  he  has  neither  eyes  nor  ears ; 
Himself  his  world,  and  his  own  God ; 
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One  to  whose  smooth-rubbed  soul  can  cling 
Nor  form,  nor  feeling,  great  or  small ; 
A  reasoning,  self-sufficient  thing, 
An  intellectual  all-in-all ! 

Shut  close  the  door ;  press  down  the  latch ; 
Sleep  in  thy  intellectual  crust ; 
Nor  lose  ten  ticklings  of  thy  watch 
Near  this  unprofitable  dust. 

But  who  is  he,  with  modest  looks, 
And  clad  in  homely  russet  brown  ? 
He  murmurs  near  the  running  brooks 
A  music  sweeter  than  their  own. 

He  is  retired  as  noontide  dew. 
Or  fountain  in  a  noon-day  grove ; 
And  you  must  love  him,  ere  to  you 
He  will  seem  worthy  of  your  love. 

The  outward  shows  of  sky  and  earth, 
Of  hill  and  valley,  he  has  viewed ; 
And  impulses  of  deeper  birth 
Have  come  to  him  in  solitude. 

In  common  things  that  round  us  lie 
Some  random  truths  he  can  impart, — 
The  harvest  of  a  quiet  eye 
That  broods  and  sleeps  on  his  own  heart. 

But  he  is  weak ;  both  man  and  boy, 
Hath  been  an  idler  in  the  land ; 
Contented  if  he  might  enjoy 
The  things  which  others  understand. 

Come  hither  in  thy  hour  of  strength ; 
Come,  weak  as  is  a  breaking  wave ! 
Here  stretch  thy  body  at  full  length ; 
Or  build  thy  house  upon  this  grave. 
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TO  THE   DAISY 

Bright  flower  !  whose  home  is  everywhere, 

Bold  in  maternal  Nature's  care, 

And  all  the  long  year  through  the  heir 

Of  joy  and  sorrow ; 
Methinks  that  there  abides  in  thee 
Some  concord  with  humanity, 
Given  to  no  other  flower  I  see 

The  forest  thorough ! 

Is  it  that  man  is  soon  deprest  ? 

A  thoughtless  thing !  who,  once  unblest, 

Does  little  on  his  memory  rest. 

Or  on  his  reason, 
And  thou  wouldst  teach  him  how  to  find 
A  shelter  under  every  wind, 
A  hope  for  times  that  are  unkind 

And  every  season  ? 

Thou  wander'st  the  wide  world  about. 
Unchecked  by  pride  or  scrupulous  doubt, 
With  friends  to  greet  thee,  or  without, 

Yet  pleased  and  willing ; 
Meek,  yielding  to  the  occasion's  call, 
And  all  things  suffering  from  all, 
Thy  function  apostolical 

In  peace  fulfilling. 


MATTHEW 

In  the  school  of is  a  tablet,  on  which  are  inscribed,  in 

gilt  letters,  the  names  of  the  several  persons  who  have  been  school- 
masters there  since  the  foundation  of  the  school,  with  the  time  at 
which  they  entered  upon  and  quitted  their  office.  Opposite  to  one 
of  those  names  the  author  wrote  the  following  lines. 

If  Nature,  for  a  favourite  child. 
In  thee  hath  tempered  so  her  clay, 
That  every  hour  thy  heart  runs  wild, 
Yet  never  once  doth  go  astray, 
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Read  o'er  these  lines ;  and  then  review 
This  tablet,  that  thus  humbly  rears 
In  such  diversity  of  hue 
Its  history  of  two  hundred  years. 

When  through  this  little  wreck  of  fame, 
Cipher  and  syllable  !  thine  eye 
Has  travelled  down  to  Matthew's  name, 
Pause  with  no  common  sympathy. 

And  if  a  sleeping  tear  should  wake. 
Then  be  it  neither  checked  nor  stayed : 
For  Matthew  a  request  I  make 
Which  for  himself  he  had  not  made. 

Poor  Matthew,  all  his  frolics  o'er, 
Is  silent  as  a  standing  pool ; 
Far  from  the  chimney's  merry  roar. 
And  murmur  of  the  village  school. 

The  sighs  which  Matthew  heaved  were  sighs 
Of  one  tired  out  with  fun  and  madness ; 
The  tears  which  came  to  Matthew's  eyes 
Were  tears  of  light,  the  dew  of  gladness. 

Yet  sometimes,  when  the  secret  cup 
Of  still  and  serious  thought  went  round. 
It  seemed  as  if  he  drank  it  up. 
He  felt  with  spirit  so  profound. 

Thou  soul  of  God's  best  earthly  mould  ! 
Thou  happy  soul !  and  can  it  be 
That  these  two  words  of  glittering  gold 
Are  all  that  must  remain  of  thee  ? 


THE  TWO  APRIL   MORNINGS 

We  walked  along,  while  bright  and  red 
Up  rose  the  morning  sun ; 
And  Matthew  stopped,  he  looked,  and  said, 
"  The  will  of  God  be  done ! " 
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A  village  schoolmaster  was  he, 
With  hair  of  glittering  grey ; 
As  blithe  a  man  as  you  could  see 
On  a  spring  holiday. 

And  on  that  morning,  through  the  grass, 
And  by  the  steaming  rills, 
We  travelled  merrily,  to  pass 
A  day  among  the  hills. 

"Our  work,"  said  I,  "was  well  begun. 
Then  from  thy  breast  what  thought, 
Beneath  so  beautiful  a  sun. 
So  sad  a  sigh  has  brought  ?  " 

A  second  time  did  Matthew  stop ; 
And  fixing  still  his  eye 
Upon  the  eastern  mountain-top. 
To  me  he  made  reply : 

"  Yon  cloud  with  that  long  purple  cleft 
Brings  fresh  into  my  mind 
A  day  like  this  which  I  have  left 
Full  thirty  years  behind. 

"  And  just  above  yon  slope  of  corn 
Such  colours,  and  no  other. 
Were  in  the  sky,  that  April  morn, 
Of  this  the  very  brother. 

"With  rod  and  line  I  sued  the  sport 
Which  that  sweet  season  gave, 
And,  to  the  churchyard  come,  stopped  short 
Beside  my  daughter's  grave. 

"  Nine  summers  had  she  scarcely  seen, 
The  pride  of  all  the  vale ; 
And  then  she  sang ;  she  would  have  been 
A  very  nightingale. 
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"  Six  feet  in  earth  my  Emma  lay ; 
And  yet  I  loved  her  more, 
For  so  it  seemed,  than  till  that  day 
I  e'er  had  loved  before. 

"  And,  turning  from  her  grave,  I  met, 
Beside  the  churchyard  yew, 
A  blooming  girl,  whose  hair  was  wet 
With  points  of  morning  dew. 

"  A  basket  on  her  head  she  bare ; 
Her  brow  was  smooth  and  white : 
To  see  a  child  so  very  fair. 
It  was  a  pure  delight ! 

"  No  fountain  from  its  rocky  cave 
E'er  tripped  with  foot  so  free ; 
She  seemed  as  happy  as  a  wave 
That  dances  on  the  sea. 

"  There  came  from  me  a  sigh  of  pain 
Which  I  could  ill  confine ; 
I  looked  at  her,  and  looked  again : 
And  did  not  wish  her  mine  ! " 

Matthew  is  in  his  grave,  yet  now, 
Methinks,  I  see  him  stand. 
As  at  that  moment,  with  a  bough 
Of  wilding  in  his  hand. 


THE  FOUNTAIN 

A  CONVERSATION 

We  talked  with  open  heart,  and  tongue 
Affectionate  and  true, 
A  pair  of  friends,  though  I  was  young. 
And  Matthew  seventy-two. 
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We  lay  beneath  a  spreading  oak, 
Beside  a  mossy  seat ; 
And  from  the  turf  a  fountain  broke, 
And  gurgled  at  our  feet. 

"  Now,  Matthew ! "  said  I,  "  let  us  match 
This  water's  pleasant  tune 
With  some  old  border-song,  or  catch 
That  suits  a  summer's  noon ; 

"  Or  of  the  church-clock  and  the  chimes 
Sing  here  beneath  the  shade, 
That  half-mad  thing  of  witty  rhymes 
Which  you  last  April  made  ! " 

In  silence  Matthew  lay,  and  eyed 
The  spring  beneath  the  tree ; 
And  thus  the  dear  old  man  replied, 
The  grey-haired  man  of  glee : 

"  No  check,  no  stay,  this  streamlet  fears ; 
How  merrily  it  goes  ! 
Twill  murmur  on  a  thousand  years. 
And  flow  as  now  it  flows. 

"  And  here,  on  this  delightful  day, 
I  cannot  choose  but  think 
How  oft,  a  vigorous  man,  I  lay 
Beside  this  fountain's  brink. 

"  My  eyes  are  dim  with  childish  tears. 
My  heart  is  idly  stirred. 
For  the  same  sound  is  in  my  ears 
Which  in  those  days  I  heard. 

"  Thus  fares  it  still  in  our  decay : 
And  yet  the  wiser  mind 
Mourns  less  for  what  age  takes  away 
Than  what  it  leaves  behind. 
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"  The  blackbird  amid  leafy  trees, 
The  lark  above  the  hill, 
Let  loose  their  carols  when  they  please, 
Are  quiet  when  they  will. 

"  With  Nature  never  do  they  wage 
A  foolish  strife ;  they  see 
A  happy  youth,  and  their  old  age 
Is  beautiful  and  free : 

**  But  we  are  pressed  by  heavy  laws ; 
And  often,  glad  no  more, 
We  wear  a  face  of  joy,  because 
We  have  been  glad  of  yore. 

"  If  there  be  one  who  need  bemoan 
His  kindred  laid  in  earth. 
The  household  hearts  that  were  his  own  \ 
It  is  the  man  of  mirth. 

"  My  days,  my  friend,  are  almost  gone. 
My  life  has  been  approved, 
And  many  love  me  !  but  by  none 
Am  I  enough  beloved." 

"  Now  both  himself  and  me  he  wrongs. 
The  man  who  thus  complains ! 
I  live  and  sing  my  idle  songs 
Upon  these  happy  plains ; 

"  And,  Matthew,  for  thy  children  dead 
I'll  be  a  son  to  thee ! " 
At  this  he  grasped  my  hand,  and  said, 
"Alas  !  that  cannot  be." 


We  rose  up  from  the  fountain-side ; 
And  down  the  smooth  descent 
Of  the  green  sheep-track  did  we  glide  \ 
And  through  the  wood  we  went ; 
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And,  ere  we  came  to  Leonard's  rock, 
He  sang  those  witty  rhymes 
About  the  crazy  old  church-clock, 
And  the  bewildered  chimes. 


PERSONAL  TALK 

I  AM  not  one  who  much  or  oft  delight 
To  season  my  fireside  with  personal  talk. 
Of  friends,  who  live  within  an  easy  walk, 
Or  neighbours,  daily,  weekly,  in  my  sight : 
And,  for  my  chance-acquaintance,  ladies  bright, 
Sons,  mothers,  maidens  withering  on  the  stalk. 
These  all  wear  out  of  me,  like  forms  with  chalk 
Painted  on  rich  men's  floors,  for  one  feast-night 
Better  than  such  discourse  doth  silence  long. 
Long,  barren  silence,  square  with  my  desire ; 
To  sit  without  emotion,  hope,  or  aim, 
By  my  half-kitchen,  my  half-parlour  fire, 
And  listen  to  the  flapping  of  the  flame. 
Or  kettle  whispering  its  faint  undersong. 

"Yet  life,"  you  say,  "is  life ;  we  have  seen  and  see, 

And  with  a  living  pleasure  we  describe ; 

And  fits  of  sprightly  malice  do  but  bribe 

The  languid  mind  into  activity. 

Sound  sense,  and  love  itself,  and  mirth  and  glee       j 

Are  fostered  by  the  comment  and  the  gibe." 

Even  be  it  so  :  yet  still  among  your  tribe, 

Our  daily  world's  true  worldlings,  rank  not  me !         | 

Children  are  blest,  and  powerful ;  their  world  lies 

More  justly  balanced ;  partly  at  their  feet. 

And  part  far  from  them :  sweetest  melodies 

Are  those  that  are  by  distance  made  more  sweet; 

Whose  mind  is  but  the  mind  of  his  own  eyes. 

He  is  a  slave ;  the  meanest  we  can  meet ! 
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Wings  have  we,  and  as  far  as  we  can  go 
We  may  find  pleasure :  wilderness  and  wood, 
Blank  ocean  and  mere  sky,  support  that  mood 
Which  with  the  lofty  sanctifies  the  low. 
Dreams,  books,  are  each  a  world;  and  books,  we 

know, 
Are  a  substantial  world,  both  pure  and  good : 
Round   these,  with   tendrils   strong  as  flesh   and 

blood, 
Our  pastime  and  our  happiness  will  grow. 
There  find  I  personal  themes,  a  plenteous  store, 
Matter  wherein  right  voluble  I  am, 
To  which  I  listen  with  a  ready  ear ; 
Two  shall  be  named,  pre-eminently  dear, — 
The  gentle  lady  married  to  the  Moor ; 
And  heavenly  Una  with  her  milk-white  lamb. 

Nor  can  I  not  believe  but  that  hereby 
Great  gains  are  mine ;  for  thus  I  live  remote 
From  evil-speaking ;  rancour,  never  sought. 
Comes  to  me  not ;  malignant  truth,  or  lie. 
Hence  have  I  genial  seasons,  hence  have  I 
Smooth   passions,    smooth   discourse,    and  joyous 

thought : 
And  thus  from  day  to  day  my  little  boat 
Rocks  in  its  harbour,  lodging  peaceably. 
Blessings  be  with  them  and  eternal  praise. 
Who  gave  us  nobler  loves  and  nobler  cares. 
The  Poets,  who  on  earth  have  made  us  heirs 
Of  truth  and  pure  delight  by  heavenly  lays  ! 
Oh  !  might  my  name  be  numbered  among  theirs. 
Then  gladly  would  I  end  my  mortal  days. 


ILLUSTRATED  BOOKS  AND  NEWSPAPERS 

Discourse  was  deemed  man's  noblest  attribute. 
And  written  words  the  glory  of  his  hand ; 
Then  followed  printing  with  enlarged  command 
For  thought,  dominion  vast  and  absolute 
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For  spreading  truth,  and  making  love  expand. 
Now  prose  and  verse  sunk  into  disrepute 
Must  lacquey  a  dumb  art  that  best  can  suit 
The  taste  of  this  once-intellectual  land. 
A  backward  movement  surely  have  we  here, 
From  manhood,  back  to  childhood ;  for  the  age- 
Back  towards  cavemed  life's  first  rude  career. 
Avaunt  this  vile  abuse  of  pictured  page  ! 
Must  eyes  be  all  in  all,  the  tongue  and  ear 
Nothing  ?  Heaven  keep  us  from  a  lower  stage ! 


FIDELITY 

A  BARKING  sound  the  shepherd  hears, 
A  cry  as  of  a  dog  or  fox ; 
He  halts — and  searches  with  his  eyes 
Among  the  scattered  rocks : 
And  now  at  distance  can  discern 
A  stirring  in  a  brake  of  fern ; 
And  instantly  a  dog  is  seen, 
Glancing  through  that  covert  green. 

The  dog  is  not  of  mountain  breed ; 

Its  motions,  too,  are  wild  and  shy ; 

With  something,  as  the  shepherd  thinks, 

Unusual  in  its  cry : 

Nor  is  there  any  one  in  sight 

All  round,  in  hollow  or  on  height ; 

Nor  shout,  nor  whistle  strikes  his  ear ; 

What  is  the  creature  doing  here  ? 

It  was  a  cove,  a  huge  recess. 

That  keeps  till  June  December's  snow ; 

A  lofty  precipice  in  front, 

A  silent  tarn  ^  below  ! 

^  Tarn  is  a  stnall  mere  or  lake,  mostly  high  up  in  the  mountains. 
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Far  in  the  bosom  of  Helvellyn, 
Remote  from  public  road  or  dwelling, 
Pathway,  or  cultivated  land ; 
From  trace  of  human  foot  or  hand. 

There  sometimes  doth  a  leaping  fish 
Send  through  the  tarn  a  lonely  cheer ; 
The  crags  repeat  the  raven^s  croak, 
In  symphony  austere ; 
Thither  the  rainbow  comes,  the  cloud, 
And  mists  that  spread  the  flying  shroud ; 
And  sunbeams ;  and  the  sounding  blast, 
That,  if  it  could,  would  hurry  past ; 
But  that  enormous  barrier  holds  it  fast. 

Not  free  from  boding  thoughts,  a  while 
The  shepherd  stood ;  then  makes  his  way 
O'er  rocks  and  stones,  following  the  dog 
As  quickly  as  he  may ; 
Nor  far  had  gone  before  he  found 
A  human  skeleton  on  the  ground ; 
The  appalled  discoverer  with  a  sigh 
Looks  round,  to  learn  the  history. 

From  those  abrupt  and  perilous  rocks 

The  man  had  fallen,  that  place  of  fear ! 

At  length  upon  the  shepherd's  mind 

It  breaks,  and  all  is  clear : 

He  instantly  recalled  the  name, 

And  who  he  was,  and  whence  he  came  -, 

Remembered,  too,  the  very  day 

On  which  the  traveller  passed  this  way. 

But  hear  a  wonder,  for  whose  sake 

This  lamentable  tale  I  tell ! 

A  lasting  monument  of  words 

This  wonder  merits  well. 

The  dog,  which  still  was  hovering  nigh, 

Repeating  the  same  timid  cry, 

This  dog,  had  been  through  three  months'  space 

A  dweller  in  that  savage  place. 


/Wordsworth's  poems 


/Of  was  plain  that,  since  the  day 
/lis  ill-fated  traveller,  died, 
/>g  had  watched  about  the  spot, 
/  his  master^s  side : 
^  nourished  here  through  such  long  time 
xe  knows,  who  gave  that  love  sublime ; 
And  gave  that  strength  of  feeling,  great 
Above  all  human  estimate ! 


ODE  TO  DUTY 

•  Jam  non  consilio  bonus,  sed  more  e6  perductus,  ut  non  tantum 
rect^  facere  possim,  sed  nisi  rect^  facere  non  possim." 

S^ERg  daughter  pf  the  v^ce.qf  God ! 

O  Duty/ if  that  nan^  thoju/loye 

Who  ixi  £  light  to  guide,  la  rod/ 

To  check  the  erring,  andreprOve; 

Thou,  who  art  victory  afid  law 

When  empty  terrors  overawe ; 

From  vain  temptations  dost  set  free ; 

And  calm'st  the  weary  strife  of  frail  humanity ! 

There  are  who  ask  not  if  thine  eye 
Be  on  them ;  who,  in  love  and  truth, 
Where  no  misgiving  is,  rely 
Upon  the  genial  sense  of  youth : 
Glad  hearts  !  without  reproach  or  blot ; 
Who  do  thy  work,  and  know  it  not : 
Oh  !  if  through  confidence  misplaced 
They  fail,  thy  saving  arms,  dread  Power!  around 
them  cast. 

Serene  will  be  our  days  and  bright, 
And  happy  will  our  nature  be, 
When  love  is  an  unerring  light, 
And  joy  its  own  security. 


POEMS  OF  SENTIMENT  AND  REFLECTION  443 

And  they  a  blissful  course  may  hold 

Even  now,  who,  not  unwisely  bold, 

Live  in  the  spirit  of  this  creed ; 

Yet  seek  thy  firm  support,  according  to  their  need. 

I,  loving  freedom,  and  untried ; 

No  sport  of  every  random  gust, 

Yet  being  to  myself  a  guide, 

Too  blindly  have  reposed  my  trust : 

And  oft,  when  in  my  heart  was  heard 

Thy  timely  mandate,  I  deferred 

The  task,  in  smoother  walks  to  stray ; 

But  thee  I  now  would  serve  more  strictly,  if  I  may. 

Through  no  disturbance  of  my  soul. 

Or  strong  compunction  in  mt  wrought, 

I  supplicate  for  thy  control ; 

But  in  the  quietness  of  thought : 

Me  this  unchartered  freedom  tires ; 

I  feel  the  weight  of  chance-desires : 

My  hopes  no  more  must  change  their  name, 

I  long  for  a  repose  that  ever  is  the  same. . 

Yet  not  the  less  would  I  throughout 
Still  act  according  to  the  voice 
Of  my  own  wish ;  and  feel  past  doubt 
That  my  submissiveness  was  choice : 
Not  seeking  in  the  school  of  pride 
For  "precepts  over  dignified," 
Denial  and  restraint  I  prize 

No  farther  than   they  breed  a  second  will  more 
wise. 

Stern  lawgiver  !  yet  thou  dost  wear 
The  Godhead's  most  benignant  grace ; 
Nor  know  we  anything  so  fair 
As  is  the  smile  upon  thy  face : 
Flowers  laugh  before  thee  on  their  beds 
And  fragrance  in  thy  footing  treads ; 
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Thou  dost  preserve  the  stars  from  wrong ; 
And  the  most  ancient  heavens,  through  thee,  are 
fresh  and  strong. 

To  humbler  functions,  awful  Power  ! 

I  call  thee  :  I  myself  commend 

Unto  thy  guidance  from  this  hour ; 

Oh,  let  my  weakness  have  an  end ! 

Give  unto  me,  made  lowly  wise, 

The  spirit  of  self-sacrifice ; 

The  confidence  of  reason  give  ; 

And  in  the  light  of  truth  thy  bondman  let  me  live ! 


CHARACTER  OF  THE  HAPPY  WARRIOR 

Who  is  the  happy  warrior  ?     Who  is  he 
That  every  man  in  arms  should  wish  to  be  ? 
It  is  the  generous  Spirit,  who,  when  brought 
Among  the  tasks  of  real  life,  have  wrought 
Upon  the  plan  that  pleased  his  boyish  thought : 
Whose  high  endeavours  are  an  inward  light 
That  makes  the  path  before  him  always  bright : 
Who,  with  a  natural  instinct  to  discern 
What  knowledge  can  perform,  is  diligent  to  learn ; 
Abides  by  this  resolve,  and  stops  not  there. 
But  makes  his  moral  being  his  prime  care ; 
Who,  doomed  to  go  in  company  with  pain, 
And  fear,  and  bloodshed,  miserable  train  ! 
Turns  his  necessity  to  glorious  gain ; 
In  face  of  these  doth  exercise  a  power 
Which  is  our  human  nature's  highest  dower ; 
Controls  them  and  subdues,  transmutes,  bereaves 
Of  their  bad  influence,  and  their  good  receives : 
By  objects,  which  might  force  the  soul  to  abate 
Her  feeling,  rendered  more  compassionate ; 
Is  placable,  because  occasions  rise 
So  often  that  demand  such  sacrifice ; 
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More  skilful  in  self-knowledge,  even  more  pure, 

As  tempted  more ;  more  able  to  endure, 

As  more  exposed  to  suffering  and  distress ; 

Thence,  also,  more  alive  to  tenderness, 

Tis  he  whose  law  is  reason,  who  depends 

Upon  that  law  as  on  the  best  of  friends ; 

Whence,  in  a  state  where  men  are  tempted  still 

To  evil  ifor  a  guard  against  worse  ill, 

And  what  in  quality  or  act  is  best 

Doth  seldom  on  a  right  foundation  rest, 

He  labours  good  on  good  to  fix,  and  owes. 

To  virtue  every  triumph  that  he  knows 

Who,  if  he  rise  to  station  of  command. 

Rises  by  open  means ;  and  there  will  stand 

On  honourable  terms,  or  else  retire. 

And  in  himself  possess  his  own  desire ; 

Who  comprehends  his  trust,  and  to  the  same 

Keeps  faithful  with  a  singleness  of  aim  ; 

And  therefore  does  not  stoop,  nor  lie  in  wait 

For  wealth,  or  honours,  or  for  worldly  state ; 

Whom  they  must  follow ;  on  whose  head  must  fall. 

Like  showers  of  manna,  if  they  come  at  all '. 

Whose  powers  shed  round  him  in  the  common  strife. 

Or  mild  concerns  of  ordinary  life, 

A  constant  influence,  a  peculiar  grace  ; 

But  who,  if  he  be  called  upon  to  face 

Some  awful  moment  to  which  Heaven  has  joined 

Great  issues,  good  or  bad  for  human  kind, 

Is  happy  as  a  lover ;  and  attired 

With  sudden  brightness,  like  a  man  inspired ; 

And,  through  the  heat  of  conflict,  keeps  the  law 

In  calmness  made,  and  sees  what  he  foresaw ; 

Or  if  an  unexpected  call  succeed. 

Come  when  it  will,  is  equal  to  the  need : 

He  who,  though  thus  endued  as  with  a  sense 

And  faculty  for  storm  and  turbulence. 

Is  yet  a  soul  whose  master-bias  leans 

To  homefelt  pleasures  and  to  gentle  scenes ; 

Sweet  images  !  which,  wheresoe'er  he  be, 

Are  at  his  heart ;  and  such  fidelity 
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It  is  his  darling  passion  to  approve ; 

More  brave  for  this,  that  he  hath  much  to  love  :— 

Tis,  finally,  the  man,  who,  lifted  high. 

Conspicuous  object  in  a  nation^s  eye, 

Or  left  unthought-of  in  obscurity. 

Who,  with  a  toward  or  untoward  lot. 

Prosperous  or  adverse,  to  his  wish  or  not — 

Plays,  in  the  many  games  of  life,  that  one 

Where  what  he  most  doth  value  must  be  won ; 

Whom  neither  shape  of  danger  can  dismay, 

Nor  thought  of  tender  happiness  betray ; 

Who,  not  content  that  former  worth  stand  fast, 

Looks  forward,  persevering  to  the  last. 

From  well  to  better,  daily  self-surpast : 

Who,  whether  praise  of  him  must  walk  the  earth 

For  ever,  and  to  noble  deeds  give  birth, 

Or  he  must  fall,  to  sleep  without  his  fame, 

And  leave  a  dead  unprofitable  name 

Finds  comfort  in  himself  and  in  his  cause ; 

And,  while  the  mortal  mist  is  gathering,  draws 

His  breath  in  confidence  of  Heaven's  applause : 

This  is  the  happy  warrior ;  this  is  he 

That  every  man  in  arms  should  wish  to  be. 


THE  FORCE  OF  PRAYER  ;i 

OR,    THE   FOUNDING   OF   BOLTON    PRIORY 
A   TRADITION 

"  WL^Kt  10  go0ti  for  a  bootlesg  imt  ? '' 

With  these  dark  words  begins  my  tale ; 

And  their  meaning  is,  whence  can  comfort  spring 

When  prayer  is  of  no  avail  ? 

*'  ffiKj^at  fe  g00ti  far  a  bootltm  bene?  *' 
The  falconer  to  the  lady  said ; 
And  she  made  answer  "  endless  sorrow  !  " 
For  she  knew  that  her  son  was  dead. 

1  See  "The  White  Doe  of  Rylstone." 
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She  knew  it  by  the  falconer^s  words, 
And  from  the  look  of  the  falconer's  eye  ; 
And  from  the  love  which  was  in  her  soul 
For  her  youthful  Romilly. 

Young  Romilly  through  Barden  woods 
Is  ranging  high  and  low ; 
And  holds  a  greyhound  in  a  leash, 
To  let  slip  upon  buck  or  doe. 

The  pair  have  reached  that  fearful  chasm, 

How  tempting  to  bestride  ! 

For  lordly  Wharf  is  there  pent  in 

With  rocks  on  either  side. 

The  striding-place  is  called  The  Strid, 
A  name  which  it  took  of  yore : 
A  thousand  years  hath  it  borne  that  name, 
And  shall  a  thousand  more. 

And  hither  is  young  Romilly  come, 
And  what  may  now  forbid 
That  he,  perhaps  for  the  hundredth  time, 
Shall  bound  across  The  Strid  ? 

He  sprang  in  glee,  for  what  cared  he 

That  the  river  was  strong,  and  the  rocks  were  steep  ? — 

But  the  greyhound  in  the  leash  hung  back. 

And  checked  him  in  his  leap. 

The  boy  is  in  the  arms  of  Wharf, 
And  strangled  by  a  merciless  force ; 
For  never  more  was  young  Romilly  seen 
Till  he  rose  a  lifeless  corse. 

Now  there  is  stillness  in  the  vale. 
And  long,  unspeaking,  sorrow  : 
Wharf  shall  be  to  pitying  hearts 
A  name  more  sad  than  Yarrow. 
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If  for  a  lover  the  lady  wept, 

A  solace  she  might  borrow 

From  death,  and  from  the  passion  of  death : 

Old  Wharf  might  heal  her  sorrow. 

She  weeps  not  for  the  wedding-day 
Which  was  to  be  to-morrow : 
Her  hope  was  a  further-looking  hope, 
And  hers  is  a  mother's  sorrow. 


He  was  a  tree  that  stood  alone, 
And  proudly  did  its  branches  wave  • 
And  the  root  of  this  delightful  tree 
Was  in  her  husband's  grave ! 

Long,  long  in  darkness  did  she  sit, 
And  her  first  words  were,  "  Let  there  be 
In  Bolton,  on  the  field  of  Wharf, 
A  stately  priory  ! " 

The  stately  priory  was  reared ; 
And  Wharf,  as  he  moved  along. 
To  matins  joined  a  mournful  voice. 
Nor  failed  at  even-song. 

And  the  lady  prayed  in  heaviness 
That  looked  not  for  relief ! 
But  slowly  did  her  succour  come, 
And  a  patience  to  her  grief. 

Oh  !  there  is  never  sorrow  of  heart 
That  shall  lack  a  timely  end, 
If  but  to  God  we  turn,  and  ask 
Of  Him  to  be  our  friend ! 
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ODE  TO  LYCORIS 

MAY,    181  7 

An  age  hath  been  when  earth  was  proud 

Of  lustre  too  intense 

To  be  sustained ;  and  mortals  bowed 

The  front  in  self-defence. 

Who  then^  if  Dian's  crescent  gleamed, 

Or  Cupid's  sparkling  arrow  streamed 

While  on  the  wing  the  urchin  played, 

Could  fearlessly  approach  the  shade  ? 

Enough  for  one  soft  vernal  day, 

If  I,  a  bard  of  ebbing  time, 

And  nurtured  in  a  fickle  clime. 

May  haunt  this  homed  bay ; 

Whose  amorous  water  multiplies 

The  flitting  halcyon's  vivid  dyes ; 

And  smooths  her  liquid  breast — to  show 

These  swan-like  specks  of  mountain  snow, 

White  as  the  pair  that  slid  along  the  plains 

Of  heaven,  when  Venus  held  the  reins  1 

In  youth  we  love  the  darksome  lawn 

Brushed  by  the  owlet's  wing ; 

Then,  twilight  i^  preferred  to  dawn, 

And  autumn  to  the  spring. 

Sad  fancies  do  we  then  affect. 

In  luxury  of  disrespect 

To  our  own  prodigal-  excess 

Of  too  familar  happiness. 

Lycoris  (if  such  name  befit 

Thee,  thee  my  life's  celestial  sign  !) 

When  Nature  marks  the  year's  decline, 

Be  ours  to  welcome  it ; 

Pleased  with  the  harvest  hope  that  runs 

Before  the  path  of  milder  suns ; 
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Pleased  while  the  sylvan  world  displays 

Its  ripeness  to  the  feeding  gaze ; 

Pleased  when  the  sullen  winds  resound  the  knell 

Of  the  resplendent  miracle. 

But  something  whispers  to  my  heart 

That,  as  we  downward  tend, 

Lycoris  !  life  requires  an  art 

To  which  our  souls  must  bend ; 

A  skill,  to  balance  and  supply ; 

And,  ere  the  flowing  fount  be  dry, 

As  soon  it  must,  a  sense  to  sip. 

Or  drink,  with  no  fastidious  lip. 

Frank  greeting  then  to  that  blithe  guest 

Whose  smiles,  diffused  o'er  land  and  sea. 

Seem  to  recall  the  Deity 

Of  youth  into  the  breast : 

May  pensive  autumn  ne'er  present 

A  claim  to  her  disparagement ! 

While  blossoms  and  the  budding  spray 

Inspire  us  in  our  own  decay ; 

Still,  as  we  nearer  draw  to  life's  dark  goal, 

Be  hopeful  spring  the  favourite  of  the  soul ! 


SEPTEMBER,  1819 

The  sylvan  slopes  with  corn-clad  fields 
Are  hung,  as  if  with  golden  shields, 
Bright  trophies  of  the  sun  ! 
Like  a  fair  sister  of  the  sky, 
Unruffled  doth  the  blue  lake  lie, 
The  mountains  looking  on. 

And,  sooth  to  say,  yon  vocal  grove. 
Albeit  uninspired  by  love. 
By  love  untaught  to  ring. 
May  well  afford  to  mortal  ear 
An  impulse  more  profoundly  dear 
Than  music  of  the  spring. 


POEMS  OF  SENTIMENT  AND  REFLECTION   45  I 

For  that  from  turbulence  and  heat 
Proceeds,  from  some  uneasy  seat 
In  nature's  struggling  frame, 
Some  region  of  impatient  life : 
And  jealousy,  and  quivering  strife. 
Therein  a  portion  claim. 

This,  this  is  holy ;  while  I  hear 
These  vespers  of  another  year, 
This  hymn  of  thanks  and  praise. 
My  spirit  seems  to  mount  above 
The  anxieties  of  human  love. 
And  earth's  precarious  days. 

But  list !  though  winter  storms  be  nigh, 
Unchecked  is  that  soft  harmony : 
There  lives  who  can  provide 
For  all  his  creatures ;  and  in  him. 
Even  like  the  radiant  Seraphim, 
These  choristers  confide. 


UPON  THE  SAME  OCCASION 

Departing  summer  hath  assumed 
An  aspect  tenderly  illumed, 
The  gentlest  look  of  spring ; 
That  calls  from  yonder  le^y  shade 
Unfaded,  yet  prepared  to  fade, 
A  timely  carolling. 

No  faint  and  hesitating  thrill, 
Such  tribute  as  to  winter  chill 
The  lonely  redbreast  pays  ! 
Clear,,  loud,  and  lively  is  the  din, 
From  social  warblers  gathering  in 
Their  harvest  of  sweet  lays. 

Nor  doth  the  example  fail  to  cheer 
Me,  conscious  that  my  leaf  is  sere. 
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And  yellow  on  the  bough  : — 
Fall,  rosy  garlands,  from  my  head ! 
Ye  myrtle  wreaths,  your  fragrance  shed 
Around  a  younger  brow  ! 

Yet  will  I  temperately  rejoice ; 

Wide  is  the  range,  and  free  the  choice 

Of  undiscordant  themes ; 

Which,  haply,  kindred  souls  may  prize 

Not  less  than  vernal  ecstasies. 

And  passion^s  feverish  dreams. 

For  deathless  powers  to  verse  belong. 
And  they  like  Demi-gods  are  strong 
On  whom  the  muses  smile ; 
But  some  their  function  have  disclaimed. 
Best  pleased  with  what  is  aptliest  framed 
To  enervate  and  defile. 

Not  such  the  initiatory  strains 

Committed  to  the  silent  plains 

In  Britain^s  earliest  dawn : 

Trembled  the  groves,  the  stars  grew  pale. 

While  all-too-daringly  the  veil 

Of  nature  was  withdrawn  ! 

Nor  such  the  spirit-stirring  note 
When  the  live  chords  Alcaeus  smote, 
Inflamed  by  sense  of  wrong ; 
Woe  !  woe  to  tyrants  !  from  the  lyre 
Broke  threateningly,  in  sparkles  dire 
Of  fierce  vindictive  song. 

And  not  unhallowed  was  the  page 
By  winged  love  inscribed,  to  assuage 
The  pangs  of  vain  pursuit ; 
Love  listening  while  the  Lesbian  maid 
With  finest  touch  of  passion  swayed 
Her  own  ^olian  lute. 
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O  ye,  who  patiently  explore 
The  wreck  of  Herculanean  lore, 
What  rapture  !  could  ye  seize 
Some  Theban  fragment,  or  unroll 
One  precious,  tender-hearted,  scroll 
Of  pure  Simonides. 

That  were,  indeed,  a  genuine  birth 
Of  poesy ;  a  bursting  forth 
Of  genius  from  the  dust : 
What  Horace  gloried  to  behold, 
What  Maro  loved,  shall  we  enfold  ? 
Can  haughty  time  be  just ! 


MEMORY 

A  PEN,  to  register ;  a  key. 
That  winds  through  secret  wards ; 
Are  well  assigned  to  Memory 
By  allegoric  Bards. 

As  aptly,  also,  might  be  given 

A  pencil  to  her  hand  ; 

That,  softening  objects,  sometimes  even 

Outstrips  the  heart's  demand ; 

That  smoothes  foregone  distress,  the  lines 
Of  lingering  care  subdues, 
Long- vanished  happiness  refines. 
And  clothes  in  brighter  hues ; 

Yet,  like  a  tool  of  fancy,  works 
Those  spectres  to  dilate 
That  startle  conscience,  as  she  lurks 
Within  her  lonely  seat 
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O !  that  our  lives,  which  flee  so  fast, 
In  purity  were  such, 
That  not  an  image  of  the  past 
Should  fear  that  pencil's  touch  ! 

I 
Retirement  then  might  hourly  look 
Upon  a  soothing  scene. 
Age  steal  to  his  allotted  nook 
Contented  and  serene ; 

With  heart  as  calm  as  lakes  that  sleep, 
In  frosty  moonlight  glistening ; 
Or  mountain  rivers,  where  they  creep 
Along  a  channel  smooth  and  deep. 
To  their  own  far-off  murmurs  listening. 


"THE  UNREMITTING  VOICE  OF  NIGHTLY 
STREAMS  " 

The  unremitting  voice  of  nightly  streams 
That  wastes  so  oft,  we  think,  its  tuneful  powers, 
If  neither  soothing  to  the  worm  that  gleams 
Through   dewy  grass,    nor    small    birds    hushed  in 

bowers, 
Nor  unto  silent  leaves  and  drowsy  flowers. 
That  voice  of  unpretending  harmony 
(For  who  what  is  shall  measure  by  what  seems 
To  be,  or  not  to  be. 
Or  tax  high  Heaven  with  prodigality  ?) 
Wants  not  a  healing  influence  that  can  creep 
Into  the  human  breast,  and  mix  with  sleep 
To  regulate  the  motion  of  our  dreams 
For  kindly  issues,  as  through  every  clime 
Was  felt  near  murmuring  brooks  in  earliest  time ; 
As,  at  this  day,  the  rudest  swains  who  dwell 
Where  torrents  roar,  or  hear  the  tinkling  knell 
Of  water-breaks,  with  grateful  heart  could  tell. 
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THOUGHTS  ON  THE  SEASONS 

Flattered  with  promise  of  escape 

From  every  hurtful  blast, 
Spring  takes,  O  sprightly  May !  thy  shape, 

Her  loveliest  and  her  last. 

Less  fair  is  summer  riding  high 

In  fierce  solstitial  power, 
Less  fair  than  when  a  lenient  sky 

Brings  on  her  parting  hour 

When  earth  repays  with  golden  sheaves 

The  labours  of  the  plough, 
And  ripening  fruits  and  forest  leaves 

All  brighten  on  the  bough ; 

What  pensive  beauty  autumn  shows, 

Before  she  hears  the  sound 
Of  winter  rushing  in,  to  close 

The  emblematic  round ! 

Such  be  our  spring,  our  summer  such ; 

So  may  our  autumn  blend 
With  hoary  winter,  and  life  touch. 

Through  heaven-born  hope,  her  end  ! 


^IF  THIS  GREAT  WORLD  OF  JOY 
AND  PAIN" 

If  this  great  world  of  joy  and  pain 

Revolve  in  one  sure  track ; 
If  freedom,  set,  will  rise  again. 

And  virtue,  flown,  come  back ; 
Woe  to  the  purblind  crew  who  fill 

The  heart  with  each  day's  care ; 
Nor  gain,  from  past  or  future,  skill 

To  bear,  and  to  forbear ! 
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THE  LABOURER'S  NOON-DAY  HYMN 

Up  to  the  throne  of  God  is  borne 
The  voice  of  praise  at  early  morn, 
And  he  accepts  the  punctual  hymn 
Sung  as  the  light  of  day  grows  'dim  : 

Nor  will  he  turn  his  ear  aside 
From  holy  offerings  at  noontide. 
Then  here  reposing  let  us  raise 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise. 

What  though  our  burthen  be  not  light 
We  need  not  toil  from  morn  till  night ; 
The  respite  of  the  mid-day  hour 
Is  in  the  thankful  creature's  power. 

Blest  are  the  moments,  doubly  blest, 
That,  drawn  from  this  one  hour  of  rest,  * 
Are  with  a  ready  heart  bestowed 
Upon  the  service  of  our  God  ! 

Each  field  is  then  a  hallowed  spot, 
An  altar  is  in  each  man's  cot, 
A  church  in  every  grove  that  spreads 
Its  living  roof  above  our  heads. 

Look  up  to  Heaven  !  the  industrious  sun 
Already  half  his  race  hath  run ; 
He  cannot  halt  nor  go  astray, 
But  our  immortal  spirits  may. 

Lord  !  since  his  rising  in  the  east. 
If  we  have  faltered  or  transgressed, 
Guide,  from  thy  love's  abundant  source, 
What  yet  remains  of  this  day's  course : 

Help  with  thy  grace,  through  life's  short  day. 
Our  upward  and  our  downward  way ; 
And  glorify  for  us  the  west. 
When  we  shall  sink,  to  final  rest. 
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TO  MAY 

Though  many  suns  have  risen  and  set 

Since  thou,  blithe  May,  wert  born, 
And  Bards,  who  hailed  thee,  may  forget 

Thy  gifts,  thy  beauty  scorn ; 
There  are  who  to  a  birthday  strain 

Confine  not  harp  and  voice, 
But  evermore  throughout  thy  reign 

Are  grateful  and  rejoice  ! 

Delicious  odours  !  music  sweet, 

Too  sweet  to  pass  away  ! 
Oh  for  a  deathless  song  to  meet 

The  souFs  desire,  a  lay 
That,  when  a  thousand  years  are  told. 

Should  praise  thee,  genial  Power  ! 
Through  summer  heat,  autumnal  cold, 

And  winter's  dreariest  hour. 

Earth,  sea,  thy  presence  feel,  nor  less, 

If  yon  ethereal  blue 
With  its  soft  smile  the  truth  express, 

The  heavens  have  felt  it  too. 
The  inmost  heart  of  man  if  glad 

Partakes  a  livelier  cheer ; 
And  eyes  that  cannot  but  be  sad 

Let  fall  a  brightened  tear. 

Since  thy  return,  through  days  and  weeks 

Of  hope  that  grew  by  stealth. 
How  many  wan  and  faded  cheeks 

Have  kindled  into  health  ! 
The  old,  by  thee  revived,  have  said, 

"  Another  year  is  ours ; " 
And  wayworn  wanderers,  poorly  fed, 

Have  smiled  upon  thy  flowers. 

Who  tripping  lisps  a  merry  song 
Amid  his  playful  peers  ? 

Q  2 
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The  tender  infant  who  was  long 

A  prisoner  of  fond  fears ; 
But  now,  when  every  sharp-edged  blast 

Is  quiet  in  its  sheath, 
His  mother  leaves  him  free  to  taste 

Earth's  sweetness  in  thy  breath. 

Thy  help  is  with  the  weed  that  creeps 

Along  the  humblest  ground ; 
No  cliff  so  bare  but  on  its  steeps 

Thy  favours  may  be  found ; 
But  most  on  some  peculiar  nook 

That  our  own  hands  have  drest, 
I'hou  and  thy  train  are  proud  to  look. 

And  seem  to  love  it  best. 

And  yet  how  pleased  we  wander  forth 

When  May  is  whispering,  "  Come ! 
Choose  from  the  bowers  of  virgin  earth 

The  happiest  for  your  home ; 
Heaven's  bounteous  love  through  me  is  spread 

From  sunshine,  clouds,  winds,  waves. 
Drops  on  the  mouldering  turret's  head. 

And  on  your  turf-clad  graves  ! " 

Such  greeting  heard,  away  with  sighs 

For  lilies  that  must  fade. 
Or  "  the  rathe  primrose  as  it  dies 

Forsaken  "  in  the  shade ! 
Vernal  fruitions  and  desires 

Are  linked  in  endless  chase ; 
While,  as  one  kindly  growth  retires, 

Another  takes  its  place. 

And  what  if  thou,  sweet  May,  hast  known 

Mishap  by  worm  and  blight ; 
If  expectations  newly  blown 

Have  perished  in  thy  sight ; 
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If  loves  and  joys,  while  up  they  sprung, 

Were  caught  as  in  a  snare ; 
Such  is  the  lot  of  all  the  young. 

However  bright  and  fair. 

Lo  !  streams  that  April  could  not  check 

Are  patient  of  thy  rule ; 
Gurgling  in  foamy  water-break. 

Loitering  in  glassy  pool  : 
By  thee,  thee  only,  could  be  sent 

Such  gentle  mists  as  glide, 
Curling  with  unconfirmed  intent. 

On  that  green  mountain's  side. 

How  delicate  the  leafy  veil 

Through  which  yon  house  of  God 
Gleams  'mid  the  peace  of  this  deep  dale 

By  few  but  shepherds  trod ! 
And  lowly  huts,  near  beaten  ways, 

No  sooner  stand  attired 
In  thy  fresh  wreaths,  than  they  for  praise 

Peep  forth,  and  are  admired. 

Season  of  fancy  and  of  hope. 

Permit  not  for  one  hour 
A  blossom  from  thy  crown  to  drop, 

Nor  add  to  it  a  flower ! 
Keep,  lovely  May,  as  if  by  touch 

Of  self-restraining  art. 
This  modest  charm  of  not  too  much. 

Part  seen,  imagined  part ! 


"SO  FAIR,  SO  SWEET,  WITHAL  SO 
SENSITIVE  " 

So  fair,  so  sweet,  withal  so  sensitive. 

Would  that  the  little  flowers  were  bom  to  live. 

Conscious  of  half  the  pleasure  which  they  give ; 
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That  to  this  mountain-daisy's  self  were  knovra 
The  beauty  of  its  star-shaped  shadow,  thrown 
On  the  smooth  surface  of  this  naked  stone ! 

And  what  if  hence  a  bold  desire  should  mount 
High  as  the  sun,  that  he  could  take  account 
Of  all  that  issues  from  his  glorious  fount ! 

So  might  he  ken  how  by  his  sovereign  aid 
These  delicate  companionships  are  made ; 
And  how  he  rules  the  pomp  of  light  and  shade ; 

And  were  the  sister-power  that  shines  by  night 
So  privileged,  what  a  countenance  of  delight 
Would  through  the    clouds   break  forth   on   human 
sight ! 

Fond  fancies  !  wheresoever  shall  turn  thine  eye 
On  earth,  air,  ocean,  or  the  starry  sky, 
Converse  with  Nature  in  pure  sympathy ; 

All  vain  desires,  all  lawless  wishes  quelled, 
Be  thou  to  love  and  praise  alike  impelled. 
Whatever  boon  is  granted  or  withheld. 
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TO  A  REDBREAST 

(in  sickness) 

Stay,  little  cheerful  robin  !  stay, 

And  at  my  casement  sing, 
Though  it  should  prove  a  farewell  lay 

And  this  our  parting  spring. 

Though  I,  alas  !  may  ne'er  enjoy 

The  promise  in  thy  song ; 
A  charm,  that  thought  can  not  destroy, 

Doth  to  thy  strain  belong. 

Methinks  that  in  my  dying  hour 
Thy  song  would  still  be  dear, 

And  with  a  more  than  earthly  power 
My  passing  spirit  cheer 

Then,  little  bird,  this  boon  confer. 
Come,  and  my  requiem  sing, 

Nor  fail  to  be  the  harbinger  • 

Of  everlasting  spring. 

S.  H. 

463 
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SONNET 

TO   AN    OCTOGENARIAN 

Affections  lose  their  object ;  time  brings  forth 

No  successors ;  and,  lodged  in  memory, 

If  love  exists  no  longer,  it  must  die, 

Wanting  accustomed  food,  must  pass  from  earth, 

Or  never  hope  to  reach  a  second  birth. 

This  sad  belief,  the  happiest  that  is  left 

To  thousands,  share  not  thou  ;  howe'er  bereft. 

Scorned,  or  neglected,  fear  not  such  a  dearth. 

Though  poor  and  destitute  of  friends  thou  art, 

Perhaps  the  sole  survivor  of  thy  race. 

One  to  whom  Heaven  assigns  that  mournful  part 

The  utmost  solitude  of  age  to  face. 

Still  shall  be  left  some  corner  of  the  heart 

Where  love  for  living  thing  can  find  a  place. 


FLOATING  ISLAND 

These  lines  are  by  the  author  of  the  address  to  the  wind,  etc., 
published  heretofore  along  with  my  poems.  Those  to  a  redbreast 
are  by  a  deceased  female  relative. 

Harmonious  powers  with  Nature  work 
On  sky,  earth,  river,  lake,  and  sea ; 
Sunshine  and  cloud,  whirlwind  and  breeze. 
All  in  one  duteous  task  agree. 

Once  did  I  see  a  slip  of  earth 
(By  throbbing  waves  long  undermined) 
Loosed  from  its  hold ;  how,  no  one  knew. 
But  all  might  see  it  float,  obedient  to  the  wind ; 

Might  see  it,  from  the  mossy  shore 

Dissevered,  float  upon  the  lake, 

Float  with  its  crest  of  trees  adorned 

On  which  the  warbling  birds  their  pastime  take. 
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Food,  shelter,  safety,  there  they  find ; 
There  berries  ripen,  flowerets  bloom  ; 
There  insects  live  their  lives,  and  die ; 
A  peopled  world  it  is ;  in  size  a  tiny  room. 

And  thus  through  many  seasons'  space 
This  little  island  may  survive ; 
But  Nature,  though  we  mark  her  not, 
Will  take  away,  may  cease  to  give. 

Perchance  when  you  are  wandering  forth 
Upon  some  vacant  sunny  day. 
Without  an  object,  hope,  or  fear. 
Thither  your  eyes  may  turn,  the  isle  is  passed 
away; 

Buried  beneath  the  glittering  lake, 
Its  place  no  longer  to  be  found ; 
Yet  the  lost  fragments  shall  remain 
To  fertilise  some  other  ground. 

D.  W. 


THE  HORN  OF  EGREMONT  CASTLE 

Ere  the  brothers  through  the  gateway 
Issued  forth  with  old  and  young 
To  the  horn  Sir  Eustace  pointed 
Which  for  ages  there  had  hung. 
Horn  it  was  which  none  could  sound. 
No  one  upon  living  ground, 
Save  he  who  came  as  rightful  heir 
To  Egremont's  domains  and  castle  fair. 

Heirs  from  times  of  earliest  record 
Had  the  house  of  Lucie  born. 
Who  of  right  had  held  the  lordship 
Claimed  by  proof  upon  the  horn  : 


466  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

Each  at  the  appointed  hour 

Tried  the  Horn,  it  owned  his  power ; 

He  was  acknowledged :  and  the  blast, 

Which  good  Sir  Eustace  sounded,  was  the  last 

With  his  lance  Sir  Eustace  pointed, 

And  to  Hubert  thus  said  he, 

"  What  I  speak  this  horn  shall  witness 

For  thy  better  memory. 

Hear,  then,  and  neglect  me  not ! 

At  this  time,  and  on  this  spot, 

The  words  are  uttered  from  my  heart, 

As  my  last  earnest  prayer  ere  we  depart. 

"  On  good  service  we  are  going 

Life  to  risk  by  sea  and  land, 

In  which  course  if  Christ  our  Saviour 

Do  my  sinful  soul  demand, 

Hither  come  thou  back  straightway, 

Hubert,  if  alive  that  day ; 

Return,  and  sound  the  horn,  that  we 

May  have  a  living  house  still  left  in  thee  ! " 

"Fear  not,"  quickly  answered  Hubert ; 
"  As  I  am  thy  father's  son. 
What  thou  askest,  noble  brother. 
With  God's  favour  shall  be  done." 
So  were  both  right  well  content : 
Forth  they  from  the  castle  went, 
And  at  the  head  of  their  array 
To  Palestine  the  brothers  took  their  way. 

Side  by  side  they  fought  (the  Lucies 

Were  a  line  for  valour  famed), 

And  where'er  their  strokes  alighted, 

There  the  Saracens  were  tamed. 

Whence,  then,  could  it  come  ?  the  thought, 

By  what  evil  spirit  brought  ? 

Oh  !  can  a  brave  man  wish  to  take 

His  brother's  life,  for  lands'  and  castle's  sake? 
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"Sir ! "  the  ruffians  said  to  Hubert, 
"  Deep  he  lies  in  Jordan  flood." 
Stricken  by  this  ill  assurance, 
Pale  and  trembling  Hubert  stood. 
"Take  your  earnings."     Oh  !  that  I 
Could  have  seen  my  brother  die  ! 
It  was  a  pang  that  vexed  him  then  ; 
And  oft  returned,  again,  and  yet  again. 

Months  passed  on,  and  no  Sir  Eustace ! 
Nor  of  him  were  tidings  heard  ; 
Wherefore,  bold  as  day,  the  murderer 
Back  again  to  England  steered. 
To  his  castle  Hubert  sped ; 
Nothing  has  he  now  to  dread. 
But  silent  and  by  stealth  he  came, 
And  at  an  hour  which  nobody  could  name. 

None  could  tell  if  it  were  night-time, 
Night  or  day,  at  even  or  morn ; 
No  one's  eye  had  seen  him  enter, 
No  one's  ear  had  heard  the  horn. 
But  bold  Hubert  lives  in  glee : 
Months  and  years  went  smilingly ; 
With  plenty  was  his  table  spread ; 
And  bright  the  lady  is  who  shares  his  bed 

Likewise  he  had  sons  and  daughters ; 
And,  as  good  men  do,  he  sate 
At  his  board  by  these  surrounded, 
Flourishing  in  fair  estate. 
And  while  thus  in  open  day 
Once  he  sate,  as  old  books  say, 
A  blast  was  uttered  from  the  horn. 
Where  by  the  castle-gate  it  hung  forlorn. 

Tis  the  breath  of  good  Sir  Eustace  ! 
He  is  come  to  claim  his  right : 
Ancient  castle,  woods,  and  mountains 
Hear  the  challenge  with  delight. 
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Hubert  I  though  the  blast  be  blown 

He  is  helpless  and  alone : 

Thou  hast  a  dungeon,  speak  the  word  ! 

And  there  he  may  be  lodged,  and  thou  be  lord. 

Speak  !  astounded  Hubert  cannot ; 
And,  if  power  to  speak  he  had, 
All  are  daunted,  all  the  household 
Smitten  to  the  heart,  and  sad. 
'Tis  Sir  Eustace  ;  if  it  be 
Living  man,  it  must  be  he  ! 
Thus  Hubert  thought  in  his  dismay, 
And  by  a  postern-gate  he  slunk  away. 

Long,  and  long  was  he  unheard  of: 

To  his  brother  then  he  came. 

Made  confession,  asked  forgiveness. 

Asked  it  by  a  brother's  name. 

And  by  all  the  saints  in  heaven ; 

And  of  Eustace  was  forgiven : 

Then  in  a  convent  went  to  hide 

His  melancholy  head,  and  there  he  died. 

But  Sir  Eustace,  whom  good  angels 

Had  preserved  from  murderers*  hands, 

And  from  pagan  chains  had  rescued, 

Lived  with  honour  on  his  lands. 

Sons  he  had,  saw  sons  of  theirs : 

And  through  ages,  heirs  of  heirs, 

A  long  posterity  renowned, 

Sounded  the  horn  which  they  alone  could  sound. 


TO  A  CHILD 

WRITTEN    IN    HER    ALBUM 

Small  service  is  true  service  while  it  lasts : 

Of  humblest  friends,  bright  creature  !  scorn  not  one: 

The  daisy,  by  the  shadow  that  it  casts, 

Protects  the  lingering  dew-drop  from  the  sun. 
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IN  THE  GROUNDS  OF  COLEORTON,  THE 
SEAT  OF  SIR  GEORGE  BEAUMONT, 
BART,  LEICESTERSHIRE. 

The  embowering  rose,  the  acacia,  and  the  pine, 

Will  not  unwillingly  their  place  resign ; 

If  but  the  cedar  thrive  that  near  them  stands, 

Planted  by  Beaumont's  and  by  Wordsworth's  hands. 

One  wooed  the  silent  art  with  studious  pains ; 

These  groves  have  heard  the  other's  pensive  strains  ; 

Devoted  thus,  their  spirits  did  unite 

By  interchange  of  knowledge  and  delight. 

May  Nature's  kindliest  powers  sustain  the  tree, 

And  love  protect  it  from  all  injury  ! 

And  when  its  potent  branches,  wide  out-thrown, 

Darken  the  brow  of  this  memorial  stone. 

Here  may  some  painter  sit  in  future  days, 

Some  future  poet  meditate  his  lays ; 

Not  mindless  of  that  distant  age  renowned 

When  inspiration  hovered  o'er  this  ground, 

The  haunt  of  him  who  sang  how  spear  and  shield 

In  civil  conflict  met  on  Bosworth-field ; 

And  of  that  famous  youth,  full  soon  removed 

From  earth,  perhaps  by  Shakspeare's  self  approved, 

Fletcher's  Associate,  Jonson's  friend  beloved. 

471 
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IN  A  GARDEN  OF  THE  SAME 

Oft  is  the  medal  faithful  to  its  trust 

When  temples,  columns,  towers,  are  laid  in  dust ; 

And  'tis  a  common  ordinance  of  fate 

That  things  obscure  and  small  outlive  the  great : 

Hence,  when  yon  mansion  and  the  flowery  trim 

Of  this  fair  garden,  and  its  alleys  dim. 

And  all  its  stately  trees,  are  passed  away. 

This  httle  niche,  unconscious  of  decay. 

Perchance  may  still  survive.     And  be  it  known 

That  it  was  scooped  within  the  living  stone. 

Not  by  the  sluggish  and  ungrateful  pains 

Of  labourer  plodding  for  his  daily  gains, 

But  by  an  industry  that  wrought  in  love ; 

With  help  from  female  hands,  that  proudly  strove 

To  aid  the  work,  what  time  these  walks  and  bowers 

Were  shaped  to  cheer  dark  winter's  lonely  hours. 


WRITTEN  AT  THE  REQUEST  OF  SIR 
GEORGE  BEAUMONT,  BART.,  AND  IN 
HIS  NAME,  FOR  AN  URN,  PLACED  BY 
HIM  AT  THE  TERMINATION  OF  A 
NEWLY- PLANTED  AVENUE,  IN  THE 
SAME  GROUNDS 

Ye  lime-trees,  ranged  before  this  hallowed  urn, 

Shoot  forth  with  lively  power  at  spring's  return ; 

And  be  not  slow  a  stately  growth  to  rear 

Of  pillars,  branching  off  from  year  to  year. 

Till  ye  have  framed,  at  length,  a  darksome  aisle ; 

Like  a  recess  within  that  sacred  pile 

Where  Reynolds,  'mid  our  country's  noblest  dead, 


INSCRIPTIONS         .  473 

In  the  last  sanctity  of  fame  is  laid. 
There,  though  by  right  the  excelling  painter  sleep 
Where  death  and  glory  a  joint  sabbath  keep, 
Yet  not  the  less  his  spirit  would  hold  dear 
Self-hidden  praise,  and  friendship's  private  tear : 
Hence,  on  my  patrimonial  grounds,  have  I 
Raised  this  frail  tribute  to  his  memory ; 
From  youth  a  zealous  follower  of  the  art 
That  he  professed ;  attached  to  him  in  heart ; 
Admiring,  loving,  and  with  grief  and  pride 
Feeling  what  England  lost  when  Reynolds  died. 


FOR  A  SEAT  IN  THE  GROVES  OF 
COLEORTON 

Beneath  yon  eastern  ridge,  the  craggy  bound. 
Rugged  and  high,  of  Charnwood's  forest  ground, 
Stand  yet,  but,  stranger !  hidden  from  thy  view, 
The  ivied  ruins  of  forlorn  Grace  Dieu  ; 
Erst  a  religious  house,  which  day  and  night 
With  hymns  resounded,  and  the  chanted  rite : 
And  when  those  rites  had  ceased,  the  spot  gave  birth 
To  honourable  men  of  various  worth : 
There,  on  the  margin  of  a  streamlet  wild. 
Did  Francis  Beaumont  sport,  an  eager  child ; 
There,  under  shadow  of  the  neighbouring  rocks. 
Sang  youthful  tales  of  shepherds  and  their  flocks ; 
Unconscious  prelude  to  heroic  themes. 
Heart-breaking  tears,  and  melancholy  dreams 
Of  slighted  love,  and  scorn,  and  jealous  rage, 
With  which  his  genius  shook  the  buskined  stage. 
Communities  are  lost,  and  empires  die, 
And  things  of  holy  use  unhallowed  lie  ; 
They  perish  ;  but  the  intellect  can  raise. 
From  airy  words  alone,  a  pile  that  ne'er  decays. 
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WRITTEN  WITH  A  PENCIL  UPON  A 
STONE  IN  THE  WALL  OF  THE  HOUSE 
(AN  OUT-HOUSE),  ON  THE  ISLAND  OF 
GRASMERE 

Rude  is  this  edifice,  and  thou  hast  seen 

Buildings,  albeit  rude,  that  have  maintained 

Proportions  more  harmonious,  and  approached 

To  closer  fellowship  with  ideal  grace. 

But  take  it  in  good  part :  alas  !  the  poor 

Vitruvius  of  our  village  had  no  help 

From  the  great  city ;  never,  upon  leaves 

Of  red  Morocco  folio  saw  displayed. 

In  long  succession,  pre-existing  ghosts 

Of  beauties  yet  unborn  ;  the  rustic  lodge 

Antique,  and  cottage  with  verandah  graced  ; 

Nor  lacking,  for  fit  company,  alcove, 

Green-house,  shell-grot,  and  moss-lined  hermitage. 

Thou  see'st  a  homely  pile,  yet  to  these  walls 

The  heifer  comes  in  the  snow-storm,  and  here 

The  new-dropped  lamb  finds  shelter  from  the  wind. 

And  hither  does  one  poet  sometimes  row 

His  pinnace,  a  small  vagrant  barge,  up-piled 

With  plenteous  store  of  heath  and  withered  fern, 

(A  lading  which  he  with  his  sickle  cuts. 

Among  the  mountains)  and  beneath  this  roof 

He  makes  his  summer  couch,  and  here  at  noon 

Spreads  out  his  limbs,  while,  yet  unshorn,  the  sheep, 

Panting  beneath  the  burthen  of  their  wool. 

Lie  round  him,  even  as  if  they  were  a  part 

Of  his  own  household  :  nor,  while  from  his  bed 

He  looks,  through  the  open  door-place,  towards  the 

lake 
And  to  the  stirring  breezes,  does  he  want 
Creations  lovely  as  the  work  of  sleep. 
Fair  sights,  and  visions  of  romantic  joy  ! 
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WRITTEN  WITH  A  SLATE  PENCIL  ON  A 
STONE,  ON  THE  SIDE  OF  THE  MOUN- 
TAIN OF  BLACK  COMB 

Stay,  bold  adventurer ;  rest  awhile  thy  limbs 

On  this  commodious  seat !  for  much  remains 

Of  hard  ascent  before  thou  reach  the  top 

Of  this  huge  eminence — from  blackness  named — 

And,  to  far-travelled  storms  of  sea  and  land, 

A  favourite  spot  of  tournament  and  war ! 

But  thee  may  no  such  boisterous  visitants 

Molest ;  may  gentle  breezes  fan  thy  brow  ; 

And  neither  cloud  conceal,  nor  misty  air 

Bedim,  the  grand  terraqueous  spectacle, 

From  centre  to  circumference,  unveiled ! 

Know,  if  thou  grudge  not  to  prolong  thy  rest, 

That  on  the  summit  whither  thou  art  bound, 

A  geographic  labourer  pitched  his  tent, 

With  books  supplied  and  instruments  of  art. 

To  measure  height  and  distance  ;  lonely  task, 

Week  after  week  pursued  !     To  him  was  given 

Full  many  a  glimpse  (but  sparingly  bestowed 

On  timid  man)  of  Nature's  processes 

Upon  the  exalted  hills.     He  made  report 

That  once,  while  there  he  plied  his  studious  work 

Within  that  canvas  dwelling,  colours,  lines, 

And  the  whole  surface  of  the  out-spread  map. 

Became  invisible  :  for  all  around 

Had  darkness  fallen — unthreatened,  unproclaimed — 

As  if  the  golden  day  itself  had  been 

Extinguished  in  a  moment ;  total  gloom, 

In  which  he  sate  alone,  with  unclosed  eyes, 

Upon  the  blinded  mountain's  silent  top ! 
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WRITTEN  WITH  A  SLATE  PENCIL  UPON 
A  STONE,  THE  LARGEST  OF  A  HEAP 
LYING  NEAR  A  DESERTED  QUARRY, 
UPON  ONE  OF  THE  ISLANDS  AT 
RYDAL 

Stranger  !  this  hillock  of  mis-shapen  stones 

Is  not  a  ruin  spared  or  made  by  time, 

Nor,  as  perchance  thou  rashly  deem'st,  the  cairn 

Of  some  old  British  chief :  'tis  nothing  more 

Than  the  rude  embryo  of  a  little  dome 

Or  pleasure-house,  once  destined  to  be  built 

Among  the  birch-trees  of  this  rocky  isle. 

But,  as  it  chanced,  Sir  William  having  learned 

That  from  the  shore  a  full-grown  man  might  wade, 

And  make  himself  a  freeman  of  this  spot 

At  any  hour  he  chose,  the  knight  forthwith 

Desisted,  and  the  quarry  and  the  mound 

Are  monuments  of  his  unfinished  task. 

The  block  on  which  these  lines  are  traced,  perhaps, 

Was  once  selected  as  the  corner-stone 

Of  that  intended  pile,  which  would  have  been 

Some  quaint  odd  plaything  of  elaborate  skill. 

So  that,  I  guess,  the  linnet  and  the  thrush. 

And  other  little  builders  who  dwell  here. 

Had  wondered  at  the  work.     But  blame  him  not, 

For  old  Sir  William  was  a  gentle  knight. 

Bred  in  this  vale,  to  which  he  appertained 

With  all  his  ancestry.     Then  peace  to  him, 

And  for  the  outrage  which  he  had  devised 

Entire  forgiveness  !     But,  if  thou  art  one 

On  fire  with  thy  impatience  to  become 

An  inmate  of  these  mountains,  if  disturbed 

By  beautiful  conceptions,  thou  hast  hewn 

Out  of  the  quiet  rock  the  elements 

Of  thy  trim  mansion  destined  soon  to  blaze 

In  snow-white  splendour,  think  again  ;  and,  taught 
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By  old  Sir  William  and  his  quarry,  leave 
Thy  fragments  to  the  bramble  and  the  rose ; 
There  let  the  vernal  slow-worm  sun  himself, 
And  let  the  redbreast  hop  from  stone  to  stone. 


INSCRIPTIONS   SUPPOSED  TO   BE   FOUND 
IN  AND  NEAR  A  HERMITS  CELL 

Hopes  what  are  they  ?     Beads  of  morning 

Strung  on  slender  blades  of  grass ; 

Or  a  spider's  web  adorning 

In  a  strait  and  treacherous  pass. 

What  are  fears  but  voices  airy  ? 
Whispering  harm  where  harm  is  not ; 
And  deluding  the  unweary 
Till  the  fatal  bolt  is  shot ! 

What  is  glory  ?     In  the  socket 
See  how  dying  tapers  fare  ! 
What  is  pride  ?    A  whizzing  rocket 
That  would  emulate  a  star. 

What  is  friendship  ?     Do  not  trust  her, 
Nor  the  vows  which  she  has  made ; 
Diamonds  dart  their  brightest  lustre 
From  a  palsy-shaken  head. 

What  is.  truth  ?    A  staff  rejected  ; 
Duty  ?    An  unwelcome  clog ; 
Joy  ?    A  moon  by  fits  reflected 
In  a  swamp  or  watery  bog ; 

Bright,  as  if  through  ether  steering, 
To  the  traveller's  eye  it  shone : 
He  hath  hailed  it  re-appearing, 
And  as  quickly  it  is  gone ; 
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Such  is  Joy ;  as  quickly  hidden, 
Or  mis-shapen  to  the  sight, 
And  by  sullen  weeds  forbidden 
To  resume  its  native  light. 

What  is  youth  ?  A  dancing  billow, 
(Winds  behind,  and  rocks  before !) 
Age  ?  A  drooping,  tottering  willow 
On  a  flat  and  lazy  shore. 

What  is  peace  ?     When  pain  is  over, 
And  love  ceases  to  rebel, 
Let  the  last  faint  sigh  discover 
That  precedes  the  passing-knell ! 


INSCRIBED   UPON   A   ROCK 

Pause,  traveller !  whosoe'er  thou  be 
Whom  chance  may  lead  to  this  retreat. 
Where  silence  yields  reluctantly 
Even  to  the  fleecy  straggler's  bleat ; 

Give  voice  to  what  my  hand  shall  trace. 
And  fear  not  lest  an  idle  sound 
Of  words  unsuited  to  the  place 
Disturb  its  solitude  profound. 

I  saw  this  rock,  while  vernal  air 
Blew  softly  o'er  the  russet  heath. 
Uphold  a  monument  as  fair 
As  church  or  abbey  furnisheth. 

Unsullied  did  it  meet  the  day, 
Like  marble,  white,  like  ether,  pure ; 
As  if,  beneath,  some  hero  lay, 
Honoured  with  costliest  sepulture. 
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My  fancy  kindled  as  I  gazed ; 
And,  ever  as  the  sun  shone  forth, 
The  flattered  structure  glistened,  blazed. 
And  seemed  the  proudest  thing  on  earth. 

But  frost  had  reared  the  gorgeous  pile 
Unsound  as  those  which  fortune  builds — 
To  undermine  with  secret  guile, 
Snapped  by  the  very  beam  that  gilds. 

And,  while  I  gazed,  with  sudden  shock 
Fell  the  whole  fabric  to  the  ground ; 
And  naked  left  this  dripping  rock, 
With  shapeless  ruin  spread  around ! 


'HAST  THOU  SEEN,  WITH  FLASH 
INCESSANT  " 

Hast  thou  seen,  with  flash  incessant, 
Bubbles  gliding  under  ice. 
Bodied  forth  and  evanescent. 
No  one  knows  by  what  device  ? 

Such  are  thoughts  !     A  wind-swept  meadow 
Mimicking  a  troubled  sea. 
Such  is  life ;  and  death  a  shadow 
From  the  rock  eternity ! 


NEAR  THE  SPRING  OF  THE  HERMITAGE 

Troubled  long  with  warring  notions 
Long  impatient  of  thy  rod, 
I  resign  my  souFs  emotions 
Unto  thee,  mysterious  God ! 
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What  avails  the  kindly  shelter 
Yielded  by  this  craggy  rent, 
If  my  spirit  toss  and  welter 
On  the  waves  of  discontent  ? 

Parching  summer  hath  no  warrant 
To  consume  this  crystal  well ; 
Rains,  that  make  each  rill  a  torrent, 
Neither  sully  it  nor  swell. 

Thus,  dishonouring  not  her  station. 
Would  my  life  present  to  thee. 
Gracious  God,  the  pure  oblation 
Of  divine  tranquillity ! 


FOR  THE  SPOT  WHERE  THE  HERMITAGE 
STOOD  ON  ST.  HERBERT'S  ISLAND, 
DERWENT-WATER. 

If  thou  in  the  dear  love  of  some  one  friend 

Hast  been  so  happy  that  thou  know'st  what  thoughts 

Will  sometimes  in  the  happiness  of  love 

Make  the  heart  sink,  then  wilt  thou  reverence 

This  quiet  spot ;  and,  stranger !  not  unmoved 

Wilt  thou  behold  this  shapeless  heap  of  stones, 

The  desolate  ruins  of  St.  Herbert's  cell. 

Here  stood  his  threshold  ;  here  was  spread  the  roof 

That  sheltered  him,  a  self-secluded  man, 

After  long  exercise  in  social  cares 

And  offices  humane,  intent  to  adore 

The  Deity,  with  undistracted  mind, 

And  meditate  on  everlasting  things. 

In  utter  solitude.     But  he  had  left 

A  Fellow-labourer,  whom  the  good  man  loved 

As  his  own  soul.     And,  when  with  eye  upraised 

To  heaven  he  knelt  before  the  crucifix. 

While  o'er  the  lake  the  cataract  of  Ix)dore 

Pealed  to  his  orisons,  and  when  he  paced 
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Along  the  beach  of  this  small  isle  and  thought 
Of  his  companion,  he  would  pray  that  both 
(Now  that  their  earthly  duties  were  fulfilled) 
Might  die  in  the  same  moment.     Nor  in  vain 
So  prayed  he :  as  our  chronicles  report, 
Though  here  the  hermit  numbered  his  last  day 
Far  from  St.  Cuthbert  his  beloved  friend, 
Those  holy  men  both  died  in  the  same  hour. 


POEMS    REFERRING   TO   THE 
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THE   OLD   CUMBERLAND   BEGGAR 

The  class  of  beggars,  to  which  the  old  man  here  described 
belongs,  will  probably  soon  be  extinct.  It  consisted  of  poor,  and, 
mostly,  old  and  infirm  persons,  who  confined  themselves  to  a  stated 
round  in  their  neighbourhood,  and  had  certain  fixed  days,  on  which, 
at  different  houses,  they  regularly  received  alms,  sometimes  in 
money,  but  mostly  in  provisions. 

I  SAW  an  aged  beggar  in  my  walk ; 
And  he  was  seated,  by  the  highway  side, 
On  a  low  structure  of  rude  masonry 
Built  at  the  foot  of  a  huge  hill,  that  they 
Who  lead  their  horses  down  the  steep  rough  road 
May  thence  remount  at  ease.     The  aged  man 
Had  placed  his  staff  across  the  broad  smooth  stone 
That  overlays  the  pile ;  and,  from  a  bag 
All  white  with  flour,  the  dole  of  village  dames. 
He  drew  his  scraps  and  fragments,  one  by  one ; 
And  scanned  them  with  a  fixed  and  serious  look 
Of  idle  computation.     In  the  sun, 
Upon  the  second  step  of  that  small  pile. 
Surrounded  by  those  wild  unpeopled  hills. 
He  sat,  and  ate  his  food  in  solitude : 
And  ever,  scattered  from  his  palsied  hand. 
That,  still  attempting  to  prevent  the  waste. 
Was  baffled  still,  the  crumbs  in  little  showers 
Fell  on  the  ground ;  and  the  small  mountain  birds. 
Not  venturing  yet  to  peck  their  destined  meal, 
Approached  within  the  length  of  half  his  staff. 
485 
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Him  from  my  childhood  have  I  known ;  and  then 
He  was  so  old,  he  seems  not  older  now ; 
He  travels  on,  a  solitary  man. 
So  helpless  in  appearance,  that  for  him 
The  sauntering  horseman-traveller  does  not  throw 
With  careless  hand  his  alms  upon  the  ground, 
But  stops,  that  he  may  safely  lodge  the  coin 
Within  the  old  man's  hat ;  nor  quits  him  so, 
But  still,  when  he  has  given  his  horse  the  rein. 
Watches  the  aged  beggar  with  a  look 
Sidelong,  and  half-reverted.     She  who  tends 
The  toll-gate,  when  in  summer  at  her  door 
She  turns  her  wheel,  if  on  the  road  she  sees 
The  aged  beggar  coming,  quits  her  work, 
And  lifts  the  latch  for  him  that  he  may  pass. 
The  post-boy,  when  his  rattling  wheels  overtake 
The  aged  beggar  in  the  woody  lane. 
Shouts  to  him  from  behind ;  and,  if  perchance 
The  old  man  does  not  change  his  course,  the  boy 
Turns  with  less  noisy  wheels  to  the  roadside, 
And  passes  gently  by,  without  a  curse 
Upon  his  lips  or  anger  at  his  heart. 

He  travels  on,  a  solitary  man ; 
His  age  has  no  companion.     On  the  ground 
His  eyes  are  turned,  and,  as  he  moves  along. 
They  move  along  the  ground ;  and,  evermore, 
Instead  of  Nature's  fair  variety 
Of  fields  with  rural  works,  of  hill  and  dale. 
And  the  blue  sky,  one  little  span  of  earth 
Is  all  his  prospect.     Thus,  from  day  to  day, 
Bow-bent,  his  eyes  for  ever  on  the  ground, 
He  plies  his  weary  journey ;  seeing  still, 
And  seldom  knowing  that  he  sees,  some  straw, 
Some  scattered  leaf,  or  marks  which,  in  one  track, 
The  nails  of  cart  or  chariot-wheel  have  left 
Impressed  on  the  white  road,  in  the  same  line, 
At  distance  still  the  same.     Poor  traveller  ! 
His  staff  trails  with  him ;  his  slow  footsteps  scarce 
Disturb  the  summer  dust ;  he  is  so  still 
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In  look  and  motion,  that  the  cottage  curs, 
Ere  he  has  passed  the  door,  will  turn  away, 
Weary  of  barking  at  him.     Boys  and  girls. 
The  vacant  and  the  busy,  maids  and  youths, 
And  urchins  newly  breeched — all  pass  him  by : 
Him  even  the  slow-paced  waggon  leaves  behind. 

But  deem  not  this  man  useless.     Statesman  !  ye 
Who  are  so  restless  in  your  wisdom,  ye 
Who  have  a  broom  still  ready  in  your  hands 
To  rid  the  world  of  nuisances ;  ye  proud, 
Heart-swoln,  while  in  your  pride  ye  contemplate 
Your  talents,  power,  or  wisdom,  deem  him  not 
A  burthen  of  the  earth  !     'Tis  Nature's  law 
That  none,  the  meanest  of  created  things, 
Of  forms  created  the  most  vile  and  brute. 
The  dullest  or  most  noxious,  should  exist 
Divorced  from  good,  a  spirit  and  pulse  of  good, 
A  life  and  soul,  to  every  mode  of  being 
Inseparably  linked.     Then  be  assured 
That  least  of  all  can  aught,  that  ever  owned 
The  heaven-regarding  eye  and  front  sublime 
Which  man  is  born  to,  sink,  howe'er  depressed. 
So  low  as  to  be  scorned  without  a  sin ; 
Without  offence  to  God  cast  out  of  view ; 
Like  the  dry  remnant  of  a  garden-flower 
Whose  seeds  are  shed,  or  as  an  implement 
Worn  out  and  worthless.     While  from  door  to  door> 
This  old  man  creeps,  the  villagers  in  him 
Behold  a  record  which  together  binds 
Past  deeds  and  offices  of  charity. 
Else  unremembered,  and  so  keeps  alive 
The  kindly  mood  in  hearts  which  lapse  of  years, 
And  that  half-wisdom  half-experience  gives. 
Makes  slow  to  feel,  and  by  sure  steps  resign 
To  selfishness  and  cold  oblivious  cares. 
Among  the  farms  and  solitary  huts, 
Hamlets  and  thinly-scattered  villages. 
Where'er  the  aged  beggar  takes  his  rounds, 
The  mild  necessity  of  use  compels 
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To  acts  of  love ;  and  habit  does  the  work 
Of  reason ;  yet  prepares  that  after-joy 
Which  reason  cherishes.     And  thus  the  soul, 
By  that  sweet  taste  of  pleasure  unpursued, 
Doth  find  herself  insensibly  disposed  j 

To  virtue  and  true  goodness.  | 

Some  there  are,  | 

By  their  good  works  exalted,  lofty  minds. 
And  meditative,  authors  of  delight  | 

And  happiness,  which  to  the  end  of  time  | 

Will  live,  and  spread,  and  kindle :  even  such  minds 
In  childhood,  from  this  solitary  being,  i 

Or  from  like  wanderer,  haply  have  received  ' 

(A  thing  more  precious  far  than  all  that  books  j 

Or  the  solicitudes  of  love  can  do  !) 
That  first  mild  touch  of  sympathy  and  thought,         i 
In  which  they  found  their  kindred  with  a  world 
Where  want  and  sorrow  were.     The  easy  man 
Who  sits  at  his  own  door,  and,  like  the  pear 
That  overhangs  his  head  from  the  green  wall. 
Feeds  in  the  sunshine ;  the  robust  and  young, 
The  prosperous  and  unthinking,  they  who  live 
Sheltered,  and  flourish  in  a  little  grove 
Of  their  own  kindred ;  all  behold  in  him 
A  silent  monitor,  which  on  their  minds 
Must  needs  impress  a  transitory  thought 
Of  self-congratulation,  to  the  heart 
.    Of  each  recalling  his  peculiar  boons. 

His  charters  and  exemptions ;  and,  perchance, 
Though  he  to  no  one  give  the  fortitude 
And  circumspection  needful  to  preserve 
His  present  blessings,  and  to  husband  up 
The  respite  of  the  season,  he,  at  least, 
And  'tis  no  vulgar  service,  makes  them  felt 

Yet  further.     Many,  I  believe,  there  are 
Who  live  a  life  of  virtuous  decency, 
Men  who  can  hear  the  decalogue  and  feel 
No  self-reproach  ;  who  of  the  moral  law 
Established  in  the  land  where  they  abide 
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Are  strict  observers ;  and  not  negligent 

In  acts  of  love  to  those  with  whom  they  dwell, 

Their  kindred,  and  the  children  of  their  blood. 

Praise  be  to  such,  and  to  their  slumbers  peace ! 

But  of  the  poor  man  ask,  the  abject  poor ; 

Go,  and  demand  of  him,  if  there  be  here 

In  this  cold  abstinence  from  evil  deeds. 

And  these  inevitable  charities, 

Wherewith  to  satisfy  the  human  soul  ? 

No,  man  is  dear  to  man ;  the  poorest  poor 

Long  for  some  moments  in  a  weary  life 

When  they  can  know  and  feel  that  they  have  been. 

Themselves,  the  fathers  and  the  dealers-out 

Of  some  small  blessings ;  have  been  kind  to  such 

As  needed  kindness,  for  this  single  cause. 

That  we  have  all  of  us  one  human  heart. 

Such  pleasure  is  to  one  kind  being  known. 

My  neighbour,  when  with  punctual  care,  each  week. 

Duly  as  Friday  comes,  though  pressed  herself 

By  her  own  wants,  she  from  her  store  of  meal 

Takes  one  unsparing  handful  for  the  scrip 

Of  this  old  mendicant,  and,  from  her  door 

Returning  with  exhilarated  heart. 

Sits  by  her  fire,  and  builds  her  hope  in  heaven. 

Then  let  him  pass,  a  blessing  on  his  head ! 
Ajid  while  in  that  vast  soHtude  to  which 
The  tide  of  things  has  borne  him,  he  appears 
To  breathe  and  live  but  for  himself  alone, 
Unblamed,  uninjured,  let  him  bear  about 
The  good  which  the  benignant  law  of  Heaven 
Has  hung  around  him  :  and,  while  life  is  his, 
Still  let  him  prompt  the  unlettered  villagers  ^ 

To  tender  offices  and  pensive  thoughts. 
Then  let  him  pass,  a  blessing  on  his  head ! 
And,  long  as  he  can  wander,  let  him  breathe 
The  freshness  of  the  valleys ;  let  his  blood 
Struggle  with  frosty  air  and  winter  snows ; 
And  let  the  chartered  wind  that  sweeps  the  heath 
Beat  his  grey  locks  against  his  withered  face. 

R  2 
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Reverence  the  hope  whose  vital  anxiousness 
Gives  the  last  human  interest  to  his  heart. 
May  never  House,  misnamed  of  Industry, 
Make  him  a  captive  !  for  that  pent-up  din. 
Those  life-consuming  sounds  that  clog  the  air, 
Be  his  the  natural  silence  of  old  age ! 
Let  him  be  free  of  mountain  solitudes ; 
And  have  around  him,  whether  heard  or  not. 
The  pleasant  melody  of  woodland  birds. 
Few  are  his  pleasures :  if  his  eyes  have  now 
Been  doomed  so  long  to  settle  upon  earth 
That  not  without  some  effort  they  behold 
The  countenance  of  the  horizontal  sun, 
Rising  or  setting,  let  the  light  at  least 
Find  a  free  entrance  to  their  languid  orbs. 
And  let  him,  where  and  when  he  will,  sit  down 
;     peneath  the  trees,  or  on  a  grassy  bank 
. .  Of  highway  side,  and  with  the  little  birds 
Share  his  chance-gathered  meal ;  and,  finally, 
As  in  the  eye  of  Nature  he  has  lived, 
So  in  the  eye  of  Nature  let  him  die ! 


THE  SMALL  CELANDINE 

There  is  a  flower,  the  lesser  celandine. 
That  shrinks,  like  many  more,  from  cold  and  rain  ; 
And,  the  first  moment  that  the  sun  may  shine, 
Bright  as  the  sun  himself,  'tis  out  again  ! 

When  hailstones  have  been  falling,  swarm  on  swarm, 
Or  blasts  the  green  field  and  the  trees  distrest, 
Oft  have  I  seen  it  muffled  up  from  harm, 
In  close  self-shelter,  like  a  thing  at  rest. 

But  lately,  one  rough  day,  this  flower  I  passed 
And  recognised  it,  though  an  altered  form. 
Now  standing  forth  an  offering  to  the  blast, 
And  buffeted  at  will  by  rain  and  storm. 
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I  stopped,  and  said  with  inly-muttered  voice, 
"  It  doth  not  love  the  shower,  nor  seek  the  cold : 
This  neither  is  its  courage  nor  its  choice, 
But  its  necessity  in  being  old. 

"  The  sunshine  may  not  cheer  it,  nor  the  dew ; 
It  cannot  help  itself  in  its  decay ; 
Stiff  in  its  members,  withered,  changed  of  hue." 
And,  in  my  spleen,  I  smiled  that  it  was  grey. 

To  be  a  prodigaFs  favourite,  then,  worse  truth, 
A  miser^s  pensioner,  behold  our  lot ! 
O  man,  that  from  thy  fair  and  shining  youth 
Age  might  but  take  the  things  youth  needed  not ! 


ANIMAL  TRANQUILLITY  AND  DECAY 

The  little  hedgerow  birds. 
That  peck  along  the  road,  regard  him  not. 
He  travels  on,  and  in  his  face,  his  step, 
His  gait,  is  one  expression  :  every  limb. 
His  look  and  bending  figure,  all  bespeak 
A  man  who  does  not  move  with  pain,  but  moves 
With  thought.     He  is  insensibly  subdued 
To  settled  quiet :  he  is  one  by  whom 
All  effort  seems  forgotten ;  one  to  whom 
Long  patience  hath  such  mild  composure  given, 
That  patience  now  doth  seem  a  thing  of  which 
He  hath  no  need.     He  is  by  nature  led 
To  peace  so  perfect  that  the  young  behold 
With  envy,  what  the  old  man  hardly  feels. 
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"SIX  MONTHS  TO  SIX  YEARS  ADDED 
HE  REMAINED" 

Six  months  to  six  years  added  he  remained 
Upon  this  sinful  earth,  by  sin  unstained : 
O  blessed  Lord  !  whose  mercy  then  removed 
A  child  whom  every  eye  that  looked  on  loved ; 
Support  us,  teach  us  calmly  to  resign 
What  we  possessed,  and  now  is  wholly  thine ! 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  SCHOLARS  OF  THE 
VILLAGE  SCHOOL  OF  

I  COME,  ye  little  noisy  crew. 
Not  long  your  pastime  to  prevent ; 
I  heard  the  blessing  which  to  you 
Our  common  friend  and  father  sent. 
I  kissed  his  cheek  before  he  died ; 
And  when  his  breath  was  fled, 
I  raised,  while  kneeling  by  his  side, 
His  hand :  it  dropped  like  lead. 
Your  hands,  dear  little-ones,  do  all 
That  can  be  done,  will  never  fall 
Like  his  till  they  are  dead. 
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By  night  or  day,  blow  foul  or  fair, 
Ne'er  will  the  best  of  all  your  train 
Play  with  the  locks  of  his  white  hair, 
Or  stand  between  his  knees  again. 

Here  did  he  sit  confined  for  hours ; 
But  he  could  see  the  woods  and  plains, 
Could  hear  the  wind  and  mark  the  showers 
Come  streaming  down  the  streaming  panes. 
Now  stretched  beneath  his  grass-green  mound 
He  rests  a  prisoner  of  the  ground. 
He  loved  the  breathing  air, 
He  loved  the  sun,  but  if  it  rise 
Or  set,  to  him  where  now  he  lies. 
Brings  not  a  moment's  care. 
Alas  !  what  idle  words ;  but  take 
The  dirge  which  for  our  master's  sake 
And  yours,  love  prompted  me  to  make. 
The  rhymes  so  homely  in  attire 
With  learned  ears  may  ill  agree. 
But  chanted  by  your  orphan  quire 
Will  make  a  touching  melody. 


DIRGE 

Mourn,  shepherd,  near  thy  old  grey  stone ; 
Thou  angler,  by  the  silent  flood ; 
And  mourn  when  thou  art  all  alone, 
Thou  woodman,  in  the  distant  wood ! 

Thou  one  blind  sailor,  rich  in  joy 
Though  blind,  thy  tunes  in  sadness  hum ; 
And  mourn,  thou  poor  half-witted  Boy ! 
Born  deaf,  and  living  deaf  and  dumb. 

Thou  drooping  sick  man,  bless  the  guide 
Who  checked  or  turned  thy  headstrong  youth, 
As  he  before  had  sanctified 
Thy  infancy  with  heavenly  truth. 


EPITAPHS  AND  ELEGIAC  PIECES  497 

Ye  striplings,  light  of  heart  and  gay, 

Bold  settlers  on  some  foreign  shore, 

Give,  when  your  thoughts  are  turned  this  way, 

A  sigh  to  him  whom  we  deplore. 

For  us  who  here  in  funeral  strain 
With  one  accord  our  voices  raise, 
Let  sorrow  overcharged  with  pain 
Be  lost  in  thankfulness  and  praise. 

And  when  our  hearts  shall  feel  a  sting 
From  ill  we  meet  or  good  we  miss. 
May  touches  of  his  memory  bring 
Fond  healing,  like  a  mother's  kiss. 


BY  THE  SIDE  OF  THE  GRAVE  SOME  YEARS  AFTER 

Long  time  his  pulse  hath  ceased  to  beat ; 
But  benefits,  his  gift,  we  trace — 
Expressed  in  every  eye  we  meet 
Round  this  dear  vale,  his  native  place. 

To  stately  hall  and  cottage  rude 
Flowed  from  his  life  what  still  they  hold, 
Light  pleasures,  every  day  renewed ; 
And  blessings  half  a  century  old. 

Oh  true  of  heart,  of  spirit  gay, 
Thy  faults,  where  not  already  gone 
From  memory,  prolong  their  stay 
For  charity's  sweet  sake  alone. 

Such  solace  find  we  for  our  loss ; 
And  what  beyond  this  thought  we  crave 
Comes  in  the  promise  from  the  cross, 
Shining  upon  thy  happy  grave.  ^ 

1  See  upon  the  subject  of  the  three  foregoing  pieces  "Matthew,' 
etc.  etc.    pp.  432-435- 
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ELEGIAC  STANZAS, 

SUGGESTED    BY  A   PICTURE   OF    PEELE   CASTLE,    IN  A 
STORM,    PAINTED    BY   SIR   GEORGE   BEAUMONT 

I  WAS  thy  neighbour  once,  thou  rugged  pile ! 
Four  summer  weeks  I  dwelt  in  sight  of  thee : 
I  saw  thee  every  day ;  and  all  the  while 
Thy  form  was  sleeping  on  a  glassy  sea. 

So  pure  the  sky,  so  quiet  was  the  air ! 
So  like,  so  very  like,  was  day  to  day ! 
Whene'er  I  looked,  thy  image  still  was  there ; 
It  trembled,  but  it  never  passed  away. 

How  perfect  was  the  calm  !  it  seemed  no  sleep ; 
No  mood,  which  season  takes  away,  or  brings : 
I  could  have  fancied  that  the  mighty  deep 
Was  even  the  gentlest  of  all  gentle  things. 

Ah !  THEN,  if  mine  had  been  the  painter's  hand, 
To  express  what  then  I  saw ;  and  add  the  gleam, 
The  light  that  never  was,  on  sea  or  land. 
The  consecration,  and  the  poet's  dream ; 

I  would  have  planted  thee,  thou  hoary  pile 
Amid  a  world  how  different  from  this ! 
Beside  a  sea  that  could  not  cease  to  smile ; 
On  tranquil  land,  beneath  a  sky  of  bliss. 

Thou  shouldst  have  seemed  a  treasure-house  divine 
Of  peaceful  years ;  a  chronicle  of  heaven ; 
Of  all  the  sunbeams  that  did  ever  shine 
The  very  sweetest  had  to  thee  been  given. 

A  picture  had  it  been  of  lasting  ease, 
Elysian  quiet,  without  toil  or  strife ; 
No  motion  but  the  moving  tide,  a  breeze. 
Or  merely  silent  Nature's  breathing  life. 
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Such,  in  the  fond  illusion  of  my  heart, 

Such  picture  would  I  at  that  time  have  made : 

And  seen  the  soul  of  truth  in  every  part, 

A  steadfast  peace  that  could  not  be  betrayed. 

So  once  it  would  have  been,  'tis  so  no  more ; 
I  have  submitted  to  a  new  control : 
A  power  is  gone,  which  nothing  can  restore ; 
A  deep  distress  hath  humanised  my  souL 

Not  for  a  moment  could  I  now  behold 
A  smiling  sea,  and  be  what  I  have  been : 
The  feeling  of  my  loss  will  ne'er  be  old ; 
This,  which  I  know,  I  speak  with  mind  serene. 

Then,  Beaumont,  friend !   who  would  have  been 

the  friend. 
If  he  had  lived,  of  him  whom  I  deplore,  , 
This  work  of  thine  I  blame  not,  but  commend ; 
This  sea  in  anger,  and  that  dismal  shore. 

0  'tis  a  passionate  work  !  yet  wise  and  well. 
Well  chosen  is  the  spirit  that  is  here ; 

That  hulk  which  labours  in  the  deadly  swell. 
This  rueful  sky,  this  pageantry  of  fear ! 

And  this  huge  castle,  standing  here  sublime, 

1  love  to  see  the  look  with  which  it  braves. 
Cased  in  the  unfeeling  armour  of  old  time, 

The  lightning,  the  fierce  wind,  and  trampling  waves. 

Farewell,  farewell  the  heart  that  lives  alone. 
Housed  in  a  dream,  at  distance  from  the  kind ! 
Such  happiness,  wherever  it  be  known. 
Is  to  be  pitied ;  for  'tis  surely  blind. 

But  welcome  fortitude,  and  patient  cheer. 
And  frequent  sights  of  what  is  to  be  borne ! 
Such  sights,  or  worse,  as  are  before  me  here. — 
Not  without  hope  we  suffer  and  we  mourn. 
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TO  THE  DAISY 

Sweet  flower !  belike  one  day  to  have 
A  place  upon  thy  poet's  grave, 
I  welcome  thee  once  more : 
But  he,  who  was  on  land,  at  sea, 
My  brother,  too,  in  loving  thee. 
Although  he  loved  more  silently. 
Sleeps  by  his  native  shore. 

Ah !  hopeful,  hopeful  was  the  day 

When  to  that  ship  he  bent  his  way, 

To  govern  and  to  guide : 

His  wish  was  gained :  a  little  time 

Would  bring  him  back  in  manhood's  prime 

And  free  for  life,  these  hills  to  climb. 

With  all  his  wants  supplied. 

And  full  of  hope  day  followed  day 

While  that  stout  ship  at  anchor  lay 

Beside  the  shores  of  Wight ; 

The  May  had  then  made  all  things  green ; 

And,  floating  there,  in  pomp  serene, 

That  ship  was  goodly  to  be  seen, 

His  pride  and  his  delight ! 

Yet  then,  when  called  ashore,  he  sought 
The  tender  peace  of  rural  thought : 
In  more  than  happy  mood 
To  your  abodes,  bright  daisy  flowers  ! 
He  then  would  steal  at  leisure  hours. 
And  loved  you  glittering  in  your  bowers, 
A  starry  multitude. 

But  hark  the  word  !  the  ship  is  gone ; 
From  her  long  course  returns  :  anon 
Sets  sail :  in  season  due, 
Once  more  on  English  earth  they  stand : 
But,  when  a  third  time  from  the  land 
They  parted,  sorrow  was  at  hand 
For  him  and  for  his  crew. 
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Ill-fated  vessel !  ghastly  shock  ! 

At  length  delivered  from  the  rock, 

The  deep  she  hath  regained ; 

And  through  the  stormy  night  they  steer ; 

Labouring  for  life,  in  hope  and  fear, 

To  reach  a  safer  shore,  how  near, 

Yet  not  to  be  attained ! 

"  Silence  ! "  the  brave  commander  cried ; 
To  that  calm  word  a  shriek  replied, 
It  was  the  last  death-shriek. 
A  few  (my  soul  oft  sees  that  sight) 
Survive  upon  the  tall  mast's  height ; 
But  one  dear  remnant  of  the  night — 
For  him  in  vain  I  seek. 

Six  weeks  beneath  the  moving  sea 

He  lay  in  slumber  quietly ; 

Unforced  by  wind  or  wave 

To  quit  the  ship  for  which  he  died, 

(All  claims  of  duty  satisfied ;) 

And  there  they  found  him  at  her  side ; 

And  bore  him  to  the  grave. 

Vain  service !  yet  not  vainly  done 
For  this,  if  other  end  were  none, 
That  he,  who  had  been  cast 
Upon  a  way  of  life  unmeet 
For  such  a  gentle  soul  and  sweet. 
Should  find  an  undisturbed  retreat 
Near  what  he  loved,  at  last. 

That  neighbourhood  of  grove  and  field 

To  him  a  resting-place  should  yield, 

A  meek  man  and  a  brave  ! 

The  birds  shall  sing  and  ocean  make 

A  mournful  murmur  for  his  sake  \ 

And  thou,  sweet  flower,  shalt  sleep  and  wake 

Upon  his  senseless  grave. 
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ELEGIAC  VERSES, 

IN  MEMORY  OF  MY   BROTHER,  JOHN  WORDSWORTH, 

Commander  of  the  E.  I.  Company's  ship,  the  Earl  of  Aber- 
gavenny, in  which  he  perished  by  calamitous  shipwreck,  Feb. 
6th,  1805.  Composed  near  the  mountain  track,  that  leads 
from  Grasmere  through  Grisdale  Hawes,  where  it  descends 
towards  Patterdale. 

The  sheep-boy  whistled  loud,  and  lo  ! 
That  instant,  startled  by  the  shock, 
The  buzzard  mounted  from  the  rock 
Deliberate  and  slow : 
Lord  of  the  air,  he  took  his  flight ; 
Oh  !  could  he  on  that  woeful  night 
Have  lent  his  wing,  my  brother  dear. 
For  one  poor  moment's  space  to  thee, 
And  all  who  struggled  with  the  sea, 
When  safety  was  so  near. 

Thus  in  the  weakness  of  my  heart 

I  spoke  (but  let  that  pang  be  still) 

When  rising  from  the  rock  at  will, 

I  saw  the  bird  depart 

And  let  me  calmly  bless  the  power 

That  meets  me  in  this  unknown  flower, 

Affecting  type  of  him  I  mourn  ! 

With  calmness  suff*er  and  believe, 

And  grieve,  and  know  that  I  must  grieve. 

Not  cheerless,  though  forlorn. 

Here  did  we  stop ;  and  here  looked  round 

While  each  into  himself  descends. 

For  that  last  thought  of  parting  friends 

That  is  not  to  be  found. 

Hidden  was  Grasmere  vale  from  sight, 

Our  home  and  his,  his  heart's  delight, 

His  quiet  heart's  selected  home. 

But  time  before  him  melts  away, 

And  he  hath  feeling  of  a  day 

Of  blessedness  to  come. 
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Full  soon  in  sorrow  did  I  weep, 

Taught  that  the  mutual  hope  was  dust, 

In  sorrow,  but  for  higher  trust, 

How  miserably  deep ! 

All  vanished  in  a  single  word, 

A  breath,  a  sound,  and  scarcely  heard. 

Sea,  ship,  drowned,  shipwreck,  so  it  came, 

The. meek,  the  brave,  the  good,  was  gone; 

He  who  had  been  our  living  John 

Was  nothing  but  a  name. 

That  was  indeed  a  parting !  oh, 

Glad  am  I,  glad  that  it  is  past ; 

For  there  were  some  on  whom  it  cast 

Unutterable  woe. 

But  they  as  well  as  I  have  gains ; 

From  many  a  humble  source,  to  pains 

Like  these,  there  comes  a  mild  release ; 

Even  here  I  feel  it,  even  this  plant 

Is  in  its  beauty  ministrant 

To  comfort  and  to  peace. 

He  would  have  loved  thy  modest  grace. 

Meek  flower !     To  him  I  would  have  said, 

"  It  grows  upon  its  native  bed 

Beside  our  parting-place ; 

There,  cleaving  to  the  ground,  it  lies 

With  multitude  of  purple  eyes, 

Spangling  a  cushion  green  like  moss ; 

But  we  will  see  it,  joyful  tide ! 

Some  day,  to  see  it  in  its  pride, 

The  mountain  will  we  cross." 

Brother  and  friend,  if  verse  of  mine 

Have  power  to  make  thy  virtues  known. 

Here  let  a  monumental  stone 

Stand,  sacred  as  a  shrine ; 

And  to  the  few  who  pass  this  way. 

Traveller  or  shepherd,  let  it  say. 
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Long  as  these  mighty  rocks  endure, — 
Oh  do  not  thou  too  fondly  brood, 
Although  deserving  of  all  good, 
On  any  earthly  hope,  however  pure  !  ^ 

SONNET 

Why  should  we  weep  or  mourn,  angelic  boy, 

For  such  thou  wert  ere  from  our  sight  removed, 

Holy,  and  ever  dutiful,  beloved 

From  day  to  day  with  never-ceasing  joy. 

And  hopes  as  dear  as  could  the  heart  employ 

In  aught  to  earth  pertaining  ?     Death  has  proved 

His  might,  nor  less  his  mercy,  as  behoved 

Death  conscious  that  he  only  could  destroy 

The  bodily  frame.     That  beauty  is  laid  low 

To  moulder  in  a  far-off  field  of  Rome ; 

But  Heaven  is  now,  blest  child,  thy  spirit^s  home : 

When  such  divine  communion,  which  we  know. 

Is  felt,  thy  Roman  burial-place  will  be 

Surely  a  sweet  remembrancer  of  thee. 


LINES     . 

Composed  at  Grasmere,  during  a  walk  one  evening,  after  a 
stormy  day,  the  author  having  just  read  in  a  newspaper  that  the 
dissolution  of  Mr.  Fox  was  hourly  expected. 

Loud  is  the  vale  !  the  voice  is  up 

With  which  she  speaks  when  storms  are  gone, 

A  mighty  unison  of  streams  ! 

Of  all  her  voices,  one  ! 

Loud  is  the  vale ;  this  inland  depth 
In  peace  is  roaring  like  the  sea ; 
Yon  star  upon  the  mountain-top 
Is  listening  quietly. 

^  The  plant  alluded  to  is  the  Moss  Campion  (Silene  acaulis,  of 
Linnaeus).  See  among  the  Poems  on  the  "  Naming  of  Places," 
No.  vi. 
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Sad  was  I,  even  to  pain  deprest, 
Importunate  and  heavy  load  !  ^ 
The  comforter  hath  found  me  here, 
Upon  this  lonely  road ; 

And  many  thousands  now  are  sad, 
Wait  the  fulfilment  of  their  fear ; 
For  he  must  die  who  is  their  stay. 
Their  glory  disappear. 

A  power  is  passing  from  the  earth 
To  breathless  Nature's  dark  abyss ; 
But  when  the  great  and  good  depart 
What  is  it  more  than  this, 

That  man,  who  is  from  God  sent  forth. 
Doth  yet  again  to  God  return  ? 
Such  ebb  and  flow  must  ever  be. 
Then  wherefore  should  we  mourn  ? 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS 

(addressed  to  sir  g.  h.  b.  upon  the  death  of 
HIS  sister-in-law) 

We  pay  a  high  and  holy  debt ; 
No  tears  of  passionate  regret 
Shall  stain  this  votive  lay ; 
Ill-worthy,  Beaumont !  were  the  grief 
That  flings  itself  on  wild  relief 
When  saints  have  passed  away. 

Was  ever  spirit  that  could  bend 
So  graciously  ?  that  could  descend, 
Another's  need  to  suit. 
So  promptly  from  her  lofty  throne  ? — 
In  works  of  love,  in  these  alone, 
How  restless,  how  minute ! 

^  Iraportuna  e  grave  salma.  — Michael  Angelo. 


506  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 


But  hushed  be  every  thought  that  springs 
From  out  the  bitterness  of  things ; 
Her  quiet  is  secure ; 
No  thorns  can  pierce  her  tender  feet, 
Whose  life  was,  like  the  violet,  sweet. 
As  climbing  jasmine,  pure. 

Thou  takest  not  away,  O  Death 
Thou  strikest,  absence  perisheth, 
Indifference  is  no  more  ; 
The  future  brightens  on  our  sight ; 
For  on  the  past  hath  fallen  a  light 
That  tempts  us  to  adore. 


WRITTEN  AFTER  THE  DEATH  OF  i 

CHARLES  LAMB  j 

! 
To  a  good  man  of  most  dear  memory 
This  stone  is  sacred.     Here  he  lies  apart 
From  the  great  city  where  he  first  drew  breath. 
Was  reared  and  taught;  and  humbly  earned  his  bread, 
To  the  strict  labours  of  the  merchant's  desk 
By  duty  chained.     Not  seldom  did  those  tasks 
Tease,  and  the  thought  of  time  so  spent  depress. 
His  spirit,  but  the  recompense  was  high ; 
Firm  independence,  bounty's  rightful  sire ; 
Affections,  warm  as  sunshine,  free  as  air ; 
And  when  the  precious  hours  of  leisure  came. 
Knowledge  and  wisdom,  gained  from  converse  sweet 
With  books,  or  while  he  ranged  the  crowded  streets 
With  a  keen  eye,  and  overflowing  heart : 
So  genius  triumphed  over  seeming  wrong. 
And  poured  out  truth  in  works  by  thoughtful  love 
Inspired,  works  potent  over  smiles  and  tears. 
And  as  round  mountain-tops  the  lightning  plays, 
Thus  innocently  sported,  breaking  forth 
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As  from  a  cloud  of  some  grave  sympathy, 

Humour  and  wild  instinctive  wit,  and  all 

The  vivid  flashes  of  his  spoken  words. 

From  the  most  gentle  creature  nursed  in  fields 

Had  been  derived  the  name  he  bore,  a  name, 

Wherever  Christian  altars  have  been  raised. 

Hallowed  to  meekness  and  to  innocence ; 

And  if  in  him  meekness  at  times  gave  way, 

Provoked  out  of  herself  by  troubles  strange. 

Many  and  strange,  that  hung  about  his  iSe ; 

Still,  at  the  centre  of  his  being,  lodged 

A  soul  by  resignation  sanctified : 

And  if  too  often,  self-reproached,  he  felt 

That  innocence  belongs  not  to  our  kind, 

A  power  that  never  ceased  to  abide  in  him, 

Charity,  'mid  the  multitude  of  sins 

That  she  can  cover,  left  not  his  exposed* 

To  an  unforgiving  judgment  from  just  Heaven. 

0,  he  was  good,  if  e'er  a  good  man  lived ! 

From  a  reflecting  mind  and  sorrowing  heart 

Those  simple  lines  flowed  with  an  earnest  wish. 

Though  but  a  doubting  hope,  that  they  might  serve 

Fitly  to  guard  the  precious  dust  of  him 

Whose  virtues  called  them  forth.    That  aim  is  missed ; 

For  much  that  truth  most  urgently  required 

Had  from  a  faltering  pen  been  asked  in  vain : 

Yet,  haply,  on  the  printed  page  received, 

The  imperfect  record,  there,  may  stand  unblamed 

As  long  as  verse  of  mine  shall  breathe  the  air 

Of  memory,  or  see  the  light  of  love. 

Thou  wert  a  scomer  of  the  fields,  my  friend, 
But  more  in  show  than  truth ;  and  from  the  fields, 
And  from  the  mountains,  to  thy  rural  grave 
Transported,  my  soothed  spirit  hovers  o'er 
Its  green  untrodden  turf,  and  blowing  flowers ; 
And  taking  up  a  voice  shall  speak  (tho*  still 
Awed  by  the  theme's  peculiar  sanctity  ^ 
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Which  words  less  free  presumed  not  even  to  touch) 
Of  that  fraternal  love,  whose  heaven-lit  lamp 
From  infancy,  through  manhood,  to  the  last 
Of  threescore  years,  and  to  thy  latest  hour. 
Burnt  on  with  ever-strengthening  light,  enshrined 
Within  thy  bosom. 

"  Wonderful "  hath  been 
The  love  established  between  man  and  man, 
"  Passing  the  love  of  women  "  ;  and  between 
Man  and  his  help-  mate  in  fast  wedlock  joined 
Through  God,  is  raised  a  spirit  and  soul  of  love 
Without  whose  blissful  influence  paradise 
Had  been  no  paradise ;  and  earth  were  now 
A  waste  where  creatures  bearing  human  form. 
Direst  of  savage  beasts,  would  roam  in  fear, 
Joyless  and  comfortless.     Our  days  glide  on ; 
And  let  him  grieve  who  cannot  choose  but  grieve 
That  he  hath  been  an  elm  without  his  vine, 
And  her  bright  dower  of  clustering  charities. 
That,  round  his  trunk  and  branches,  might  have  clung 
Enriching  and  adorning.     Unto  thee. 
Not  so  enriched,  not  so  adorned,  to  thee 
Was  given  (say  rather  thou  of  later  birth 
Wert  given  to  her)  a  sister,  'tis  a  w^ord 
Timidly  uttered,  for  she  lives^  the  meek. 
The  self-restraining,  and  the  ever-kind ; 
In  whom  thy  reason  and  intelligent  heart 
Found,  for  all  interests,  hopes,  and  tender  cares. 
All  softening,  humanising,  hallowing  powers. 
Whether  withheld,  or  for  her  sake  unsought — 
More  than  sufficient  recompense  ! 

Her  love 
(What  weakness  prompts  the  voice  to  tell  it  here  ?) 
Was  as  the  love  of  mothers ;  and  when  years, 
Lifting  the  boy  to  man's  estate,  had  called 
The  long-protected  to  assume  the  part 
Of  a  protector,  the  first  filial  tie 
Was  undissolved ;  and,  in  or  out  of  sight. 
Remained  imperishably  interwoven 
With  life  itself.     Thus,  'mid  a  shifting  world. 
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T(^etber  szood  nicy  zz  zhm 

And  seascTLS  ciS^resce.  a  d::i'r  le  tree 

With  two  coZareral  steers  Svrzr^  from  or.^  tvxx  : 

Such  woe  ihcT,  scch  ihro'  life  iber  «r-^-  «.*  iui\^  *:<t:r 

In  union,  in  parthi'in  cnly  such : 

Otherwise  -arrcTight  the  wCI  ot  the  Mc^  Hi^h ; 

Yet,  thro"  all  visitadoDS  and  all  rrials;, 

Still  they  were  faithful :  like  two  vessels  launched 

From  the  same  beach  one  ooean  to  explore 

With  mntnal  help,  and  sailing,  to  their  league 

True,  as  inexorable  winds,  or  bars 

Floating  or  fixed  of  polar  ice,  allow. 

But  turn  we  rather,  let  my  spirit  turn 
With  thine,  O  silent  and  in\-isible  friend  I 
To  those  dear  intervals,  nor  rare  nor  brief, 
When  reunited,  and  by  choice  withdrawn 
From  miscellaneous  converse,  ye  were  taught 
That  the  remembrance  of  foregone  distress, 
And  the  worse  fear  of  future  ill  (which  oft 
Doth  hang  around  it,  as  a  sickly  child 
Upon  its  mother)  may  be  both  alike 
Disarmed  of  power  to  unsettle  present  good 
So  prized,  and  things  inward  and  outward  held 
In  such  an  even  b^ance,  that  the  heart 
Acknowledges  God's  grace,  his  mercy  feels, 
And  in  its  depth  of  gratitude  is  still. 

0  gift  divine  of  quiet  sequestration  ! 
The  hermit,  exercised  in  prayer  and  praise, 
And  feeding  daily  on  the  hope  of  heaven, 
Is  happy  in  his  vow,  and  fondly  cleaves 
To  life-long  singleness ;  but  happier  far 
Was  to  your  souls,  and,  to  the  thoughts  of  others, 
A  thousand  times  more  beautiful  appeared, 
Your  dua/  loneliness.     The  sacred  tie 
Is  broken,  to  become  more  sacred  still. 
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EXTEMPORE  EFFUSION  UPON  THE 
DEATH  OF  JAMES  HOGG 

When  first,  descending  from  the  moorlands, 

I  saw  the  stream  of  Yarrow  glide 

Along  a  bare  and  open  valley. 

The  Ettrick  Shepherd  was  my  guide. 

When  last  along  its  banks  I  wandered, 
Through  groves  that  had  begun  to  shed 
Their  golden  leaves  upon  the  pathways. 
My  steps  the  Border-minstrel  led. 

The  mighty  minstrel  breathes  no  longer, 
'Mid  mouldering  ruins  low  he  lies ; 
And  death  upon  the  braes  of  Yarrow, 
Has  closed  the  shepherd-poet's  eyes  ; 

Nor  has  the  rolling  year  twice  measured, 
From  sign  to  sign,  its  steadfast  course, 
Since  every  mortal  power  of  Coleridge 
Was  frozen  at  its  marvellous  source ; 

The  rapt  one,  of  the  godlike  forehead, 
The  heaven-eyed  creature  sleeps  in  earth : 
And  Lamb,  the  frolic  and  the  gentle, 
•  Has  vanished  from  his  lonely  hearth. 

Like  clouds  that  rake  the  mountain-summits, 
Or  waves  that  own  no  curbing  hand, 
How  fast  has  brother  followed  brother. 
From  sunshine  to  the  sunless  land ! 

Yet  I,  whose  lids  from  infant  slumber 
Were  earlier  raised,  remain  to  hear 
A  timid  voice,  that  asks  in  whispers, 
"  Who  next  will  drop  and  disappear  ?  " 


EPITAPHS  AND  ELEGIAC  PIECES  S  I  I 

Our  haughty  life  is  crowned  with  darkness, 
Like  London  with  its  own  black  wreath, 
On  which  with  thee,  O  Crabbe !  forthlooking, 
I  gazed  from  Hampstead's  breezy  heath. 

As  if  but  yesterday  departed, 
Thou  too  art  gone  before ;  but  why. 
O'er  ripe  fruit,  seasonably  gathered, 
Should  frail  survivors  heave  a  sigh  ? 

Mourn  rather  for  that  holy  spirit. 
Sweet  as  the  spring,  as  ocean  deep ; 
For  her  who,  ere  her  summer  faded. 
Has  sunk  into  a  breathless  sleep. 

No  more  of  old  romantic  sorrows. 

For  slaughtered  youth  or  love-lorn  maid  ! 

With  sharper  grief  is  Yarrow  smitten. 

And  Ettrick  mourns  with  her  their  poet  dead 
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FOR  A   MONUMENT   IN   CROSTHWAITE   CHURCH, 
IN   THE   VALE   OF    KESWICK 

Ye  vales  and  hills  whose  beauty  hither  drew 

The  poet's  steps,  and  fixed  him  here,  on  you 

His  eyes  have  closed  !     And  ye,  lov'd  books,  no  more 

Shall  Southey  feed  upon  your  precious  lore, 

To  works  that  ne'er  shall  forfeit  their  renown. 

Adding  immortal  labours  of  his  own — 

Whether  he  traced  historic  truth,  with  zeal 

For  the  state's  guidance,  or  the  church's  weal, 

Or  fancy,  disciplined  by  studious  art, 

Inform'd  his  pen,  or  wisdom  of  the  heart. 

Or  judgments  sanctioned  in  the  patriot's  mind 

By  reverence  for  the  rights  of  all  mankind. 

Wide  were  his  aims,  yet  in  no  human  breast 

Could  private  feelings  meet  for  holier  rest. 
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His  joys,  his  griefs,  have  vanished  like  a  cloud 
From  Skiddaw's  top ;  but  he  to  heaven  was  vowed 
Through  his  industrious  life,  and  Christian  faith 
Calmed  in  his  soul  the  fear  of  change  and  death. 


ODE 

INTIMATIONS    OF    IMMORTALITY   FROM    RECOLLECTIONS 
OF   EARLY    CHILDHOOD 

The  child  is  father  of  the  man  ; 
And  I  could  wish  my  days  to  be 
Bound  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. 

There  was  a  time  when  meadow,  grove,  and  stream, 
The  earth,  and  every  common  sight. 
To  me  did  seem 
Apparelled  in  celestial  light, 
The  glory  and  the  freshness  of  a  dream. 
It  is  not  now  as  it  hath  been  of  yore ; — 
Turn  wheresoever  I  may, 
By  night  or  day, 
The  things  which  I  have  seen  I  now  can  see  no  more. 

The  rainbow  comes  and  goes. 
And  lovely  is  the  rose, 
The  moon  doth  with  delight 
Look  round  her  when  the  heavens  are  bare. 
Waters  on  a  starry  night 
Are  beautiful  and  fair ; 
The  sunshine  is  a  glorious  birth : 
But  yet  I  know,  where'er  I  go, 
That  there  hath  past  away  a  glory  from  the  earth. 

Now,  while  the  birds  thus  sing  a  joyous  song, 
And  while  the  young  lambs  bound 

As  to  the  tabor's  sound. 
To  me  alone  there  came  a  thought  of  grief :  ] 
A  timely  utterance  gave  that  thought  relief,  j 

And  I  again  am  strong :  / 
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The  cataracts  blow  their  trumpets  from  the  steep ; 
No  more  shall  grief  of  mine  the  season  wrong ; 
I  hear  the  echoes  through  the  mountains  throng, 
The  Winds  come  to  me  from  the  fields  of  sleep, 
And  all  the  earth  is  gay; 
Land  and  sea 
Give  themselves  up  to  jollity. 
And  with  the  heart  of  May 
Doth  every  beast  keep  holiday ; — 
Thou  child  of  joy, 
Shout  round  me,  let  me  hear  thy  shouts,  thou  happy 
shepherd-boy ! 

Ye  blessed  creatures,  I  have  heard  the  call 

Ye  to  each  other  make ;  I  see 
The  heavens  laugh  with  you  in  your  jubilee ; 
My  heart  is  at  your  festival, 
My  head  hath  its  coronal. 
The  fulness  of  your  bliss,  I  feel,  I  feel  it  all. 
Oh  evil  day  !  if  I  were  sullen 
While  earth  herself  is  adorning, 

This  sweet  May-morning, 
And  the  children  are  culling 

On  every  side. 
In  a  thousand  valleys  far  and  wide. 
Fresh  flowers ;  while  the  sun  shines  warm, 
And  the  babe  leaps  up  on  his  mother's  arm : 
I  hear,  I  hear,  with  joy  I  hear ! 
But  there's  a  tree,  of  many,  one, 
A  single  Field  which  I  have  looked  upon, 
Both  of  them  speak  of  something  that  is  gone : 
The  pansy  at  my  feet 
Doth  the  same  tale  repeat : 
Whither  is  fled  the  visionary  gleam  ? 
Where  is  it  now,  the  glory  and  the  dream  ? 

Our  birth  is  but  a  sleep  and  a  forgetting : 
The  soul  that  rises  with  us,  our  life's  star, 
Hath  had  elsewhere  its  setting, 
And  cometh  from  afar : 


S  14  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

Not  in  entire  forgetfulness, 

And  not  in  utter  nakedness, 
But  trailing  clouds  of  glory  do  we  come 

From  God,  who  is  our  home : 
Heaven  lies  about  us  in  our  infancy ! 
Shades  of  the  prison-house  begin  to  close 

Upon  the  growing  boy, 
But  he  beholds  the  light,  and  whence  it  flows, 

He  sees  it  in  his  joy ; 
The  youth,  who  daily  farther  from  the  east 

Must  travel,  still  is  Nature's  priest. 

And  by  the  vision  splendid 

Is  on  his  way  attended ; 
At  length  the  man  perceives  it  die  away. 
And  fade  into  the  light  of  common  day. 

Earth  fills  her  lap  with  pleasures  of  her  own ; 

Yearnings  she  hath  in  her  own  natural  kind, 

And,  even  with  something  of  a  mother's  mind, 
And  no  unworthy  aim. 
The  homely  nurse  doth  all  she  can 

To  make  her  foster-child,  her  inmate  man. 
Forget  the  glories  he  hath  known. 

And  that  imperial  palace  whence  he  came. 

Behold  the  child  among  his  new-born  blisses, 
A  six  years'  darling  of  a  pigmy  size  ! 
See,  where  'mid  work  of  his  own  hand  he  lies, 
Fretted  by  sallies  of  his  mother's  kisses. 
With  light  upon  him  from  his  father^s  eyes ! 
See,  at  his  feet,  some  little  plan  or  chart, 
Some  fragment  from  his  dream  of  human  life, 
Shaped  by  himself  with  newly-learned  art ; 

A  wedding  or  a  festival, 

A  mourning  or  a  funeral ; 
And  this  hath  now  his  heart, 

And  unto  this  he  frames  his  song : 
Then  will  he  fit  his  tongue 
To  dialogues  of  business,  love,  or  strife ; 
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But  it  will  not  be  long 

Ere  this  be  thrown  aside, 

And  with  new  joy  and  pride 
The  little  actor  cons  another  part ; 
Filling  from  time  to  time  his  "  humorous  stage  " 
With  all  the  persons,  down  to  palsied  age, 
That  life  brings  with  her  in  her  equipage ; 

As  if  his  whole  vocation 

Were  endless  imitation. 

Thou,  whose  exterior  semblance  doth  belie 

Thy  soul's  immensity ; 
Thou  best  philosopher,  who  yet  dost  keep 
Thy  heritage,  thou  eye  among  the  blind, 
That,  deaf  and  silent,  read'st  the  eternal  deep, 
Haunted  for  ever  by  the  eternal  mind. 

Mighty  prophet !  seer  blest ! 

On  whom  those  truths  do  rest, 
Which  we  are  toiling  all  our  lives  to  find, 
In  darkness  lost,  the  darkness  of  the  grave ; 
Thou,  over  whom  thy  immortality 
Broods  like  the  day,  a  master  o'er  a  slave, 
A  Presence  which  is  not  to  be  put  by ; 

To  whom  the  grave 
Is  but  a  lonely  bed  without  the  sense  or  sight 

Of  day  or  the  warm  light, 
A  place  of  thought  where  we  in  waiting  lie ; 
Thou  little  child,  yet  glorious  in  the  might 
Of  heaven-bom  freedom  on  thy  being's  height. 
Why  with  such  earnest  pains  dost  thou  provoke 
The  years  to  bring  the  inevitable  yoke, 
Thus  blindly  with  thy  blessedness  at  strife  ? 
Full  soon  thy  soul  shall  have  her  earthly  freight, 
And  custom  lie  upon  thee  with  a  weight, 
Heavy  as  frost,  and  deep  almost  as  life ! 

O  joy !  that  in  our  embers 
Is  something  that  doth  live, 
That  nature  yet  remembers 
What  was  so  fugitive  ! 
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The  thought  of  our  past  years  in  me  doth  breed 
Perpetual  benediction  :  not  indeed 
For  that  which  is  most  worthy  to  be  blest ; 
Delight  and  liberty,  the  simple  creed 
Of  childhood,  whether  busy  or  at  rest, 
With  new-fledged  hope  still  fluttering  in  his  breast  :— 
Not  for  these  I  raise 
The  song  of  thanks  and  praise ; 
But  for  those  obstinate  questionings 
Of  sense  and  outward  things, 
Fallings  from  us,  vanishings ; 
Blank  misgivings  of  a  creature 
Moving  about  in  worlds  not  realised. 
High  instincts  before  which  our  mortal  nature 
Did  tremble  like  a  guilty  thing  surprised : 
But  for  those  first  affections, 
Those  shadowy  recollections, 
Which,  be  they  what  they  may. 
Are  yet  the  fountain-light  of  all  our  day, 
Are  yet  a  master-light  of  all  our  seeing ; 

Uphold  us,  cherish,  and  have  power  to  make 
Our  noisy  years  seem  moments  in  the  being 
Of  the  eternal  silence  :  truths  that  wake. 

To  perish  never : 
Which  neither  listlessness,  nor  mad  endeavour. 

Nor  man  nor  boy, 
Nor  all  that  is  at  enmity  with  joy, 
Can  utterly  abolish  or  destroy ! 

Hence  in  a  season  of  calm  weather 
Though  inland  far  we  be, 
Our  souls  have  sight  of  that  immortal  sea 
Which  brought  us  hither. 
Can  in  a  moment  travel  thither. 
And  see  the  children  sport  upon  the  shore, 
And  hear  the  mighty  waters  rolling  evermore. 

Then  sing,  ye  birds,  sing,  sing  a  joyous  song ! 

And  let  the  young  lambs  bound 

As  to  the  tabor's  sound  ! 
We  in  thought  will  join  your  throng, 
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Ye  that  pipe  and  ye  that  play, 

Ye  that  through  your  hearts  to-day 

Feel  the  gladness  of  the  May  ! 

What  though  the  radiance  which  was  once  so  bright 

Be  now  for  ever  taken  from  my  sight, 

Though  nothing  can  bring  back  the  hour 

Of  splendour  in  the  grass,  of  glory  in  the  flower ; 
We  will  grieve  not,  rather  find 
Strength  in  what  remains  behind ; 
In  the  primal  sympathy 
Which  having  been  must  ever  be ; 
In  the  soothing  thoughts  that  spring 
Out  of  human  suffering ; 
In  the  faith  that  looks  through  death, 

In  years  that  bring  the  philosophic  mind 

And  O,  ye  fountains,  meadows,  hills,  and  groves, 
Forebode  not  any  severing  of  our  loves  ! 
Yet  in  my  heart  of  hearts  I  feel  your  might ; 
I  only  have  relinquished  one  delight 
To  live  beneath  your  more  habitual  sway. 
I  love  the  brooks  which  down  their  channels  fret. 
Even  more  than  when  I  tripped  lightly  as  they ; 
The  innocent  brightness  of  a  new-born  day 

Is  lovely  yet ; 
The  clouds  that  gather  round  the  setting  sun 
Do  take  a  sober  colouring  from  an  eye 
That  hath  kept  watch  o'er  man's  mortality ; 
Another  race  hath  been,  and  othen  palms  are  won. 
Thanks  to  the  human  heart  by  which  we  live. 
Thanks  to  its  tenderness,  its  joys,  and  fears, 
/To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can  give 
M'houghts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears. 
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THE  PRELUDE 

OR,  GROWTH  OF  A  POET'S  MIND 
AN  AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL  POEM 

BOOK  FIRST 

INTRODUCTION— CHILDHOOD  AND 
^CHOOLTIME 


One,  the  fairest  of  all  rivers,  loved 

To  blend  his  murmurs  with  my  nurse's  song, 

And,  from  his  alder  shades  and  rocky  falls, 

And  from  his  fords  and  shallows,  sent  a  voice 

That  flowed  along  my  dreams  ?    For  this,  didst  thou, 

0  Derwent !  winding  among  grassy  holms 

Where  I  was  looking  on,  a  babe  in  arms, 

Make  ceaseless  music  that  composed  my  thoughts 

To  more  than  infant  softness,  giving  me 

Amid  the  fretful  dwellings  of  mankind 

A  foretaste,  a  dim  earnest,  of  the  calm 

That  Nature  breathes  among  the  hills  and  groves. 

When  he  had  left  the  mountains  and  received 
On  his  smooth  breast  the  shadow  of  those  towers 
That  yet  survive,  a  shattered  monument 
Of  feudal  sway,  the  bright  blue  river  passed 
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Along  the  margin  of  our  terrace  walk ; 

A  tempting  playmate  whom  we  dearly  loved. 

Oh,  many  a  time  have  I,  a  five  years'  child, 

In  a  small  mill-race  severed  from  his  stream, 

Made  one  long  bathing  of  a  summer's  day ; 

Basked  in  the  sun,  and  plunged  and  basked  again 

Alternate,  all  a  summer's  day,  or  scoured 

The  sandy  fields,  leaping  through  flowery  groves 

Of  yellow  ragwort ;  or  when  rock  and  hill, 

The  woods,  and  distant  Skiddaw's  lofty  height, 

Were  bronzed  with  deepest  radiance,  stood  alone 

Beneath  the  sky,  as  if  I  had  been  born 

On  Indian  plains,  and  from  my  mother's  hut 

Had  run  abroad  in  wantonness,  to  sport, 

A  naked  savage,  in  the  thunder  shower. 

Fair  seed-time  had  my  soul,  and  I  grew  up 
Fostered  alike  by  beauty  and  by  fear : 
Much  favoured  in  my  birthplace,  and  no  less 
In  that  beloved  vale  to  which  erelong 
We  were  transplanted,  there  were  we  let  loose 
For  sports  of  wider  range.     Ere  I  had  told 
Ten  birth-days,  when  among  the  mountain-slopes 
Frost,  and  the  breath  of  frosty-wind,  had  snapped 
The  last  autumnal  crocus,  'twas  my  joy 
With  store  of  springes  o'er  my  shoulder  hung 
To  range  the  open  heights  where  woodcocks  run 
Among  the  smooth   green  turf.     Through   half  the 

night, 
Scudding  away  from  snare  to  snare,  I  plied 
That  anxious  visitation ;  moon  and  stars 
Were  shining  o'er  my  head.     I  was  alone. 
And  seemed  to  be  a  trouble  to  the  peace 
That  dwelt  among  them.     Sometimes  it  befell 
In  these  night  wanderings,  that  a  strong  desire 
O'erpowered  my  better  reason,  and  the  bird 
Which  was  the  captive  of  another's  toil 
Became  my  prey ;  and  when  the  deed  was  done 
I  heard  among  the  solitary  hills 
Low  breathings  coming  after  me,  and  sounds 
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Of  undistinguishable  motion,  steps 
Almost  as  silent  as  the  turf  they  trod. 

Nor  less  when  spring   had  warmed  the  cultured 
Vale, 
Moved  we  as  plunderers  where  the  mother-bird 
Had  in  high  places  built  her  lodge ;  though  mean 
Our  object  and  inglorious,  yet  the  end 
Was  not  ignoble.     Oh  !  when  I  have  hung 
Above  the  raven's  nest,  by  knots  of  grass 
And  half-inch  fissures  in  the  slippery  rock 
But  ill-sustained,  and  almost  (so  it  seemed) 
Suspended  by  the  blast  that  blew  amain, 
Shouldering  the  naked  crag,  oh,  at  that  time 
While  on  the  perilous  ridge  I  hung  alone. 
With  what  strange  utterance  did  the  loud  dry  wind 
Blow  through  my  ear !  the  sky  seemed  not  a  sky 
Of  earth,  and  with  what  motion  moved  the  clouds  ! 

Dust  as  we  are,  the  immortal  spirit  grows 
Like  harmony  in  music ;  there  is  a  dark 
Inscrutable  workmanship  that  reconciles 
Discordant  elements,  make  them  cling  together 
In  one  society.     How  strange  that  all 
The  terrors,  pains,  and  early  miseries, 
Regrets,  vexations,  lassitudes  infused 
Within  my  mind,  should  e'er  have  borne  a  part. 
And  that  a  needful  part,  in  making  up 
The  calm  existence  that  is  mine  when  I 
Am  worthy  of  myself !     Praise  to  the  end  ! 
Thanks   to   the    means    which    Nature    deigned    to 

employ ; 
Whether  her  fearless  visitings,  or  those 
That  came  with  soft  alarm,  like  hurtless  light 
Opening  the  peaceful  clouds  ;  or  she  may  use 
Severer  interventions,  ministry 
More  palpable,  as  best  might  suit  her  aim. 

One  summer  evening  (led  by  her)  I  found 
A  little  boat  tied  to  a  willow  tree 
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Within  a  rocky  cave,  its  usual  home. 

Straight  I  unloosed  her  chain,  and  stepping  in 

Pushed  from  the  shore.     It  was  an  act  of  stealth 

And  troubled  pleasure,  nor  without  the  voice 

Of  mountain-echoes  did  my  boat  move  on ; 

Leaving  behind  her  still,  on  either  side, 

Small  circles  glittering  idly  in  the  moon. 

Until  they  melted  all  into  one  track 

Of  sparkling  light.     But  now,  like  one  who  rows, 

Proud  of  his  skill,  to  reach  a  chosen  point 

With  an  unswerving  line,  I  fixed  my  view 

Upon  the  summit  of  a  craggy  ridge. 

The  horizon's  utmost  boundary ;  far  above 

Was  nothing  but  the  stars  and  the  grey  sky. 

She  was  an  elfin  pinnace ;  lustily 

I  dipped  my  oars  into  the  silent  lake. 

And,  as  I  rose  upon  the  stroke,  my  boat 

Went  heaving  through  the  water  like  a  swan 

When,  from  behind  that  craggy  steep  till  then 

The  horizon's  bound,  a  huge  peak,  black  and  huge, 

As  if  with  voluntary  power  instinct 

Upreared  its  head.     I  struck  and  struck  again. 

And  growing  still  in  stature  the  grim  shape 

Towered  up  between  me  and  the  stars,  and  still, 

For  so  it  seemed,  with  purpose  of  its  own 

And  measured  motion  like  a  living  thing, 

Strode  after  me.     With  trembling  oars  I  turned. 

And  through  the  silent  water  stole  my  way 

Back  to  the  covert  of  the  willow  tree ; 

There  in  her  mooring-place  I  left  my  bark, 

And  through  the  meadows  homeward  went,  in  grave 

And  serious  mood  ;  but  after  I  had  seen 

That  spectacle,  for  many  days,  my  brain 

Worked  with  a  dim  and  undetermined  sense 

Of  unknown  modes  of  being ;  o'er  my  thoughts 

There  hung  a  darkness,  call  it  solitude 

Or  blank  desertion.     No  familiar  shapes 

Remained,  no  pleasant  images  of  trees, 

Of  sea  or  sky,  no  colours  of  green  fields  ; 

But  huge  and  mighty  forms,  that  do  not  live 
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like  living  men,  moved  slowly  through  the  mind 
By  day,  and  were  a  trouble  to  my  dreams. 

Wisdom  and  spirit  of  the  universe  ! 
Thou  soul  that  art  the  eternity  of  thought, 
That  givest  to  forms  and  images  a  breath 
And  everlasting  motion,  not  in  vain 
By  day  or  star-light  thus  from  my  first  dawn 
Of  childhood  didst  thou  intertwine  for  me 
The  passions  that  build  up  our  human  soul ; 
Not  with  the  mean  and  vulgar  works  of  man, 
But  with  high  objects  ;  with  enduring  things. 
With  life  and  nature,  purifying  thus 
The  elements  of  feeling  and  of  thought. 
And  sanctifying,  by  such  discipline. 
Both  pain  and  fear,  until  we  recognise 
A  grandeur  in  the  beatings  of  the  heart. 
Nor  was  this  fellowship  vouchsafed  to  me 
With  stinted  kindness.     In  November  days. 
When  vapours  rolling  down  the  valley  made 
A  lonely  scene  more  lonesome,  among  woods, 
At  noon  and  'mid  the  calm  of  summer  nights. 
When,  by  the  margin  of  the  trembling  lake. 
Beneath  the  gloomy  hills  homeward  I  went 
In  solitude,  such  intercourse  was  mine ; 
Mine  was  it  in  the  fields  both  day  and  night, 
And  by  the  waters,  all  the  summer  long. 

And  in  the  frosty  season,  when  the  sun 
Was  set,  and  visible  for  many  a  mile 
The  cottage  windows  blazed  through  twilight  gloom, 
I  heeded  not  their  summons  :  happy  time 
It  was  indeed  for  all  of  us,  for  me 
It  was  a  time  of  rapture  !     Clear  and  loud 
The  village  clock  tolled  six.     I  wheeled  about, 
Proud  and  exulting  like  an  untried  horse 
That  cares  not  for  his  home.     All  shod  with  steel, 
We  hissed  along  the  polished  ice  in  games 
Confederate,  imitative  of  the  chase 
And  woodland  pleasures,  the  resounding  horn. 
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The  pack  loud  chiming,  and  the  hunted  hare. 

So  through  the  darkness  and  the  cold  we  flew, 

And  not  a  voice  was  idle ;  with  the  din 

Smitten,  the  precipices  rang  aloud  ; 

The  leafless  trees  and  every  icy  crag 

Tinkled  like  iron  ;  while  far  distant  hills 

Into  the  tumult  sent  an  alien  sound 

Of  melancholy  not  unnoticed,  while  the  stars 

Eastward  were  sparkling  clear,  and  in  the  west 

The  orange  sky  of  evening  died  away. 

Not  seldom  from  the  uproar  I  retired 

Into  a  silent  bay,  or  sportively 

Glanced  sideway,  leaving  the  tumultuous  throng, 

To  cut  across  the  reflex  of  a  star 

That  fled,  and,  flying  still  before  me,  gleamed 

Upon  the  glassy  plain  ;  and  oftentimes. 

When  we  had  given  our  bodies  to  the  wind, 

And  all  the  shadowy  banks  on  either  side 

Came  sweeping  through  the  darkness,  spinning  still 

The  rapid  line  of  motion,  then  at  once 

Have  I,  reclining  back  upon  my  heels. 

Stopped  short ;  yet  still  the  solitary  cliffs 

Wheeled  by  me,  even  as  if  the  earth  had  rolled 

With  visible  motion  her  diurnal  round  ! 

Behind  me  did  they  stretch  in  solemn  train. 

Feebler  and  feebler,  and  I  stood  and  watched 

Till  all  was  tranquil  as  a  dreamless  sleep. 

Ye  presences  of  Nature  in  the  sky 
And  on  the  earth  !     Ye  visions  of  the  hills  ! 
And  Souls  of  lonely  places  !  can  I  think 
A  vulgar  hope  was  yours  when  ye  employed 
Such  ministry,  when  ye  through  many  a  year 
Haunting  me  thus  among  my  boyish  sports, 
On  caves  and  trees,  upon  the  woods  and  hills, 
Impressed  upon  all  forms  the  characters 
Of  danger  or  desire ;  and  thus  did  make 
The  surface  of  the  universal  earth 
With  triumph  and  delight,  with  hope  and  fear, 
Work  like  a  sea  ? 
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We  were  a  noisy  crew ;  the  sun  in  heaven 
Beheld  not  vales  more  beautiful  than  ours  ; 
Nor  saw  a  band  in  happiness  and  joy 
Richer,  or  worthier  of  the  ground  they  trod. 
I  could  record  with  no  reluctant  voice 
The  woods  of  autumn,  and  their  hazel  bowers 
With  milk-white  clusters  hung ;  the  rod  and  line, 
True  symbol  of  hope's  foolishness,  whose  strong 
And  unreproved  enchantment  led  us  on 
By  rocks  and  pools  shut  out  from,  every  star, 
All  the  green  summer,  to  forlorn  cascades 
Among  the  windings  hid  of  mountain  brooks. 


Nor,  sedulous  as  I  have  been  to  trace 
How  Nature  by  extrinsic  passion  first 
Peopled  the  mind  with  forms  sublime  or  fair, 
And  made  me  love  them,  may  I  here  omit 
How  other  pleasures  have  been  mine,  and  joys 
Of  subtler  origin ;  how  I  have  felt, 
Not  seldom  even  in  that  tempestuous  time, 
Those  hallowed  and  pure  motions  of  the  sense 
Which  seem,  in  their  simplicity,  to  own 
An  intellectual  charm ;  that  calm  delight 
Which,  if  I  err  not,  surely  must  belong 
To  those  first-born  affinities  that  fit 
Our  new  existence  to  existing  things, 
And,  in  our  dawn  of  being,  constitute 
The  bond  of  union  between  life  and  joy. 

Yes,  I  remember  when  the  changeful  earth. 
And  twice  five  summers  on  my  mind  had  stamped 
The  faces  of  the  moving  year,  even  then 
I  held  unconscious  intercourse  with  beauty 
Old  as  creation,  drinking  in  a  pure 
Organic  pleasure  from  the  silver  wreaths 
Of  curling  mist,  or  from  the  level  plain 
Of  waters  coloured  by  impending  clouds. 
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Even  then  I  felt 
Gleams  like  the  flashing  of  a  shield ;  the  earth 
And  common  face  of  Nature  spake  to  me 
Rememberable  things ; 

those  lovely  forms 
And  sweet  sensations  that  throw  back  our  life, 
And  almost  make  remotest  infancy 
A  visible  scene,  on  which  the  sun  is  shining  ? 


BOOK  SECOND 
SCHOOL-TIME  {continued) 


When  summer  ^ame, 
Our  pai^time  was,  on  bright  half-holidays, 
To  sweep  along  the  plain  of  Windern^ere 
With  rival  oars ;  and  the  selected  bourne 
Was  now  an  island  musical  with  birds 
That  sang  and  ceased  not ;  now  a  sister  isle  j 

Beneath  the  oaks'  umbrageous  covert,  sown  | 

With  lilies  of  the  valley  like  a  field ; 
And  now  a  third  small  island,  where  survived 
In  solitude  the  ruins  of  a  shrine 
Once  to  our  Lady  dedicate,  and  served 
Daily  with  chaunted  rites. 

But,  ere  nightfall, 
When  in  our  pinnace  we  returned  at  leisure 
Over  the  shadowy  lake,  and  to  the  beach 
Of  some  small  island  steered  our  course  with  one, 
The  minstrel  of  the  troop,  and  left  him  there, 
And  rowed  off  gently,  while  he  blew  his  flute 
Alone  upon  the  rock,  oh,  then,  the  calm 
And  dead  still  water  lay  upon  my  mind 
Even  with  a  weight  of  pleasure,  and  the  sky, 
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Never  before  so  beautiful,  sank  down 
Into  my  heart,  and  held  me' like  a  dream  ! 
Thus  were  my  sympathies  enlarged,  and  thus 
Daily  the  common  range  of  visible  things 
Grew  dear  to  me :  already  I  began 
To  love  the  sun ;  a  boy  I  loved  the  sun. 
Not  as  I  since  have  loved  him,  as  a  pledge 
And  surety  of  our  earthly  life,  a  light 
Which  we  behold  and  feel  we  are  alive ; 
Nor  for  his  bounty  to  so  many  worlds — 
But  for  this  cause,  that  I  had  seen  him  lay 
His  beauty  on  the  morning  hills,  had  seen 
The  western  mountain  touch  his  setting  orb. 
In  many  a  thoughtless  hour,  when,  from  excess 
Of  happiness,  my  blood  appeared  to  flow 
For  its  own  pleasure,  and  I  breathed  with  joy. 


I  would  walk  alone, 
Under  the  quiet  stars,  and  at  that  time 
Have  felt  whatever  there  is  of  power  in  sound 
To  breathe  an  elevated  mood,  by  form 
Or  image  unprofaned ;  and  I  would  stand. 
If  the  night  blackened  with  a  coming  storm, 
Beneath  some  rock,  listening  to  notes  that  are 
The  ghostly  language  of  the  ancient  earth. 
Or  make  their  dim  abode  in  distant  winds. 
Thence  did  I  drink  the  visionary  power. 


Nor  seldom  did  I  lift  our  cottage  latch 

Far  earlier,  ere  one  smoke-wreath  had  risen 

From  human  dwelling,  or  the  vernal  thrush 

Was  audible ;  and  sate  among  the  woods 

Alone  upon  some  jutting  eminence. 

At  the  first  gleam  of  dawn-light,  when  the  vale, 

Yet  slumbering,  lay  in  utter  solitude. 

How  shall  I  seek  the  origin  ?  where  find 

Faith  in  the  marvellous  things  which  then  I  felt  ? 

Oft  in  these  moments  such  a  holy  calm 
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Would  overspread  my  soul,  that  bodily  eyes 
Were  utterly  forgotten,  and  what  I  saw 
Appeared  like  something  in  myself,  a  dream, 
A  prospect  in  the  mind. 


An  auxiliar  light 
Came  from  my  mind,  which  on  the  setting  sun 
Bestowed  new  splendour ;  the  melodious  birds, 
The  fluttering  breezes,  fountains  that  run  on 
Murmuring  so  sweetly  in  themselves,  obeyed 
A  like  dominion,  and  the  midnight  storm 
Grew  darker  in  the  presence  of  my  eye : 
Hence  my  obeisance,  my  devotion  hence, 
And  hence  my  transport. 


I  at  this  time. 
Saw  blessings  spread  around  me  like  a  sea. 
Thus  while  the  days  flew  by,  and  years  passed  on, 
From  Nature  and  her  overflowing  soul 
I  had  received  so  much,  that  all  my  thoughts 
Were  steeped  in  feeling ;  I  was  only  then 
Contented,  when  with  bliss  ineffable 
I  felt  the  sentiment  of  Being  spread 
O'er  all  that  moves  and  all  that  seemeth  still ; 
O'er  all  that,  lost  beyond  the  reach  of  thought 
And  human  knowledge,  to  the  human  eye 
Invisible,  yet  liveth  to  the  heart ; 
O'er  all  that  leaps  and  runs,  and  shouts  and  sings, 
Or  beats  the  gladsome  air ;  o'er  all  that  glides 
Beneath  the  wave,  yea,  in  the  wave  itself, 
And  mighty  depths  of  water.     Wonder  not 
If  high  the  transport,  great  the  joy  I  felt 
Communing  in  this  sort  through  earth  and  heaven 
With  every  form  of  creature,  as  it  looked 
Towards  the  Uncreated  with  a  countenance 
Of  adoration,  with  an  eye  of  love. 
One  song  they  sang,  and  it  was  audible, 
Most  audible,  then,  when  the  fleshly  ear, 
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O'ercome  by  humblest  prelude  of  that  strain, 
Forgot  her  functions,  and  slept  undisturbed. 

To  speak  of  you,  ye  mountains,  and  ye  lakes 
And  sounding  cataracts,  ye  mists  and  winds 
That  dwell  among  the  hills  where  I  was  born. 
If  in  my  youth  I  have  been  pure  in  heart, 
If,  mingling  with  the  world,  I  am  content 
With  my  own  modest  pleasures,^  and  have  lived 
With  God  and  Nature  communing,  removed 
From  little  enmities  and  low  desires, 
The  gift  is  yours ;  if  in  these  times  of  fear. 

Of  dereliction  and  dismay,  I  yet 

Despair  not  of  our  nature,  but  retain 

A  more  than  Roman  confidence,  a  faith 

That  fails  not,  in  all  sorrow  my  support. 

The  blessing  of  my  life ;  the  gift  is  yours, 

Ye  winds  and  sounding  cataracts !  *tis  yours. 

Ye  mountains  !  thine,  O  Nature  !     Thou  hast  fed 

My  lofty  speculations ;  and  in  thee. 

For  this  uneasy  heart  of  ours,  I  find 

A  never-failing  principle  of  joy 

And  purest  passion. 


BOOK   THIRD 

RESIDENCE  AT  CAMBRIDGE 

It  was  a  dreary  morning  when  the  wheels 
Rolled  over  a  wide  plain  o'erhung  with  clouds. 
And  nothing  cheered  our  way  till  first  we  saw 
The  long-roofed  chapel  of  King's  College  lift 
Turrets  and  pinnacles  in  answering  files, 
Extended  high  above  a  dusky  grove. 
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Near  me  hung  Trinity's  loquacious  clock, 
Who  never  let  the  quarters,  night  or  day. 
Slip  by  him  unproclaimed,  and  told  the  hours 
Twice  over  with  a  male  and  female  voice. 
Her  pealing  organ  was  my  neighbour  too ; 
And  from  my  pillow,  looking  forth  by  light 
Of  moon  or  favouring  stars,  I  could  behold 
The  antechapel  where  the  statue  stood 
Of  Newton  with  his  prism  and  silent  face, 
The  marble  index  of  a  mind  for  ever 
Voyaging  through  strange  seas  of  thought,  alone. 

I  was  disturbed  at  times  by  prudent  thoughts, 

Wishing  to  hope  without  a  hope,  some  fears 

About  my  future  worldly  maintenance, 

And,  more  than  all,  a  strangeness  in  the  mind, 

A  feeling  that  I  was  not  for  that  hour. 

Nor  for  that  place.     But  wherefore  be  cast  down  ? 

Oft  when  the  dazzling  show  no  longer  new 

Had  ceased  to  dazzle,  ofttimes  did  I  quit 

My  comrades,  leave  the  crowd,  buildings  and  groves, 

And  as  I  paced  alone  the  level  fields 

Far  from  those  lovely  sights  and  sounds  sublime 

With  which  I  had  been  conversant,  the  mind 

Drooped  not ;  but  there  into  herself  returning. 

With  prompt  rebound  seemed  fresh  as  heretofore. 

At  least  I  more  distinctly  recognised 

Her  native  instincts :  let  me  dare  to  speak 

A  higher  language,  say  that  now  I  felt 

What  independent  solaces  were  mine, 

To  mitigate  the  injurious  sway  of  place 

Or  circumstance,  how  far  soever  changed 

In  youth,  or  fo  be  changed  in  after  years. 

As  if  awakened,  summoned,  roused,  constrained, 

I  looked  for  universal  things ;  perused 

The  common  countenance  of  earth  and  sky : 

Earth,  nowhere  unembellished  by  some  trace 

Of  that  first  Paradise  whence  man  was  driven ; 
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And  sky,  whose  beauty  and  bounty  are  expressed 

By  the  proud  name  she  bears,  the  name  of  Heaven. 

I  called  on  both  to  teach  me  what  they  might ; 

Or  turning  the  mind  in  upon  herself. 

Pored,    watched,    expected,    listened,    spread    my 
thoughts 

And  spread  them  with  a  wider  creeping  ;  felt 

Incumbencies  more  awful,  visitings 

Of  the  Upholder  of  the  tranquil  soul, 

That  tolerates  the  indignities  of  time. 

And,  from  the  centre  of  eternity 

All  finite  motions  overruling,  lives 

In  glory  immutable.     But  peace  !  enough 

Here  to  record  that  I  was  mounting  now 

To  such  community  with  highest  truth — 

A  track  pursuing,  not  untrod  before. 

From  strict  analogies  by  thought  supplied 

Or  consciousnesses  not  to  be  subdued. 

To  every  natural  form,  rock,  fruit,  or  flower. 

Even  the  loose  stones  that  cover  the  highway, 

I  gave  a  moral  life :  I  saw  them  feel, 

Or  linked  them  to  some  feeling :  the  great  mass 

Lay  bedded  in  a  quickening  soul,  and  all 

That  I  beheld  respired  with  inward  meaning. 

Add  that  whatever  of  terror  or  of  love 

Or  beauty,  Nature's  daily  face  put  on 

From  transitory  passion,  unto  this 

I  was  as  sensitive  as  waters  are 

To  the  sky's  influence  in  a  kindred  mood 

Of  passion ;  was  obedient  as  a  lute 

That  waits  upon  the  touches  of  the  wind. 

Unknown,  unthought  of,  yet  I  was  most  rich — 

I  had  a  world  about  me,  'twas  my  own ; 

I  made  it,  for  it  only  lived  to  me. 

And  to  the  God  who  sees  into  the  heart. 

Such  sympathies,  though  rarely,  were  betrayed 

By  outward  gestures  and  by  visible  looks : 

Some  called  it  madness — so  indeed  it  was. 

If  child-like  fruitfulness  in  passing  joy. 

If  steady  moods  of  thoughtfulness  matured 
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To  inspiration,  sort  with  such  a  name ; 

If  prophecy  be  madness ;  if  things  viewed 

By  poets  in  old  time,  and  higher  up 

By  the  first  men,  earth's  first  inhabitants, 

May  in  these  tutored  days  no  more  be  seen 

With  undisordered  sight.     But  leaving  this, 

It  was  no  madness,  for  the  bodily  eye 

Amid  my  strongest  workings  evermore 

Was  searching  out  the  lines  of  difference 

As  they  lie  hid  in  all  external  forms, 

Near  or  remote,  minute  or  vast ;  an  eye 

Which,  from  a  tree,  a  stone,  a  withered  leaf, 

To  the  broad  ocean  and  the  azure  heavens 

Spangled  with  kindred  multitudes  of  stars. 

Could  find  no  surface  where  its  power  might  sleep ; 

Which  spake  perpetual  logic  to  my  soul. 

And  by  an  unrelenting  agency 

Did  bind  my  feelings  even  as  in  a  chain. 

0  Heavens  !  how  awful  is  the  might  of  souls, 
And  what  they  do  within  themselves  while  yet 
The  yoke  of  earth  is  new  to  them,  the  world 
Nothing  but  a  wild  field  where  they  were  sown. 

Points  have  we  all  of  us  within  our  souls 
Where  all  stand  single ;  this  I  feel,  and  make 
Breathings  for  incommunicable  powers ; 
But  is  not  each  a  memory  to  himself? — 

Imagination  slept, 
And  yet  not  utterly.     I  could  not  print 
Ground  where  the  grass  had  yielded  to  the  steps 
Of  generations  of  illustrious  men. 
Unmoved.     I  could  not  always  lightly  pass 
Through  the  same  gateways,  sleep  where  they  had 
slept. 

Beside  the  pleasant  mill  of  Trompington 

1  laughed  with  Chaucer  in  the  hawthorn  shade ; 
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Heard  him,  while  binis  were  warbhTig,  tell  his  taJes 
Of  amorous  passion.     And  that  gentle  bard, 
Chosen  by  the  muses  for  their  page  of  state, 
Sweet  Spenser,  moving  through  his  clouded  heaven 
Witli  the  moon's  beauty  and  the  moon's  soft  pace, 
I  called  him  brother,  EngHshman,  and  friend ! 
Yea,  our  blind  Poet,  who,  in  his  later  day. 
Stood  almost  angle ;  uttering  odious  truth, 
Darkness  before,  and  danger's  \x>ice  behind, 
Soul  awfal,  if  the  earth  has  ever  lodged 
An  awfal  soul,  I  seemed  to  see  him  here 
Familiarly,  and  in  his  scholar's  dress 
Bounding  before  me,  yet  a  stripling  \x)Uth, 
A  boy,  no  better;  with  his  rosy  cheeks 
Angelical,  keen  eye,  courageous  look, 
And  conscious  step  of  purity  and  pride. 


BOOK  FOURTH 

SUMMER  VACATION 

Bright  was  the  summer's  noon  when  quickening  steps 

Followed  each  other  till  a  dreary  moor 

Was  crossed,  a  bare  ridge  clomb,  upon  whose  top 

Standing  alone,  as  from  a  rampart's  edge, 

I  overlooked  the  bed  of  Windermere, 

Like  a  vast  river,  stretching  in  the  sun. 

With  exultation,  at  my  feet  I  saw 

Lake,  islands,  promontories,  gleaming  bays, 

A  universe  of  Nature's  fairest  forms 

Proudly  revealed  with  instantaneous  burst, 

Magnificent,  and  beautiful,  and  gay. 

I  bounded  down  the  hill  shouting  amain 

For  the  old  ferryman ;  to  the  shout  the  rock 

Replied,  and  when  the  Charon  of  the  flood 

Had  staid  his  oars,  and  touched  the  jutting  pier, 

I  did  not  step  into  the  well-known  boat 
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Without  a  cordial  greeting.     Thence  with  speed 

Up  the  familiar  hill  I  took  my  way 

Towards  that  sweet  valley  ^  where  I  had  been  reared; 

'Twas  but  a  short  hour^s  walk,  ere  veering  round 

I  saw  the  snow-white  church  upon  her  hUl 

Sit  like  a  throned  Lady,  sending  out 

A  gracious  look  all  over  her  domain. 

Yon  azure  smoke  betrays  the  lurking  town ; 

With  eager  footsteps  I  advance  and  reach 

The  cottage  threshold  where  my  journey  closed. 

Glad  welcome  had  I,  with  some  tears,  perhaps. 

From  my  old  dame,  so  kind  and  motherly. 

While  she  perused  me  with  a  parent's  pride. 

The  thoughts  of  gratitude  shall  fall  like  dew 

Upon  thy  grave,  good  creature  !     While  my  heart 

Can  beat  never  will  I  forget  thy  name. 

Heaven's  blessing  be  upon  thee  where  thou  liest 

After  thy  innocent  and  busy  stir 

In  narrow  cares,  thy  little  daily  growth 

Of  calm  enjoyments,  after  eighty  years. 

And  more  than  eighty,  of  untroubled  life. 

Childless,  yet  by  the  strangers  to  thy  blood 

Honoured  with  little  less  than  filial  love. 

What  joy  was  mine  to  see  thee  once  again. 

Thee  and  thy  dwelling,  and  a  crowd  of  things 

About  its  narrow  precincts  all  beloved, 

And  many  of  them  seeming  yet  my  own  ! 

Why  should  I  speak  of  what  a  thousand  hearts 

Have  felt,  and  every  man  alive  can  guess  ? 

The  rooms,  the  court,  the  garden  were  not  left 

Long  unsaluted,  nor  the  sunny  seat 

Round  the  stone  table  under  the  dark  pine. 

Friendly  to  studious  or  to  festive  hours ; 

Nor  that  unruly  child  of  mountain  birth, 

The  famous  brook,  who,  soon  as  he  was  boxed 

Within  our  garden,  found  himself  at  once, 

As  if  by  trick  insidious  and  unkind. 

Stripped  of  his  voice  and  left  to  dimple  down 

^  Hawkshead. 
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(Without  an  effort  and  without  a  will) 
A  channel  paved  by  man's  officious  care. 

The  memory  of  one  particular  hour 

Doth  here  rise  up  against  me.     'Mid  a  throng 

Of  maids  and  youths,  old  men,  and  matrons  staid," 

A  medley  of  all  tempers,  I  had  passed 

The  night  in  dancing,  gaiety,  and  mirth. 

Ere  we  retired, 
The  cock  had  crowed,  and  now  the  eastern  sky 
Was  kindling,  not  unseen,  from  humble  copse 
And  open  field,  through  which  the  pathway  wound, 
And  homeward  led  my  steps.     Magnificent 
The  morning  rose,  in  memorable  pomp, 
Glorious  as  e'er  I  had  beheld ;  in  front. 
The  sea  lay  laughing  at  a  distance ;  near, 
The  solid  mountains  shone,  bright  as  the  clouds. 
Grain-tinctured,  drenched  in  empyrean  light ; 
And  in  the  meadows  and  the  lower  grounds 
Was  all  the  sweetness  of  a  common  dawn — 
Dews,  vapours,  and  the  melody  of  birds. 
And  labourers  going  forth  to  till  the  fields. 
Ah !  need  I  say,  dear  friend  !  that  to  the  brim 
My  heart  was  full ;  I  made  no  vows,  but  vows 
Were  then  made  for  me ;  bond  unknown  to  me 
Was  given,  that  I  should  be,  else  sinning  greatly, 
A  dedicated  spirit.     On  I  walked 
In  thankful  blessedness,  which  yet  survives. 


BOOK   FIFTH 
BOOKS 

A  thought  is  with  me  sometimes,  and  I  say. 
Should  the  whole  frame  of  earth  by  inward  throes 
Be  wrenched,  or  fire  come  down  from  far  to  scorch 
Her  pleasant  habitations,  and  dry  up 
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Old  ocean,  in  his  bed  left  singed  and  bare, 

Yet  would  the  living  presence  still  subsist 

Victorious,  and  composure  would  ensue, 

And  kindlings  like  the  morning,  presage  sure 

Of  day  returning  and  of  life  revived. 

But  all  the  meditations  of  mankind, 

Yea,  all  the  adamantine  holds  of  truth 

By  reason  built,  or  passion,  which  itself 

Is  highest  reason  in  a  soul  sublime ; 

The  consecrated  works  of  bard  and  sage, 

Sensuous  or  intellectual,  wrought  by  men, 

Twin  labourers  and  heirs  of  the  same  hopes  ; 

Where  would  they  be  ?     Oh  !  why  hath  not  the  mind 

Some  element  to  stamp  her  image  on 

In  nature  somewhat  nearer  to  her  own  ? 

Why,  gifted  with  such  powers  to  send  abroad 

Her  spirit,  must  it  lodge  in  shrines  so  frail  ? 


Once  in  the  stillness  of  a  summer's  noon, 

While  I  was  seated  in  a  rocky  cave 

By  the  sea-side,  perusing,  so  it  chanced, 

The  famous  history  of  the  errant  knight 

Recorded  by  Cervantes,  these  same  thoughts 

Beset  me,  and  to  height  unusual  rose, 

While  listlessly  I  sate,  and,  having  closed 

The  book,  had  turned  my  eyes  toward  the  wide  sea. 

On  poetry  and  geometric  truth. 

And  their  high  privilege  of  lasting  life, 

From  all  internal  injury  exempt, 

I  mused  ;  upon  these  chiefly :  and  at  length, 

My  senses  yielding  to  the  sultry  air. 

Sleep  seized  me,  and  I  passed  into  a  dream. 

I  saw  before  me  stretched  a  boundless  plain 

Of  sandy  wilderness,  all  black  and  void, 

And  as  I  looked  around,  distress  and  fear 

Came  creeping  over  me,  when  at  my  side. 

Close  at  my  side,  an  uncouth  shape  appeared 

Upon  a  dromedary,  mounted  high. 

He  seemed  an  Arab  of  the  Bedouin  tribes : 
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A  lance  he  bore,  and  underneath  one  arm 
A  stone,  and  in  the  opposite  hand  a  shell 
Of  a  surpassing  brightness.     At  the  sight 
Much  I  rejoiced,  not  doubting  but  a  guide 
Was  present,  one  who  with  unerring  skill 
Would  through  the  desert  lead  me ;  and  while  yet 
I  looked  and  looked,  self-questioned  what  this  freight 
Which  the  new-comer  carried  through  the  waste 
Could  mean,  the  Arab  told  me  that  the  stone 
(To  give  it  in  the  language  of  the  dream) 
Was  "Euclid's  Elements";  and  "This,"  said  he, 
"  Is  something  of  more  worth  " ;  and  at  the  word 
Stretched  forth  the  shell,  so  beautiful  in  shape. 
In  colour  so  resplendent,  with  command 
That  I  should  hold  it  to  my  ear.     I  did  so, 
And  heard  that  instant  in  an  unknown  tongue, 
Which  yet  I  understood,  articulate  sounds, 
A  loud  prophetic  blast  of  harmony ; 
An  ode,  in  passion  uttered,  which  foretold 
Destruction  to  the  children  of  the  earth 
By  deluge,  now  at  hand.     No  sooner  ceased 
The  song,  than  the  Arab  with  calm  look  declared 
That  all  would  come  to  pass  of  which  the  voice 
Had  given  forewarning,  and  that  he  himself 
Was  going  then  to  bury  those  two  books : 
The  one  that  held  acquaintance  with  the  stars. 
And  wedded  soul  to  soul  in  purest  bond 
Of  reason,  undisturbed  by  space  or  time ; 
The  other  that  was  a  goc^  yea  many  gods. 
Had  voices  more  than  all  the  winds,  with  power 
To  exhilarate  the  spirit,  and  to  soothe, 
Through  every  clime,  the  heart  of  human  kind. 
•  While  this  was  uttering,  strange  as  it  may  seem, 
I  wondered  not,  although  I  plainly  saw 
The  one  to  be  a  stone,  the  other  a  shell ; 
Nor  doubted  once  but  that  they  both  were  books, 
Having  a  perfect  faith  in  all  that  passed. 
Far  stronger,  now,  grew  the  desire  I  felt 
To  cleave  unto  this  man ;  but  when  I  prayed 
To  share  his  enterprise,  he  hurried  on 
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Reckless  of  me :  I  followed,  not  unseen, 

For  oftentimes  he  cast  a  backward  look, 

Grasping  his  twofold  treasure.     Lance  in  rest, 

He  rode,  I  keeping  pace  with  him ;  and  now 

He,  to  my  fancy,  had  become  the  knight 

Whose  tale  Cervantes  tells ;  yet  not  the  knight, 

But  was  an  Arab  of  the  desert  too ; 

Of  these  was  neither,  and  was  both  at  once. 

His  countenance,  meanwhile,  grew  more  disturbed ; 

And,  looking  backwards  when  he  looked,  mine  eyes 

Saw,  over  half  the  wilderness  diffused, 

A  bed  of  glittering  light :  I  asked  the  cause : 

"  It  is,"  said  he,  "  the  waters  of  the  deep 

Gathering  upon  us  " ;  quickening  then  the  pace 

Of  the  unwieldy  creature  he  bestrode, 

He  left  me :  I  called  after  him  aloud ; 

He  heeded  not ;  but  with  his  twofold  charge 

Still  in  his  grasp,  before  me,  full  in  view, 

Went  hurrying  o'er  the  illimitable  waste, 

With  the  fleet  waters  of  a  drowning  world 

In  chase  of  him ;  whereat  I  waked  in  terror. 

And  saw  the  sea  before  me,  and  the  book. 

In  whicn  I  had  been  reading,  at  my  side. 


It  is  just 
That  here,  in  memory  of  all  books  which  lay 
Their  sure  foundations  in  the  heart  of  man, 
Whether  by  native  prose,  or  numerous  verse, 
That  in  the  name  of  all  inspired  souls, 
From  Homer  the  great  thunderer,  from  the  voice 
That  roars  along  the  bed  of  Jewish  song. 
And  that  more  varied  and  elaborate, 
Those  trumpet-tones  of  harmony  that  shake 
Our  shores  in  England,  from  those  loftiest  notes 
Down  to  the  low  and  wren-like  warblings,  made 
For  cottagers  and  spinners  at  the  wheel. 
And  sun-burnt  travellers  resting  their  tired  limbs, 
Stretched  under  wayside  hedge-rows,  ballad  tunes, 
Food  for  the  hungry  ears  of  Httle  ones, 
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And  of  old  men  who  have  survived  their  joys, 

Tis  just  that  in  behalf  of  these,  the  works. 

And  of  the  men  that  framed  them,  whether  known, 

Or  sleeping  nameless  in  their  scattered  graves. 

That  I  should  here  assert  their  rights,  attest 

Their  honours,  and  should,  once  for  all,  pronounce 

Their  benediction  ;  speak  of  them  as  powers 

For  ever  to  be  hallowed ;  only  less, 

For  what  we  are  and  what  we  may  become. 

Than  Nature^s  self,  which  is  the  breath  of  God, 

Or  his  pure  word  by  miracle  revealed. 

Rarely  and  with  reluctance  would  I  stoop 
To  transitory  themes ;  yet  I  rejoice. 
And,  by  these  thoughts  admonished,  will  pour  out 
Thanks  with  uplifted  heart,  that  I  was  reared 
Safe  from  an  evil  which  these  days  have  laid 
Upon  the  children  of  the  land,  a  pest 
That  might  have  dried  me  up,  body  and  soul. 
This  verse  is  dedicate  to  Nature's  self. 
And  things  that  teach  as  Nature  teaches :  then. 
Oh !  where  had  been  the  man,  the  poet  where. 
Where  had  we  been,  we  two,  beloved  friend ! 
If  in  the  season  of  unperilous  choice. 
In  lieu  of  wandering,  as  we  did,  through  vales 
Rich  with  indigenous  produce,  open  ground 
Of  Fancy,  happy  pastures  ranged  at  will. 
We  had  been  followed,  hourly  watched,  and  noosed. 
Each  in  his  several  melancholy  walk 
Stringed  like  a  poor  man's  heifer  at  its  feed. 
Led  through  the  lanes  in  forlorn  servitude ; 
Or  rather  like  a  stalled  ox  debarred 
From  touch  of  growing  grass,  that  may  not  taste 
A  flower  till  it  have  yielded  up  its  sweets 
A  prelibation  to  the  mower's  scythe. 

There  was  a  boy :  ye  knew  him  well,  ye  cliffs 
And  islands  of  Winander  ! — many  a  time 
At  evening,  when  the  earliest  stars  began 
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To  move  along  the  edges  of  the  hills, 

Rising  or  setting,  would  he  stand  alone 

Beneath  the  trees  or  by  the  glimmering  lake, 

And  there,  with  fingers  interwoven,  both  hands 

Pressed  closely  palm  to  palm,  and  to  his  mouth 

Uplifted,  he,  as  through  an  instrument. 

Blew  mimic  hootings  to  the  silent  owls, 

That  they  might  answer  him ;  and  they  would  shout 

Across  the  watery  vale,  and  shout  again. 

Responsive  to  his  call,  with  quivering  peals. 

And  long  halloos  and  screams,  and  echoes  loud, 

Redoubled  and  redoubled,  concourse  wild 

Of  jocund  din ;  and,  when  a  lengthened  pause 

Of  silence  came  and  baffled  his  best  skill, 

Then  sometimes,  in  that  silence  while  he  hung 

Listening,  a  gentle  shock  of  mild  surprise 

Has  carried  far  into  his  heart  the  voice 

Of  mountain  torrents ;  or  the  visible  scene 

Would  enter  unawares  into  his  mind. 

With  all  its  solemn  imagery,  its  rocks. 

Its  woods,  and  that  uncertain  heaven,  received 

Into  the  bosom  of  the  steady  lake. 

This  boy  was  taken  from  his  mates,  and  died 
In  childhood,  ere  he  was  full  twelve  years  old. 
Fair  is  the  spot,  most  beautiful  the  vale 
Where  he  was  bom ;  the  grassy  churchyard  hangs 
Upon  a  slope  above  the  village  school. 
And  through  that  churchyard  when  my  way  has  led 
On  summer  evenings,  I  believe  that  there 
A  long  half-hour  together  I  have  stood 
Mute,  looking  at  the  grave  in  which  he  lies ! 


A  gracious  spirit  o'er  this  earth  presides. 

And  o'er  the  heart  of  man  :  invisibly 

It  comes,  to  works  of  unreproved  delight, 

And  tendency  benign,  directing  those 

Who  care  not,  know  not,  think  not  what  they  do. 

The  tales  that  charm  away  the  wakeful  night 
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In  Araby,  romances ;  legends  penned 

For  solace  by  dim  light  of  monkish  lamps ; 

Fictions,  for  ladies  of  their  love,  devised 

By  youthful  squires ;  adventures  endless,  spun 

By  the  dismantled  warrior  in  old  age, 

Out  of  the  bowels  of  those  very  schemes 

In  which  his  youth  did  first  extravagate ; 

These  spread  like  day,  and  something  in  the  shape 

Of  these  will  live  till  man  shall  be  no  more. 

Dumb  yearnings,  hidden  appetites,  are  ours. 

And  they  must  have  their  food.     Our  childhood  sits. 

Our  simple  childhood,  sits  upon  a  throne 

That  hath  more  power  than  all  the  elements. 


Twice  five  years 

Or  less  I  might  have  seen,  when  first  my  mind 

With  conscious  pleasure  opened  to  the  charm 

Of  words  in  tuneful  order,  found  them  sweet 

For  their  own  sakes^  a  passion,  and  a  power ; 

And  phrases  pleased  me  chosen  for  delight. 

For  pomp,  or  love.     Oft,  in  the  public  roads 

Yet  unfrequented,  while  the  morning  light 

Was  yellowing  the  hill  tops,  I  went  abroad 

With  a  dear  friend,  and  for  the  better  part 

Of  two  delightful  hours  we  strolled  along 

By  the  still  borders  of  the  misty  lake. 

Repeating  favourite  verses  with  one  voice. 

Or  conning  more,  as  happy  as  the  birds 

That  round  us  chaunted.     Well  might  we  be  glad, 

Lifted  above  the  ground  by  airy  fancies. 

More  bright  than  madness  or  the  dreams  of  wine ; 

And,  though  full  oft  the  objects  of  our  love 

Were  false,  and  in  their  splendour  overwrought. 

Yet  was  there  surely  then  no  vulgar  power 

Working  within  us ;  nothing  less,  in  truth. 

Than  that  most  noble  attribute  of  man. 

Though  yet  untutored  and  inordinate, 

That  wish  for  something  loftier,  more  adorned, 

Than  is  the  common  aspect,  daily  garb. 


I 
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Of  human  life.     What  wonder,  then,  if  sounds 
Of  exultation  echoed  through  the  groves  ! 
For,  images,  and  sentiments,  and  words, 
And  everything  encountered  or  pursued 
In  that  delicious  world  of  poesy. 
Kept  holiday,  a  never  ending  show, 
With  music,  incense,  festival,  and  flowers ! 

Here  must  we  pause  :  this  only  let  me  add, 
From  heart-experience,  and  in  humblest  sense 
Of  modesty,  that  he,  who  in  his  youth 
A  daily  wanderer  among  woods  and  fields 
With  living  Nature  hath  been  intimate. 
Not  only  in  that  raw  unpractised  time 
Is  stirred  to  ecstasy,  as  others  are, 
By  glittering  verse ;  but  further,  doth  receive. 
In  measure  only  dealt  out  to  himself, 
Knowledge  and  increase  of  enduring  joy 
From  the  great  Nature  that  exists  in  works 
Of  mighty  poets.     Visionary  power 
Attends  the  motions  of  the  viewless  winds. 
Embodied  in  the  mystery  of  words : 
There,  dajjcness  maJces  abode,  and  all  the  host 
Of  shadowy  things  work  endless  changes,  there, 
As  in  a  mansion  like  their  proper  home. 
Even  forms  and  substances  are  circumfused 
By  that  transparent  veil  with  light  divine. 
And,  through  the  turnings  intricate  of  verse, 
Present  themselves  as  objects  recognised. 
In  flashes,  and  with  glory  not  their  own. 


BOOK   SIXTH 
CAMBRIDGE   AND  THE  ALPS 

Four  years  and  thirty,  told  this  very  week, 
Have  I  been  now  a  sojourner  on  earth, 
By  sorrow  not  unsmitten :  yet  for  me 
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Life's  morning  radiance  hath  not  left  the  hills, 
Her  dew  is  on  the  flowers.     Those  were  the  days 
Which  also  first  emboldened  me  to  trust 
With  firmness,  hitherto  but  slightly  touched 
By  such  a  daring  thought,  that  I  might  leave 
Some  monument  behind  me  which  pure  hearts 
Should  reverence. 


A  single  tree 
With  sinuous  trunk,  boughs  exquisitely  wreathed. 
Grew  there ;  an  ash  which  winter  for  himself 
Decked  as  in  pride,  and  with  outlandish  grace : 
Up  from  the  ground,  and  almost  to  the  top. 
The  trunk  and  every  master  branch  were  green 
With  clustering  ivy,  and  the  lightsome  twigs 
And  outer  spray  profusely  tipped  with  seeds 
That  hung  in  yellow  tassels,  while  the  air 
Stirred  them,  not  voiceless.     Often  have  I  stood 
Foot-bound  uplooking  at  this  lovely  tree 
Beneath  a  frosty  moon.     The  hemisphere 
Of  magic  fiction,  verse  of  mine  perchance 
May  never  tread ;  but  scarcely  Spenser's  self 
Could  have  more  tranquil  visions  in  his  youth, 
Or  could  more  bright  appearances  create 
Of  human  forms  with  superhuman  powers. 
Than  I  beheld  loitering  on  calm  clear  nights 
Alone,  beneath  this  fairy  work  of  earth. 

I  was  a  better  judge  of  thoughts  than  words, 

Misled  in  estimating  words,  not  only 

By  common  inexperience  of  youth, 

But  by  the  trade  in  classic  niceties, 

The  dangerous  craft  of  culling  term  and  phrase 

From  languages  that  want  the  living  voice 

To  carry  meaning  to  the  natural  heart ; 

To  tell  us  what  is  passion,  what  is  truth, 

What  reason,  what  simplicity  and  sense. 

More  frequently  from  the  same  source  I  drew 

T 
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A  pleasure  quiet  and  profound,  a  sense 

Of  permanent  and  universal  sway, 

And  paramount  belief;  there,  recognised 

A  type,  for  finite  natures,  of  the  one 

Supreme  Existence,  the  surpassing  life 

Which — to  the  boundaries  of  space  and  time, 

Of  melancholy  space  and  doleful  time, 

Superior,  and  incapable  of  change, 

Nor  touched  by  welterings  of  passion — is. 

And  hath  the  name  of,  God.     Transcendent  peace 

And  silence  did  await  upon  these  thoughts 

That  were  a  frequent  comfort  to  my  youth. 

Mighty  is  the  charm 
Of  those  abstractions  to  a  mind  beset 
With  images,  and  haunted  by  herself. 
And  specially  delightful  unto  me 
Was  that  clear  synthesis  built  up  aloft 
So  gracefully ;  even  then  when  it  appeared 
Not  more  than  a  mere  plaything,  or  a  toy 
To  sense  embodied :  not  the  thing  it  is 
In  verity,  an  independent  world. 
Created  out  of  pure  intelligence. 

O  friend  !  we  had  not  seen  thee  at  that  time, 
And  yet  a  power  is  on  me,  and  a  strong 
Confusion,  and  I  seem  to  plant  thee  there. 
Far  art  thou  wandered  now  in  search  of  health 
And  milder  breezes,  melancholy  lot ! 
But  thou  art  with  us,  with  us  in  the  past. 
The  present,  with  us  in  the  times  to  come. 
There  is  no  grief,  no  sorrow,  no  despair, 
No  languor,  no  dejection,  no  dismay, 
No  absence  scarcely  can  there  be,  for  those 
Who  love  as  we  do.     Speed  thee  well !  divide 
With  us  thy  pleasure ;  thy  returning  strength, 
Receive  it  daily  as  a  joy  of  ours ; 
Share  with  us  thy  fresh  spirits,  whether  gift 
Of  gales  Etesian  or  of  tender  thoughts. 
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I,  too,  have  been  a  wanderer ;  but,  alas  ! 
How  different  the  fate  of  different  men. 
Though  mutually  unknown,  yea,  nursed  and  reared 
As  if  in  several  elements,  we  were  framed 
To  bend  at  last  to  the  same  discipline. 
Predestined,  if  two  beings  ever  were, 
To  seek  the  same  delights,  and  have  one  health, 
One  happiness.     Throughout  this  narrative, 
Else  sooner  ended,  I  have  borne  in  mind 
For  whom  it  registers  the  birth,  and  marks  the  growth, 
Of  gentleness,  simpHcity,  and  truth. 
And  joyous  loves,  that  hallow  innocent  days 
Of  peace  and  self-command.     Of  rivers,  fields. 
And  groves  I  speak  to  thee,  my  friend  !  to  thee. 
Who,  yet  a  liveried  schoolboy,  in  the  depths 
Of  the  huge  city,  on  the  leaded  roof 
Of  that  wide  edifice,  thy  school  and  home, 
Wert  used  to  lie  and  gaze  upon  the  clouds 
Moving  in  heaven  ;  or,  of  that  pleasure  tired. 
To  shut  thine  eyes,  and  by  internal  light 
See  trees,  and  meadows,  and  thy  native  stream, 
Far  distant,  thus  beheld  from  year  to  year 
Of  a  long  exile. 


Through  this  retrospect 
Of  my  collegiate  life  I  still  have  had 
Thy  after-sojourn  in  the  self-same  place 
Present  before  my  eyes,  have  played  with  times 
And  accidents  as  children  do  with  cards. 
Or  as  a  man,  who,  when  his  house  is  built, 
A  frame  locked  up  in  wood  and  stone,  doth  still. 
As  impotent  fancy  prompts,  by  his  fireside. 
Rebuild  it  to  his  liking.     I  have  thought 
Of  thee,  thy  learning,  gorgeous  eloquence. 
And  all  the  strength  and  plumage  of  thy  youth, 
Thy  subtle  speculations,  toils  abstruse 
Among  the  schoolmen,  and  Platonic  forms 
Of  wild  ideal  pageantry,  shaped  out 
From  things  well-matched  or  ill,  and  words  for  things, 
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The  self-created  sustenance  of  a  mind 
Debarred  from  Nature's  living  images, 
Compelled  to  be  a  life  unto  herself, 
And  unrelentingly  possessed  by  thirst 
Of  greatness,  love,  and  beauty. 

When  the  third  summer  freed  us  from  restraint, 
A  youthful  friend,  he  too  a  mountaineer. 
Not  slow  to  share  my  wishes,  took  his  staff, 
And  sallying  forth,  we  journeyed  side  by  side. 
Bound  to  the  distant  Alps.     A  hardy  slight 
Did  this  unprecedented  course  imply 
Of  college  studies  and  their  set  rewards ; 

But  Nature  then  was  sovereign  in  my  mind, 

And  mighty  forms,  seizing  a  youthful  fancy,- 

Had  given  a  charter  to  irregular  hopes. 

In  any  age  of  uneventful  calm 

Among  the  nations,  surely  would  my  heart 

Have  been  possessed  by  similar  desire ; 

But  Europe  at  that  time  was  thrilled  with  joy. 

France  standing  on  the  top  of  golden  hours, 

And  human  nature  seeming  born  again. 

Lightly  equipped,  and  but  a  few  brief  looks 

Cast  on  the  white  cliffs  of  our  native  shore 

From  the  receding  vessel's  deck,  we  chanced 

To  land  at  Calais  on  the  very  eve 

Of  that  great  federal  day ;  and  there  we  saw, 

In  a  mean  city,  and  among  a  few. 

How  bright  a  face  is  worn  when  joy  of  one 

Is  joy  for  tens  of  millions.     Southward  thence 

W^e  held  our  way,  direct  through  hamlets,  towns. 

Gaudy  with  reliques  of  that  festival, 

Among  sequestered  villages  we  walked 
And  found  benevolence  and  blessedness 
Spread  like  a  fragrance  everywhere,  w^hen  spring 
Hath  left  no  corner  of  the  land  untouched 
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But  oh  !  if  Past  and  Future  be  the  wings 
On  whose  support  harmoniously  conjoined 
Moves  the  great  spirit  of  human  knowledge,  spare 
These  courts  of  mystery,  where  a  step  advanced 
Between  the  portals  of  the  shadowy  rocks 
Leaves  far  behind  life's  treacherous  vanities, 
For  penitential  tears  and  trembling  hopes 
Exchanged,  to  equalise  in  God's  pure  sight 
Monarch  and  peasant :  be  the  house  redeemed 
With  its  unworldly  votaries,  for  the  sake 
Of  conquest  over  sense,  hourly  achieved 
Through  faith  and  meditative  reason,  resting 
Upon  the  word  of  heaven-imparted  truth, 
Calmly  triumphant ;  and  for  humbler  claim 
Of  that  imaginative  impulse  sent 
From  these  majestic  floods,  yon  shining  cliffs, 
The  untransmuted  shapes  of  many  worlds, 
Cerulean  ether's  pure  inhabitants, 
These  forests  unapproachable  by  death. 
That  shall  endure  as  long  as  man  endures. 
To  think,  to  hope,  to  worship,  and  to  feel, 
To  struggle,  to  be  lost  within  himself 
In  trepidation,  from  the  blank  abyss 
To  look  with  bodily  eyes,  and  be  consoled." 


That  very  day. 
From  a  bare  ridge  we  also  first  beheld 
Unveiled  the  summit  of  Mont  Blanc,  and  grieved 
To  have  a  soulless  image  on  the  eye 
That  had  usurped  upon  a  living  thought 
That  never  more  could  be.     The  wondrous  vale 
Of  Chamouny  stretched  far  below,  and  soon 
With  its  dumb  cataracts  and  streams  of  ice, 
A  motionless  array  of  mighty  waves. 
Five  rivers  broad  and  vast,  made  rich  amends, 
And  reconciled  us  to  realities ; 
There  small  birds  warble  from  the  leafy  trees. 
The  eagle  soars  high  in  the  element. 
There  doth  the  reaper  bind  the  yellow  sheaf, 
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The  maiden  spread  the  haycock  in  the  sun, 
While  winter  like  a  well-tamed  lion  walks, 
Descending  from  the  mountain  to  make  sport 
Among  the  cottages  by  beds  of  flowers. 

Imagination,  here  the  Power  so  called 
Through  sad  incompetence  of  human  speech, 
That  awful  Power  rose  from  the  mind's  abyss 
Like  an  unfathered  vapour  that  enwraps, 
At  once,  some  lonely  traveller.     I  was  lost ; 
Halted  without  an  effort  to  break  through ; 
But  to  my  conscious  soul  I  now  can  say, 
"  I  recognise  thy  glory : "  in  such  strength 
Of  usurpation,  when  the  light  of  sense 
Gk)es  out,  but  with  a  flash  that  has  revealed 
The  invisible  world,  doth  greatness  make  abode, 
Their  harbours ;  whether  we  be  young  or  old. 
Our  destiny,  our  being's  heart  and  home, 
Is  with  infinitude,  and  only  there ; 
With  hope  it  is,  hope  that  can  never  die. 
Effort,  and  expectation,  and  desire. 
And  something  evermore  about  to  be. 
Under  such  banners  militant,  the  soul 
Seeks  for  no  trophies,  struggles  for  no  spoils 
That  may  attest  her  prowess,  blest  in  thoughts 
That  are  their  own  perfection  and  reward, 
Strong  in  herself  and  in  beatitude 
That  hides  her,  like  the  mighty  flood  of  Nile 
Poured  from  his  fount  of  Abyssinian  clouds 
To  fertilise  the  whole  Egyptian  plain. 

The  brook  and  road 
Were  fellow-travellers  in  this  gloomy  strait, 
And  with  them  did  we  journey  several  hours 
At  a  slow  pace.     The  immeasurable  height 
Of  woods  decaying,  never  to  be  decayed, 
The  stationary  blasts  of  waterfalls. 
And  in  the  narrow  rent  at  every  turn 
Winds  thwarting  winds,  bewildered  and  forlorn, 


THE  PRELUDE  SSI 

The  torrents  shooting  from  the  clear  blue  sky, 
The  rocks  that  muttered  close  upon  our  ears, 
Black  drizzling  crags  that  spake  by  the  way-side 
As  if  a  voice  were  in  them,  the  sick  sight 
And  giddy  prospect  of  the  raving  stream, 
The  unfettered  clouds  and  region  of  the  Heavens, 
Tumult  and  peace,  the  darkness  and  the  light — 
Were  all  like  workings  of  one  mind,  the  features 
Of  the  same  face,  blossoms  upon  one  tree ; 
Characters  of  the  great  Apocalypse, 
The  types  and  symbols  of  Eternity, 
Of  first,  and  last,  and  midst,  and  without  end. 


BOOK    EIGHTH 

RETROSPECT.— LOVE   OF   NATURE 
LEADING  TO   LOVE   OF   MAN 


Lovelier  far  than  this,  the  paradise 

Where  I  was  reared  ;  in  Nature's  primitive  gifts 

Favoured  no  less,  and  more  to  every  sense 

Delicious,  seeing  that  the  sun  and  sky, 

The  elements,  and  seasons  as  they  change. 

Do  find  a  worthy  fellow-labourer  there, 

Man  free,  man  working  for  himself,  with  choice 

Of  time,  and  place,  and  object ;  by  his  wants, 

His  comforts,  native  occupations,  cares, 

Cheerfully  led  to  individual  ends 

Or  social,  and  still  followed  by  a  train 

Unwooed,  unthought-of  even,  simplicity. 

And  beauty,  and  inevitable  grace. 

A  glimpse  of  such  sweet  life 
I  saw  when,  from  the  melancholy  walls 
Of  Goslar,  once  imperial,  I  renewed 
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My  daily  walk  along  that  wide  champaign, 

That,  reaching  to  her  gates,  spreads  east  and  west, 

And  northwards,  from  beneath  the  mountainous  verge 

Of  the  Hercynian  forest.     Yet,  hail  to  you 

Moors,  mountains,  headlands,  and  ye  hollow  vales, 

Ye  long  deep  channels  for  the  Atlantic's  voice, 

Powers  of  my  native  region  !     Ye  that  seize 

The  heart  with  firmer  grasp  !    Your  snows  and  streams 

Ungovernable,  and  your  terrifying  winds, 

That  howl  so  dismally  for  him  who  treads 

Companionless  your  awful  solitudes  ! 

There,  'tis  the  shepherd's  task  the  winter  long 

To  wait  upon  the  storms :  of  their  approach 

Sagacious,  into  sheltering  coves  he  drives 

His  flock,  and  thither  from  the  homestead  bears 

A  toilsome  burden  up  the  craggy  ways. 

And  deals  it  out,  their  regular  nourishment 

Strewn  on  the  frozen  snow.     And  when  the  spring 

Looks  out,  and  all  the  pastures  dance  with  lambs, 

And  when  the  flock,  with  warmer  weather,  climbs 

Higher  and  higher,  him  his  office  leads 

To  watch  their  goings,  whatsoever  track 

The  wanderers  choose.     For  this  he  quits  his  home 

At  dry-spring,  and  no  sooner  doth  the  sun 

Begin  to  strike  him  with  a  fire-like  heat, 

Than  he  lies  down  upon  some  shining  rock. 

And  breakfasts  with  his  dog.    When  they  have  stolen, 

As  is  their  wont,  a  pittance  from  strict  time, 

For  rest  not  needed  or  exchange  of  love, 

Then  from  his  couch  he  starts ;  and  now  his  feet 

Crush  out  a  livelier  fragrance  from  the  flowers 

Of  lowly  thyme,  by  Nature's  skill  enwrought 

In  the  wild  turf :  the  lingering  dews  of  morn 

Smoke  round  him,  as  from  hill  to  hill  he  hies, 

His  staff  protending  like  a  hunter's  spear. 

Or  by  its  aid  leaping  from  crag  to  crag, 

And  o'er  the  brawling  beds  of  unbridged  streams. 

Philosophy,  methinks,  at  fancy's  call, 

Might  deign  to  follow  him  through  what  he  does 

Or  sees  in  his  day's  march ;  himself  he  feels, 
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In  those  vast  regions  where  his  service  lies^ 

A  freeman,  wedded  to  his  life  of  hope 

And  hazard,  and  hard  labour  intea^hanged 

With  that  majestic  indolence  so  dear 

To  native  man.     A  rambling  schoolboy,  thus 

I  felt  his  presence  in  his  own  domain. 

As  of  a  lord  and  master,  or  a  power. 

Or  genius,  imder  Nature,  under  God, 

Presiding ;  and  severest  solitude 

Had  more  commanding  looks  when  he  was  there* 

When  up  the  lonely  brooks  on  rainy  days 

Angling  I  went,  or  trod  the  trackless  hills 

By  mists  bewildered,  suddenly  mine  eyes 

Have  glanced  upon  him  distant  a  few  steps, 

In  size  a  giant,  stalking  through  thick  fog. 

His  sheep  like  Greenland  bears ;  or,  as  he  stepped 

Beyond  the  boundary  line  of  some  hill-shadow, 

His  form  hath  flashed  upon  me,  glorified 

By  the  deep  radiance  of  the  setting  sun  : 

Or  him  have  I  descried  in  distant  sky, 

A  solitary  object  and  sublime. 

Above  all  height !  like  an  aerial  cross 

Stationed  alone  upon  a  spiry  rock 

Of  the  Chartreuse,  for  worship.     Thus  was  man 

Ennobled  outwardly  before  my  sight. 

And  thus  my  heart  was  early  introduced 

To  an  unconscious  love  and  reverence 

Of  human  nature ;  hence  the  human  form 

To  me  became  an  index  of  delight, 

Of  grace  and  honour,  power  and  worthiness. 


Yet  deem  not,  friend  !  that  human  kind  with  me 
Thus  early  took  a  place  pre-eminent ; 
Nature  herself  was,  at  this  unripe  time. 
But  secondary  to  my  own  pursuits 
And  animal  activities,  and  all 
Their  trivial  pleasures  ;  and  when  these  had  drooped 
And  gradually  expired,  and  Nature,  prized 
For  her  own  sake,  became  my  joy,  even  then — 

T  2 
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And  upwards  through  late  youth,  until  not  less 

Than  two-and-twenty  summers  had  been  told — 

Was  Man  in  my  affections  and  regards 

Subordinate  to  her,  her  visible  forms 

And  viewless  agencies  :  a  passion,  she, 

A  rapture  often,  and  immediate  love 

Ever  at  hand ;  he,  only  a  delight 

Occasional,  an  accidental  grace, 

His  hour  being  not  yet  come.     Far  less  had  then 

The  inferior  creatures,  beast  or  bird,  attuned 

My  spirit  to  that  gentleness  of  love 

7~Though  they  had  long  been  carefully  observed,— 

Won  from  me  those  minute  obeisances 

Of  tenderness,  which  I  may  number  now 

With  my  first  blessings.     Nevertheless,  on  these 

The  light  of  beauty  did  not  fall  in  vain, 

Or  grandeur  circumfuse  them  to  no  end. 

A  diamond  light 
(Whene'er  the  summer  sun,  declining,  smote 
A  smooth  rock  wet  with  constant  springs)  was  seen 
Sparkling  from  out  a  copse-clad  bank  that  rose 
Fronting  our  cottage.     Oft  beside  the  hearth 
Seated,  with  open  door,  often  and  long 
Upon  this  restless  lustre  have  I  gazed, 
That  made  my  fancy  restless  as  itself 
'Twas  now  for  me  a  burnished  silver  shield 
Suspended  over  a  knight's  tomb,  who  lay 
Inglorious,  buried  in  the  dusky  wood : 
An  entrance  now  into  some  magic  cave 
Or  palace  built  by  fairies  of  the  rock ; 
Nor  could  I  have  been  bribed  to  disenchant 
The  spectacle,  by  visiting  the  spot. 
Thus  wilful  fancy,  in  no  hurtful  mood, 
Engrafted  far-fetched  shapes  on  feelings  bred 
By  pure  imagination  :  busy  power 
She  was,  and  with  her  ready  pupil  turned 
Instinctively  to  human  passions,  then 
Least  understood. 
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A  grove  there  is  whose  boughs 
Stretch  from  the  western  marge  of  Thurston-mere, 
With  length  of  shade  so  thick,  that  whoso  glides 
Along  the  line  of  low-roofed  water,  moves 
As  in  a  cloister.     Once — ^while,  in  that  shade 
Loitering,  I  watched  the  golden  beams  of  light 
Flung  from  the  setting  sun,  as  they  reposed 
In  silent  beauty  on  the  naked  ridge 
Of  a  high  eastern  hill — ^thus  flowed  my  thoughts 
In  a  pure  stream  of  words  fresh  from  the  heart : 
Dear  native  regions,  wheresoever  shall  close 
My  mortal  course,  there  will  I  think  on  you ; 
Dying,  will  cast  on  you  a  backward  look ; 
Even  as  this  setting  sun  (albeit  the  vale 
Is  nowhere  touched  by  one  memorial  gleam) 
Doth  with  the  fond  remains  of  his  last  power 
Still  linger,  and  a  farewell  lustre  sheds 
On  the  dear  mountain-tops  where  first  he  rose. 


Grave  teacher,  stern  preceptress !  for  at  times 
Thou  canst  put  on  an  aspect  most  severe ; 
London,  to  thee  I  willingly  return. 
Erewhile  my  verse  played  idly  with  the  flowers 
Enwrought  upon  thy  mantle ;  satisfied 
With  that  amusement,  and  a  simple  look 
Of  child-like  inquisition  now  and  then 
Cast  upwards  on  thy  countenance,  to  detect 
Some  inner  meaning  which  might  harbour  there. 
But  how  could  I  in  mood  so  light  indulge, 
Keeping  such  fresh  remembrance  of  the  day, 
When,  having  thridded  the  long  labyrinth 
Of  the  suburban  villages,  I  first 
Entered  thy  vast  dominion  ?     On  the  roof 
Of  an  itinerant  vehicle  I  sate, 
With  vulgar  men  about  me,  trivial  forms 
Of  houses,  pavement,  streets,  of  men  and  things, - 
Mean  shapes  on  every  side :  but,  at  the  instant, 
When  to  myself  it  fairly  might  be  said. 
The  threshold  now  is  overpast,  (how  strange 
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That  aught  external  to  the  living  mind 
Should  have  such  mighty  sway !  yet  so  it  was), 
A  weight  of  ages  did  at  once  descend 
Upon  my  heart ;  no  thought  embodied,  no 
Distinct  remembrances,  but  weight  and  power, 
Power  growing  under  weight :  alas  !  I  feel 
That  I  am  trifling :  ^twas  a  moment's  pause. 
All  that  took  place  within  me  came  and  went 
As  in  a  moment ;  yet  with  time  it  dwells. 
And  grateful  memory,  as  a  thing  divine. 


BOOK   TENTH 
RESIDENCE   IN   FRANCE 

Over  the  smooth  sands 
Of  Leven's  ample  estuary  lay 
My  journey,  and  beneath  a  genial  sun, 
With  distant  prospect  among  gleams  of  sky 
And  clouds,  and  intermingling  mountain-tops, 
In  one  inseparable  glory  clad. 
Creatures  of  one  ethereal  substance  met 
In  consistory,  like  a  diadem 
Or  crown  of  burning  seraphs  as  they  sit 
In  the  empyrean.     Underneath  that  pomp 
Celestial,  lay  unseen  the  pastoral  vales 
Among  whose  happy  fields  I  had  grown  up 
From  childhood.     On  the  fulgent  spectacle, 
That  neither  passed  away  nor  changed,  I  gazed 
Enrapt ;  but  brightest  things  are  wont  to  draw 
Sad  opposites  out  of  the  inner  heart. 
As  even  their  pensive  influence  drew  from  mine. 
How  could  it  otherwise  ?  for  not  in  vain 
That  very  morning  had  I  turned  aside 
To  seek  the  ground  where,  'mid  a  throng  of  graves, 
An  honoured  teacher  of  my  youth  was  laid. 
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And  on  the  stone  were  graven  by  his  desire 
Lines  from  the  churchyard  elegy  of  Gray. 
This  faithful  guide,  speaking  from  his  death-bed, 
Added  no  farewell  to  his  parting  counsel, 
But  said  to  me,  "  My  head  will  soon  lie  low  " ; 
And  when  I  saw  the  turf  that  covered  him, 
After  the  lapse  of  full  eight  years,  those  words, 
With  sound  of  voice  and  countenance  of  the  Man, 
Came  back  upon  me,  so  that  some  few  tears 
Fell  from  me  in  my  own  despite.     But  now 
I  thought,  still  traversing  that  widespread  plain, 
With  tender  pleasure  of  the  verses  graven 
Upon  his  tombstone,  whispering  to  myself, 
He  loved  the  poets,  and,  if  now  alive, 
Would  have  loved  me,  as  one  not  destitute 
Of  promise,  nor  belying  the  kind  hope 
That  he  had  formed,  when  I,  at  his  command, 
Began  to  spin,  with  toil,  my  earliest  songs. 


BOOK    ELEVENTH 
FRANCE  {concluded) 


O  PLEASANT  exercise  of  hope  and  joy  ! 
For  mighty  were  the  auxiliars  which  then  stood 
Upon  our  side,  us  who  were  strong  in  love ! 
Bliss  was  it  in  that  dawn  to  be  alive, 
But  to  be  young  was  very  Heaven  !     O  times, 
In  which  the  meagre,  stale,  forbidding  ways 
Of  custom,  law,  and  statute,  took  at  once 
The  attraction  of  a  country  in  romance ! 
When  reason  seemed  the  most  to  assert  her  rights. 
When  most  intent  on  making  of  herself 
A  prime  enchantress — to  assist  the  work, 
Which  then  was  going  forward  in  her  name : 

Share  with  me,  friend  !  the  wish  — 
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That  some  dramatic  tale,  endued  with  shapes 

Livelier,  and  flinging  out  less  guarded  words 

Than  suit  the  work  we  fashion,  might  set  forth 

What  then  I  learned,  or  think  I  learned,  of  truth, 

And  the  errors  into  which  I  fell,  betrayed 

By  present  objects,  and  by  reasonings  false 

From  their  beginnings,  inasmuch  as  drawn 

Out  of  a  heart  that  had  been  turned  aside 

From  Nature's  way  by  outward  accidents. 

And  which  was  thus  confounded,  more  and  more 

Misguided,  and  misguiding.     So  I  fared. 

Dragging  all  precepts,  judgments,  maxims,  creeds, 

Like  culprits  to  the  bar ;  calling  the  mind. 

Suspiciously,  to  establish  in  plain  day 

Her  titles  and  her  honours ;  now  believing, 

Now  disbelieving ;  endlessly  perplexed 

With  impulse,  motive,  right  and  wrong,  the  ground 

Of  obligation,  what  the  rule  and  whence 

The  sanction;  till,  demanding  ioxvcidX proof ^ 

And  seeking  it  in  everything,  I  lost 

All  feeling  of  conviction,  and,  in  fine. 

Sick,  wearied  out  with  contrarieties. 

Yielded  up  moral  questions  in  despair. 

This  was  the  crisis  of  that  strong  disease, 
This  the  soul's  last  and  lowest  ebb ;  I  drooped, 
Deeming  our  blessed  reason  of  least  use 
Where  wanted  most :  "  The  lordly  attributes 
Of  will  and  choice,"  I  bitterly  exclaimed, 
"  What  are  they  but  a  mockery  of  a  Being 
Who  hath  in  no  concerns  of  his  a  test 
Of  good  and  evil ;  knows  not  what  to  fear 
Or  hope  for,  what  to  covet  or  to  shun ; 
And  who,  if  those  could  be  discerned,  would  yet 
Be  little  profited,  would  see,  and  ask 
Where  is  the  obligation  to  enforce  ? 
And,  to  acknowledged  law  rebellious,  still, 
As  selfish  passion  urged,  would  act  amiss ; 
The  dupe  of  folly,  or  the  slave  of  crime." 
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Depressed,  bewildered  thus,  I  did  not  walk 

In  reconcilement  with  an  utter  waste 

Of  intellect ;  such  sloth  I  could  not  brook, 

But  turned  to  abstract  science,  and  there  sought 

Work  for  the  reasoning  faculty  enthroned 

^Vhere  the  disturbances  of  space  and  time — 

Whether  in  matters  various,  properties 

Inherent,  or  from  human  will  and  power 

Derived — find  no  admission.     Then  it  was, 

Thanks  to  the  bounteous  giver  of  all  good  ! 

That  the  beloved  sister  in  whose  sight 

Those  days  were  passed,  now  speaking  in  a  voice 

Of  sudden  admonition — like  a  brook 

That  did  but  cross  a  lonely  road,  and  now 

Is  seen,  heard,  felt,  and  caught  at  every  turn. 

Companion  never  lost  through  many  a  league — 

Maintained  for  me  a  saving  intercourse 

With  my  true  self ;  for,  though  bedimmed  and  changed 

Much,  as  it  seemed,  I  was  no  further  changed 

Than  as  a  clouded  and  a  waning  moon : 

She  whispered  still  that  brightness  would  return, 

She,  in  the  midst  of  all,  preserved  me  still 

A  poet,  made  me  seek  beneath  that  name, 

And  that  alone,  my  office  upon  earth ; 

And,  lastly,  as  hereafter  will  be  shown. 

If  willing  audience  fail  not,  Nature's  self, 

By  all  varieties  of  human  love 

Assisted,  led  me  back  through  opening  day 

To  those  sweet  counsels  between  head  and  heart 

Whence  grew  that  genuine  knowledge,  fraught  with 

peace. 
Which,  through  the  later  sinkings  of  this  cause, 
Hath  still  upheld  me,  and  upholds  me  now. 

Thou,  O  friend !  wilt  be  refreshed.     There  is 
One  great  society  alone  on  earth  : 
The  noble  living  and  the  noble  dead. 
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Thine  be  such  converse  strong  and  sanative, 
A  ladder  for  thy  spirit  to  reascend 
To  health  and  joy  and  pure  contentedness ; 
To  me  the  grief  confined,  that  thou  art  gone 
From  this  last  spot  of  earth,  where  freedom  now 
Stands  single  in  her  only  sanctuary ; 
A  lonely  wanderer  art  gone,  by  pain 
Compelled  and  sickness,  at  this  latter  day. 
This  sorrowful  reverse  for  all  mankind. 
I  feel  for  thee,  must  utter  what  I  feel : 
The  sympathies  erewhile  in  part  discharged, 
Gather  afresh,  and  will  have  vent  again  : 
My  own  delights  do  scarcely  seem  to  me 
My  own  delights';  the  lordly  Alps  themselves, 
Those  rosy  peaks,  from  which  the  morning  looks 
Abroad  on  many  nations,  are  no  more 
For  me  that  image  of  pure  gladsomeness 
Which  they  were  wont  to  be.    Through  kindred  scenes, 
For  purpose,  at  a  time,  how  different ! 
Thou  tak'st  thy  way,  carrying  the  heart  and  soul 
That  Nature  gives  to  poets,  now  by  thought 
Matured,  and  in  the  summer  of  their  strength. 
Oh  !  wrap  him  in  your  shades,  ye  giant  woods. 
On  Etna's  side ;  and  thou,  O  flowery  field 
Of  Enna  !  is  there  not  some  nook  of  thine, 
From  the  first  playtime  of  the  infant  world 
Kept  sacred  to  restorative  delight, 
When  from  afar  invoked  by  anxious  love  ? 

Child  of  the  mountains,  among  shepherds  reared, 
Ere  yet  familiar  with  the  classic  page, 
I  learned  to  dream  of  Sicily  ;  and  lo. 
The  gloom,  that,  but  a  moment  past,  was  deepened 
At  thy  command,  at  her  command  gives  way ; 
A  pleasant  promise,  wafted  from  her  shores, 
Comes  o'er  my  heart :  in  fancy  I  behold 
Her  seas  yet  smiling,  her  once  happy  vales ; 
Nor  can  my  tongue  give  utterance  to  a  name 
Of  note  belonging  to  that  honoured  isle. 
Philosopher  or  bard,  Empedocles, 
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Or  Archimedes^  pure  abstracted  soul  I 
That  doth  not  yield  a  solace  to  my  grief: 

j     And,  O  Theocritus,  so  far  have  some 

Prevailed  among  the  powers  of  heaven  and  earth, 

I     By  their  endowments,  good  or  great,  that  they 

I     Have  had,  as  thou  reportest,  miracles 

I     Wrought  for  them  in  old  time :  yea,  not  unmoved, 
When  thinking  on  my  ow^n  beloved  friend, 
I  hear  thee  tell  how  bees  with  honey  fed 
Divine  Comates,  by  his  impious  lord 
Within  a  chest  imprisoned ;  how  they  came 
Laden  from  blooming  grove  or  flower}^  field, 
And  fed  him  there,  alive,  month  after  month. 
Because  the  goatherd,  blessed  man  !  had  lips 
Wet  with  the  Muses'  nectar. 

Thus  I  soothe 
The  pensive  moments  by  this  calm  fireside. 
And  find  a  thousand  bounteous  images 
To  cheer  the  thoughts  of  those  I  love,  and  mine. 
Our  prayers  have  been  accepted ;  thou  wilt  stand 
On  Etna's  summit,  above  earth  and  sea, 
Triumphant,  wirming  from  the  invaded  heavens 
Thoughts  without  bound,  magnificent  designs, 
Worthy  of  poets  who  attuned  their  harps 
In  wood  or  echoing  cave,  for  discipline 
Of  heroes ;  or,  in  reverence  to  the  gods, 
'Mid  temples,  served  by  sapient  priests,  and  choirs 
Of  virgins  crowned  with  roses.     Not  in  vain 
Those  temples,  where  they  in  their  ruins  yet 
Survive  for  inspiration,  shall  attract 
Thy  solitary  steps  :  and  on  the  brink 
Thou  wilt  recline  of  pastoral  Arethuse  ; 
Or,  if  that  fountain  be  in  truth  no  more, 
Then,  near  some  other  spring,  which  by  the  name 
Thou  gratulatest,  willingly  deceived, 
I  see  thee  linger  a  glad  votary, 
And  not  a  captive  pining  for  his  home. 
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BOOK   TWELFTH 

IMAGINATION  AND  TASTE,  HOW 
IMPAIRED  AND  RESTORED 


Oh  !  that  I  had  a  music  and  a  voice 
Harmonious  as  your  own,  that  I  might  tell 
What  ye  have  done  for  me.     The  morning  shines, 
Nor  heedeth  man^s  perverseness ;  spring  returns,— 
I  saw  the  spring  return,  and  could  rejoice. 
In  common  with  the  children  of  her  love, 
Piping  on  boughs,  or  sporting  on  fresh  fields. 
Or  boldly  seeking  pleasure  nearer  heaven 
On  wings  that  navigate  cerulean  skies. 
So  neither  were  complacency,  nor  peace. 
Nor  tender  yearnings,  wanting  for  my  good 
Through  these  distracted  times ;  in  Nature  still 
Glorying,  I  found  a  counterpoise  in  her, 
Which,  when  the  spirit  of  evil  reached  its  height, 
Maintained  for  me  a  secret  happiness. 


O  soul  of  Nature  !  excellent  and  fair ! 
That  didst  rejoice  with  me,  with  whom  I,  too. 
Rejoiced  through  early  youth,  before  the  winds 
And  roaring  waters,  and  in  lights  and  shades 
That  marched  and  countermarched  about  the  hills 
In  glorious  apparition.  Powers  on  whom 
I  daily  waited,  now  all  eye  and  now 
All  ear ;  but  never  long  without  the  heart 
Employed,  and  man*s  unfolding  intellect : 
O  soul  of  Nature  !  that,  by  laws  divine 
Sustained  and  governed,  still  dost  overflow 
With  an  impassioned  life,  what  feeble  ones 
Walk  on  this  earth  !  how  feeble  have  I  been 
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When  thou  wert  in  thy  strength  !    Nor  this  through 
stroke 


I  speak  in  recollection  of  a  time 

When  the  bodily  eye,  in  every  stage  of  life 

The  most  despotic  of  our  senses,  gained 

Such  strength  in  me  as  often  held  my  mind 

In  absolute  dominion.     Gladly  here. 

Entering  upon  abstruser  argument, 

Could  I  endeavour  to  unfold  the  means 

Which  Nature  studiously  employs  to  thwart 

This  tyranny,  summons  all  the  senses  each 

To  counteract  the  other,  and  themselves, 

And  makes  them  all,  and  the  objects  with  which  all 

Are  conversant,  subservient  in  their  turn 

To  the  great  ends  of  liberty  and  power. 

But  leave  we  this :  enough  that  my  delights. 

Such  as  they  were,  were  sought  insatiably. 

Vivid  the  transport,  vivid  though  not  profound ; 

I  roamed  from  hill  to  hill,  from  rock  to  rock, 

Still  craving  combinations  of  new  forms. 

New  pleasure,  wider  empire  for  the  sight. 

Proud  of  her  own  endowments,  and  rejoiced 

To  lay  the  inner  faculties  asleep. 

Amid  the  turns  and  counterturns,  the  strife 

And  various  trials  of  our  complex  being. 

As  we  grow  up,  such  thraldom  of  that  sense 

Seems  hard  to  shun.     And  yet  I  knew  a  maid, 

A  young  enthusiast,  who  escaped  these  bonds ; 

Her  eye  was  not  the  mistress  of  her  heart ; 

Far  less  did  rules  prescribed  by  passive  taste, 

Or  barren  intermeddling  subtleties, 

Perplex  her  mind  \  but,  wise  as  women  are 

When  genial  circumstance  hath  favoured  them, 

She  welcomed  what  was  given,  and  craved  no  more ; 

AVhate'er  the  scene  presented  to  her  view 

That  was  the  best,  to  that  she  was  attuned 

By  her  benign  simplicity  of  life, 

And  through  a  perfect  happiness  of  soul, 
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Whose  variegated  feelings  were  in  this 
Sisters,  that  they  were  each  some  new  delight. 
Birds  in  the  bower,  and  lambs  in  the  green  field, 
Could  they  have  known  her,  would  have  loved  j 

methought 
Her  very  presence  such  a  sweetness  breathed, 
That  flowers,  and  trees,  and  even  the  silent  hills, 
And  everything  she  looked  on,  should  have  had 
An  intimation  how  she  bore  herself 
Towards  them  and  to  all  creatures.     God  delights 
In  such  a  being ;  for,  her  common  thoughts 
Are  piety,  her  life  is  gratitude. 

Even  like  this  maid,  before  I  was  called  forth 
From  the  retirement  of  my  native  hills, 
I  loved  whatever  I  saw  :  nor  lightly  loved, 
But  most  intensely ;  never  dreamt  of  aught 
More  grand,  more  fair,  more  exquisitely  framed 
Than  those  few  nooks  to  which  my  happy  feet 
Were  limited.     I  had  not  at  that  time 
Lived  long  enough,  nor  in  the  least  survived 
The  first  diviner  influence  of  this  world, 
As  it  appears  to  unaccustomed  eyes. 
Worshipping  then  among  the  depth  of  things, 
As  piety  ordained ;  could  I  submit 
To  measured  admiration,  or  to  aught 
That  should  preclude  humility  and  love  ? 
I  felt,  observed,  and  pondered ;  did  not  judge, 
Yea,  never  thought  of  judging ;  with  the  gift 
Of  all  this  glory  filled  and  satisfied. 

There  are  in  our  existence  spots  of  time. 
That  with  distinct  pre-eminence  retain 
A  renovating  virtue,  whence,  depressed 
By  false  opinion  and  contentious  thought, 
Or  aught  of  heavier  or  more  deadly  weight, 
In  trivial  occupations,  and  the  round 
Of  ordinary  intercourse,  our  minds 
Are  nourished  and  invisibly  repaired ; 
A  virtue,  by  which  pleasure  is  enhanced. 
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That  penetrates,  enables  us  to  mount, 

\Vhen  high,  more  high,  and  lifts  us  up  when  fallen. 

This  efficacious  spirit  chiefly  lurks 

Among  those  passages  of  life  that  give 

Profoundest-knowledge  to  what  point,  and  how, 

The  mind  is  lord  and  master,  outward  sense 

The  obedient  servant  of  her  will.     Such  moments 

Are  scattered  everywhere,  taking  their  date 

From  our  first  childhood.     I  remember  well. 

That  once,  while  yet  my  inexperienced  hand 

Could  scarcely  hold  a  bridle,  with  proud  hopes 

I  mounted,  and  we  journeyed  towards  the  hills : 

An  ancient  servant  of  my  father's  house 

Was  with  me,  my  encourager  and  guide : 

We  had  not  travelled  long,  ere  some  mischance 

Disjoined  me  from  my  comrade ;  and,  through  fear 

Dismounting,  down  the  rough  and  stony  moor 

I  led  my  horse,  and,  stumbling  on,  at  length 

Came  to  a  bottom,  where  in  former  times 

A  murderer  had  been  hung  in  iron  chains. 

The  gibbet-mast  had  mouldered  down,  the  bones 

And  iron  case  were  gone ;  but  on  the  turf, 

Hard  by,  soon  after  that  fell  deed  was  wrought. 

Some  unknown  hand  had  carved  the  murderer's  name. 

The  monumental  letters  were  inscribed 

In  times  long  past ;  but  still,  from  year  to  year. 

By  superstition  of  the  neighbourhood. 

The  grass  is  cleared  away,  and  to  this  hour 

The  characters  are  fresh  and  visible : 

A  casual  glance  had  shown  them,  and  I  fled. 

Faltering  and  faint,  and  ignorant  of  the  road : 

Then,  reascending  the  bare  common,  saw 

A  naked  pool  that  lay  beneath  the  hills. 

The  beacon  on  the  summit,  and,  more  near, 

A  girl,  who  bore  a  pitcher  on  her  head, 

And  seemed  with  difficult  steps  to  force  her  way 

Against  the  blowing  wind.     It  was,  in  truth. 

An  ordinary  sight ;  but  I  should  need 

Colours  and  words  that  are  unknown  to  man, 

To  paint  the  visionary  dreariness 
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Which,  while  I  looked  all  round  for  my  lost  guide, 
Invested  moorland  waste,  and  naked  pool. 
The  beacon  crowning  the  lone  eminence, 
The  female  and  her  garments  vexed  and  tossed 
By  the  strong  wind.     When,  in  the  blessed  hours 
Of  early  love,  the  loved  one  at  my  side, 
I  roamed,  in  daily  presence  of  this  scene. 
Upon  the  naked  pool  and  dreary  crags, 
And  on  the  melancholy  beacon,  fell 
A  spirit  of  pleasure  and  youth's  golden  gleam ; 
x\nd  think  ye  not  with  radiance  more  sublime 
For  these  remembrances,  and  for  the  power 
They  had  left  behind  ?     So  feeling  comes  in  aid 
Of  feeling,  and  diversity  of  strength 
Attends  us,  if  but  once  we  have  been  strong. 
Oh  !  mystery  of  man,  from  what  a  depth 
Proceed  thy  honours.     I  am  lost,  but  see 
In  simple  childhood  something  of  the  base 
On  which  thy  greatness  stands ;  but  this  I  feel. 
That  from  thyself  it  comes,  that  thou  must  give, 
Else  never  canst  receive.     The  days  gone  by 
Return  upon  me  almost  from  the  dawn 
Of  life :  the  hiding-places  of  man's  power 
Open ;  I  would  approach  them,  but  they  close. 
I  see  by  glimpses  now ;  when  age  comes  en. 
May  scarcely  see  at  all ;  and  I  would  give, 
While  yet  we  may,  as  far  as  words  can  give. 
Substance  and  life  to  what  I  feel,  enshrining, 
Such  is  my  hope,  the  spirit  of  the  past 
For  future  restoration.     Yet  another 
Of  these  memorials : 

One  Christmas-time, 
On  the  glad  eve  of  its  dear  holidays. 
Feverish,  and  tired,  and  restless,  I  went  forth 
Into  the  fields,  impatient  for  the  sight 
Of  those  led  palfreys  that  should  bear  us  home ; 
My  brothers  and  myself.     There  rose  a  crag, 
That,  from  the  meeting*point  of  two  highways 
Ascending,  overlooked  them  both,  far  stretched ; 
Thither,  uncertain  on  which  road  to  fix 
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My  expectation,  thither  I  repaired. 

Scout-like,  and  gained  the  summit ;  'twas  a  day 

Tempestuous,  dark,  and  wild,  and  on  the  grass 

I  sate  half-sheltered  by  a  naked  wall ; 

Upon  my  right  hand  couched  a  single  sheep, 

Upon  my  left  a  blasted  hawthorn  stood  j 

With  those  companions  at  my  side,  I  watched, 

Straining  my  eyes  intensely,  as  the  mist 

Gave  intermitting  prospect  of  the  copse 

And  plain  beneath.     Ere  we  to  school  returned, — 

That  dreary  time, — ere  we  had  been  ten  days 

Sojourners  in  my  father's  house,  he  died. 

And  I  and  my  tfiree  brothers,  orphans  then, 

Followed  his  body  to  the  grave.     The  event, 

With  all  the  sorrow  that  it  brought,  appeared 

A  chastisement ;  and  when  I  called  to  mind 

That  day  so  lately  past,  when  from  the  crag 

I  looked  in  such  anxiety  of  hope ; 

With  trite  reflections  of  morality, 

Yet  in  the  deepest  passion,  I  bowed  low 

To  God,  Who  thus  corrected  my  desires ; 

And,  afterwards,  the  wind  and  sleety  rain. 

And  all  the  business  of  the  elements, 

The  single  sheep,  and  the  one  blasted  tree, 

And  the  bleak  music  from  that  old  stone  wall, 

The  noise  of  wood  and  water,  and  the  mist 

That  on  the  line  of  each  of  those  two  roads 

Advanced  in  such  indisputable  shapes ; 

All  these  were  kindred  spectacles  and  sounds 

To  which  I  oft  repaired,  and  thence  would  drink, 

As  at  a  fountain  ;  and  on  winter  nights, 

Down  to  this  very  time,  when  storm  and  rain 

Beat  on  my  roof,  or,  haply,  at  noon-day, 

While  in  a  grove  I  walk,  whose  lofty  trees, 

Laden  with  summer's  thickest  foliage,  rock 

In  a  strong  wind,  some  working  of  the  spirit. 

Some  inward  agitations  thence  are  brought, 

Whate'er  their  office,  whether  to  beguile 

Thoughts  over  busy  in  the  course  they  took, 

Or  animate  an  hour  of  vacant  ease. 
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BOOK  THIRTEENTH 

IMAGINATION  AND  TASTE,  HOW  IMPAIRED 
AND  RESTORED  (concluded) 

From  Nature  doth  emotion  come,  and  moods 
Of  calmness  equally  are  Nature's  gift : 

Long  time  in  search  of  knowledge  did  I  range 
The  field  of  human  life,  in  heart  and  mind 
Benighted ;  but,  the  dawn  beginning  now 
To  re-appear,  'twas  proved  that  not  in  vain 
I  had  been  taught  to  reverence  a  Power 
That  is  the  visible  quality  and  shape 
An  image  of  right  reason ;  That  matures 
Her  processes  by  steadfast  laws;  gives  birth 
To  no  impatient  or  fallacious  hopes, 
No  heat  of  passion  or  excessive  zeal, 
No  vain  conceits ;  provokes  to  no  quick  turns 
Of  self-applauding  intellect ;  but  trains 
To  meekness,  and  exalts  by  humble  faith  ; 

Above  all 
Were  re-established  now  those  watchful  thoughts 
Which,  seeing  little  worthy  or  sublime 
In  what  the  historian's  pen  so  much  delights 
To  blazon — power  and  energy  detached 
From  moral  purpose — early  tutored  me 
To  look  with  feelings  of  fraternal  love 
Upon  the  unassuming  things  that  hold 
A  silent  station  in  this  beauteous  world. 

Thus  moderated,  thus  composed,  I  found 
Once  more  in  man  an  object  of  delight, 
Of  pure  imagination,  and  of  love ; 
And,  as  the  horizon  of  my  mind  enlarged, 
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Again  I  took  the  intellectual  eye 

For  my  instructor,  studious  more  to  see 

Great  truths,  than  touch  and  handle  little  ones. 

Knowledge  was  given  accordingly ;  my  trust 

Became  more  firm  in  feelings  that  had  stood 

The  test  of  such  a  trial ;  clearer  far 

My  sense  of  excellence,  of  right  and  wrong  : 

The  promise  of  the  present  time  retired 

Into  its  true  proportion ;  sanguine  schemes, 

Ambitious  projects,  pleased  me  less ;  I  sought 

P^or  present  good  in  life's  familiar  face. 

And  built  thereon  my  hopes  of  good  to  come. 

Who  doth  not  love  to  follow  with  his  eye 
The  windings  of  a  public  way  ?  the  sight, 
Familiar  object  as  it  is,  hath  w^rought 
On  my  imagination  since  the  morn 
Of  childhood,  when  a  disappearing  line, 
One  daily  present  to  my  eyes,  that  crossed 
The  naked  summit  of  a  far-off  hill 
Beyond  the  limits  that  my  feet  had  trod. 
Was  like  an  invitation  into  space 
Boundless,  or  guide  into  eternity. 

But  why 
Take  note  of  this  ?    When  I  began  to  inquire, 
To  watch  and  question  those  I  met,  and  speak 
Without  reserve  to  them,  the  lonely  roads 
Were  open  schools  in  which  I  daily  read 
With  most  delight  the  passions  of  mankind, 
Whether  by  words,  looks,  sighs,  or  tears,  revealed ; 
There  saw  into  the  depth  of  human  souls. 
Souls  that  appear  to  have  no  depth  at  all. 

I  prized  such  w^alks  still  more,  for  there  I  found 
Hope  to  my  hope,  and  to  my  pleasure  peace 
And  steadiness,  and  healing  and  repose 
To  every  angry  passion.     There  I  heard, 
From  mouths  of  men  obscure  and  lowly,  truths 
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Replete  with  honour  ;  sounds  in  unison 
With  loftiest  promises  of  good  and  fair. 

Dearest  friend ! 
If  thou  partake  the  animating  faith 
That  poets,  even  as  prophets,  each  with  each 
Connected  in  a  mighty  scheme  of  truth, 
Have  each  his  own  peculiar  faculty, 
Heaven's  gift,  a  sense  that  fits  him  to  perceive 
Objects  unseen  before,  thou  wilt  not  blame 
The  humblest  of  this  band  who  dares  to  hope 
That  unto  him  hath  also  been  vouchsafed 
An  insight  that  in  some  sort  he  possesses, 
A  privilege  whereby  a  work  of  his. 
Proceeding  from  a  source  of  untaught  things, 
Creative  and  enduring,  may  become 
A  power  like  one  of  Nature's.     To  a  hope 
Not  less  ambitious  once  among  the  wilds 
Of  Sarum's  plain,  my  youthful  spirit  was  raised  ; 
There,  as  I  ranged  at  will  the  pastoral  downs 
Trackless  and  smooth,  or  paced  the  bare  white  roads 
Lengthening  in  solitude  their  dreary  line, 
Time  with  his  retinue  of  ages  fled 
Backwards,  nor  checked  his  flight  until  I  saw 
Our  dim  ancestral  past  in  vision  clear ; 
Saw  multitudes  of  men,  and,  here  and  there, 
A  single  Briton  clothed  in  wolf-skin  vest, 
With  shield  and  stone-axe,  stride  across  the  wold. 


BOOK   FOURTEENTH 

CONCLUSION 

In  one  of  those  excursions  (may  they  ne'er 

Fade  from  remembrance !)  through  the  northern  tracts 

Of  Cambria  ranging  with  a  youthful  friend. 
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I  left  Bethgelert's  huts  at  couching-time, 

And  westward  took  my  way,  to  see  the  sun 

Rise,  from  the  top  of  Snowdon.     To  the  door 

Of  a  rude  cottage  at  the  mountain's  base 

We  came,  and  roused  the  shepherd  who  attends 

The  adventurous  stranger's  steps,  a  trusty  guide ; 

Then,  cheered  by  short  refreshment,  sallied  forth. 

It  was  a  close,  warm,  breezeless  summer  night, 
Wan,  dull,  and  glaring,  with  a  dripping  fog 
Low-hung  and  thick  that  covered  all  the  sky ; 
But,  undiscouraged,  we  began  to  climb 
The  mountain-side.     The  mist  soon  girt  us  round, 
And,  after  ordinary  travellers'  talk 
With  our  conductor,  pensively  we  sank 
Each  into  commerce  with  his  private  thoughts : 
Thus  did  we  breast  the  ascent,  and  by  myself 
Was  nothing  either  seen  or  heard  that  checked 
Those  musings  or  diverted,  save  that  once 
The  shepherd's  lurcher,  who,  among  the  crags, 
Had  to  his  joy  unearthed  a  hedgehog,  teased 
His  coiled-up  prey  with  barkings  turbulent. 
This  small  adventure,  for  even  such  it  seemed 
In  that  wuld  place  and  at  the  dead  of  night, 
Being  over  and  forgotten,  on  we  wound 
In  silence  as  before.     With  forehead  bent 
Earthward,  as  if  in  opposition  set 
Against  an  enemy,  I  panted  up 
With  eager  pace,  and  no  less  eager  thoughts. 
Thus  might  we  wear  a  midnight  hour  away. 
Ascending  at  loose  distance  each  from  each, 
And  I,  as  chanced,  the  foremost  of  the  band  ; 
When  at  my  feet  the  ground  appeared  to  brighten, 
And  with  a  step  or  two  seemed  brighter  still ; 
Nor  was  time  given  to  ask  or  learn  the  cause, 
For  instantly  a  light  upon  the  turf 
Fell  like  a  flash,  and  lo !  as  I  looked  up, 
The  moon  hung  naked  in  a  firmament 
Of  azure  without  cloud,  and  at  my  feet 
Rested  a  silent  sea  of  hoary  mist. 
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A  hundred  hills  their  dusky  backs  upheaved 
All  over  this  still  ocean  ;  and  beyond, 
Far,  far  beyond,  the  solid  vapours  stretched. 
In  headlands,  tongues,  and  promontory  shapes, 
Into  the  main  Atlantic,  that  appeared 
To  dwindle,  and  give  up  his  majesty. 
Usurped  upon  far  as  the  sight  could  reach. 
Not  so  the  ethereal  vault ;  encroachment  none 
Was  there,  nor  loss ;  only  the  inferior  stars 
Had  disappeared,  or  shed  a  fainter  light 
In  the  clear  presence  of  the  full-orbed  Moon, 
Who,  from  her  sovereign  elevation,  gazed 
Upon  the  billowy  ocean,  as  it  lay 
All  meek  and  silent,  save  that  through  a  rift — 
Not  distant  from  the  shore  whereon  we  stood, 
A  fixed,  abysmal,  gloomy,  breathing-place — 
Mounted  the  roar  of  waters,  torrents,  streams 
Innumerable,  roaring  with  one  voice  1 
Heard  over  earth  and  sea,  and,  in  that  hour, 
For  so  it  seemed,  felt  by  the  starry  heavens. 

When  into  air  had  partially  dissolved 
That  vision,  given  to  spirits  of  the  night 
And  three  chance  human  wanderers,  in  calm  thought 
Reflected,  it  appeared  to  me  the  type 
Of  a  majestic  intellect,  its  acts 
And  its  possessions,  what  it  has  and  craves. 
What  in  itself  it  is,  and  would  become. 
There  I  beheld  the  emblem  of  a  mind 
That  feeds  upon  infinity,  that  broods 
Over  the  dark  abyss,  intent  to  hear 
Its  voices  issuing  forth  to  silent  light 
In  one  continuous  stream ;  a  mind  sustained 
By  recognitions  of  transcendent  power. 
In  sense  conducting  to  ideal  form, 
In  soul  of  more  than  mortal  privilege. 
One  function,  above  all,  of  such  a  mind 
Had  Nature  shadowed  there,  by  putting  forth, 
'Mid  circumstances  awful  and  sublime, 
That  mutual  domination  which  she  loves 
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To  exert  upon  the  face  of  outward  things, 

So  moulded,  joined,  abstracted,  so  endowed 

With  interchangeable  supremacy, 

That  men,  least  sensitive,  see,  hear,  perceive. 

And  cannot  choose  but  feel.     The  power,  which  all 

Acknowledge  when  thus  moved,  which  Nature  thus 

To  bodily  sense  exhibits,  is  the  express 

Resemblance  of  that  glorious  faculty 

That  higher  minds  bear  with  them  as  their  own. 

This  is  the  very  spirit  in  which  they  deal 

With  the  whole  compass  of  the  universe  : 

They  from  their  native  selves  can  send  abroad 

Kindred  mutations ;  for  themselves  create 

A  like  existence ;  and,  whene'er  it  dawns 

Created  for  them,  catch  it,  or  are  caught 

By  its  inevitable  mastery, 

Like  angels  stopped  upon  the  wing  by  sound 

Of  harmony  from  Heaven's  remotest  spheres. 

Them  the  enduring  and  the  transient  both 

Serve  to  exalt ;  they  build  up  greatest  things 

From  least  suggestions ;  ever  on  the  watch, 

Willing  to  work  and  to  be  wrought  upon. 

They  need  not  extraordinary  calls 

To  rouse  them ;  in  a  world  of  life  they  live, 

By  sensible  impressions  not  enthralled, 

But  by  their  quickening  impulse  made  more  prompt 

To  hold  fit  converse  with  the  spiritual  world. 

And  with  the  generations  of  mankind 

Spread  over  time,  past,  present,  and  to  come, 

Age  after  age,  till  time  shall  be  no  more. 

Such  minds  are  truly  from  the  Deity, 

For  they  are  Powers ;  and  hence  the  highest  bliss 

That  flesh  can  know  is  theirs — the  consciousness 

Of  whom  they  are,  habitually  infused 

Through  every  image  and  through  every  thought. 

And  all  affections  by  communion  raised 

From  earth  to  heaven,  from  human  to  divine ; 

Hence  endless  occupation  for  the  soul, 

Whether  discursive  or  intuitive ; 

Hence  cheerfulness  for  acts  of  daily  life, 


574  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

Emotions  which  best  foresight  need  not  fear, 
Most  worthy  then  of  trust  when  most  intense. 
Hence,  amid  ills  that  vex  and  wrongs  that  crush 
Our  hearts — if  here  the  words  of  Holy  Writ 
May  with  fit  reverence  be  applied — that  peace 
Which  passeth  understanding,  that  repose 
In  moral  judgments  which  from  this  pure  source 
Must  come,  or  will  by  man  be  sought  in  vain. 


By  love  subsists 
All  lasting  grandeur,  by  pervading  love ; 
That  gone,  we  are  as  dust. — Behold  the  fields 
In  balmy  spring-time  full  of  rising  flowers 
And  joyous  creatures ;  see  that  pair,  the  lamb 
And  the  lamb's  mother,  and  their  tender  ways 
Shall  touch  thee  to  the  heart ;  thou  callest  this  lov^ 
And  not  inaptly  so,  for  love  it  is. 
Far  as  it  carries  thee.     In  some  green  bower 
Rest,  and  be  not  alone,  but  have  thou  there 
The  One  who  is  thy  choice  of  all  the  world  : 
There  linger,  listening,  gazing,  with  delight 
Impassioned,  but  delight  how  pitiable  ! 
Unless  this  love  by  a  still  higher  love 
Be  hallowed,  love  that  breathes  not  without  awe ; 
Love  that  adores,  but  on  the  knees  of  prayer, 
By  heaven  inspired ;  that  frees  from  chains  the  soul, 
Lifted,  in  union  with  the  purest,  best, 
Of  earth-born  passions,  on  the  wings  of  praise 
Bearing  a  tribute  to  the  Almighty's  Throne. 
This  spiritual  Love  acts  not  nor  can  exist 
Without  imagination,  which,  in  truth. 
Is  but  another  name  for  absolute  power 
And  clearest  insight,  amplitude  of  mind, 
And  Reason  in  her  most  exalted  mood. 
This  faculty  hath  been  the  feeding  source 
Of  our  long  labour :  we  have  traced  the  stream 
From  the  blind  cavern  whence  is  faintly  heard 
Its  natal  murmur ;  followed  it  to  light 
And  open  day ;  accompanied  its  course 
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Among  the  ways  of  Nature,  for  a  time 
Lost  sight  of  it  bewildered  and  engulphed ; 
Then  given  it  greeting  as  it  rose  once  more 
In  strength,  reflecting  from  its  placid  breast 
The  works  of  man  and  face  of  human  life ; 
And  lastly,  from  its  progress  have  we  drawn 
Faith  in  life  endless,  the  sustaining  thought 
Of  human  Being,  Eternity,  and  God. 

Imagination  having  been  our  theme, 
So  also  hath  that  intellectual  Love, 
For  they  are  each  in  each,  and  cannot  stand 
Dividually. — Here  must  thou  be,  O  Man ! 
Power  to  thyself;  no  Helper  hast  thou  here; 
Here  keepest  thou  in  singleness  thy  state : 
No  other  can  divide  with  thee  this  work : 
No  secondary  hand  can  intervene 
To  fashion  this  ability ;  'tis  thine. 
The  prime  and  vital  principle  is  thine 
In  the  recesses  of  thy  nature,  far 
From  any  reach  of  outward  fellowship, 
Else  is  not  thine  at  all.     But  joy  to  him, 
Oh,  joy  to  him  who  here  hath  sown,  hath  laid 
Here,  the  foundation  of  his  future  years  ! 
For  all  that  friendship,  all  that  love  can  do, 
All  that  a  darling  countenance  can  look 
Or  dear  voice  utter,  to  complete  the  man, 
Perfect  him,  made  imperfect  in  himself, 
All  shall  be  his :  and  he  whose  soul  hath  risen 
Up  to  the  height  of  feeling  intellect 
Shall  want  no  humbler  tenderness  ;  his  heart 
Be  tender  as  a  nursing  mother's  heart ; 
Of  female  softness  shall  his  life  be  full. 
Of  humble  cares  and  delicate  desires. 
Mild  interests  and  gentlest  sympathies. 

Child  of  my  parents  !  Sister  of  my  soul ! 
Thanks  in  sincerest  verse  have  been  elsewhere 
Poured  out  for  all  the  early  tenderness 
Which  I  from  thee  imbibed :  and  'tis  most  true 
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That  later  seasons  owed  to  thee  no  less ; 

For,  spite  of  thy  sweet  influence  and  the  touch 

Of  kindred  hands  that  opened  out  the  springs 

Of  genial  thought  in  childhood,  and  in  spite 

Of  all  that  unassisted  I  had  marked 

In  life  or  nature  of  those  charms  minute 

That  win  their  way  into  the  heart  by  stealth, 

(Still  to  the  very  going-out  of  youth) 

I  too  exclusively  esteemed  that  love. 

And  sought  that  beauty,  which,  as  Milton  sings, 

Hath  terror  in  it.     Thou  didst  soften  down 

This  over-sternness ;  but  for  thee,  dear  friend ! 

My  soul,  too  reckless  of  mild  grace,  had  stood 

In  her  original  self  too  confident. 

Retained  too  long  a  countenance  severe ; 

A  rock  with  torrents  roaring,  with  the  clouds 

Familiar,  and  a  favourite  of  the  stars : 

But  thou  didst  plant  its  crevices  with  flowers, 

Hang  it  with  shrubs  that  twinkle  in  the  breeze, 

And  teach  the  little  birds  to  build  their  nests 

And  warble  in  its  chambers.     At  a  time 

When  Nature,  destined  to  remain  so  long 

Foremost  in  my  afffections,  had  fallen  back 

Into  a  second  place,  pleased  to  become 

A  handmaid  to  a  nobler  than  herself. 

When  every  day  brought  with  it  some  new  sense 

Of  exquisite  regard  for  common  things. 

And  all  the  earth  was  budding  with  these  gifts 

Of  more  refined  humanity,  thy  breath, 

Dear  sister  !  was  a  kind  of  gentler  spring 

That  went  before  my  steps.     Thereafter  came 

One  whom  with  thee  friendship  had  early  paired ; 

She  came,  no  luore  a  phantom  to  adorn 

A  moment,  but  an  inmate  of  the  heart. 

And  yet  a  spirit,  there  for  me  enshrined 

To  penetrate  the  lofty  and  the  low ; 

Even  as  one  essence  of  pervading  light 

Shines,  in  the  brightest  of  ten  thousand  stars. 

And,  the  meek  worm  that  feeds  her  lonely  lamp 

Couched  in  the  dewy  grass. 
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With  sudi  a  theme, 
Coleridge  !  with  this  my  argument,  of  thee 
Shall  I  be  silent  ?    O  capacious  soul ! 
Placed  on  this  earth  to  love  and  understand, 
And  from  thy  presence  shed  the  light  of  love, 
Shall  I, be  mute,  ere  thou  be  spoken  of? 
Thy  kindred  injSuence  to  my  heart  of  hearts 
Did  also  find  its  way.     Thus  fear  relaxed 
Her  overweening  grasp ;  thus  thoughts  and  things 
In  the  self-haunting  spirit  learned  to  take 
More  rational  proportions ;  mystery. 
The  incumbent  mystery  of  sense  and  soul, 
Of  life  and  death,  time  and  eternity, 
Admitted  more  habitually  a  mild 
Interposition,  a  serene  delight 
In  closelier  gathering  cares,  such  as  become 
A  human  creature,  howsoever  endowed. 
Poet,  or  destined  for  a  humbler  name ; 
And  so  the  deep  enthusiastic  joy. 
The  rapture  of  the  hallelujah  sent 
From   all   that  breathes   and   is,    was    chastened, 

stemmed 
And  balanced  by  pathetic  truth,  by  trust 
In  hopeful  reason,  leaning  on  the  stay 
Of  Providence ;  and  in  reverence  for  duty. 
Here,  if  need  be,  struggling  with  storms,  and. there 
Strewing  in  peace  lifers  humblest  ground  with  herbs. 
At  eVery  season  green,  sweet  at  all  hours. 


Since  I  withdrew  unwillingly  from  France, 

I  led  an  undomestic  wanderer's  life. 

In  London  chiefly  harboured,  whence  I  roamed. 

Tarrying  at  will  in  many  a  pleasant  spot 

Of  rural  England's  cultivated  vales 

Or  Cambrian  solitudes.     A  youth — he  bore 

The  name  of  Calvert  (it  shall  live,  if  words 

Of  mine  can  give  it  life,)  in  firm  belief 

That  by  endowments  not  from  me  withheld 

Good  might  be  furthered — in  his  last  decay 
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By  a  bequest  sufficient  for  my  needs 
Enabled  me  to  pause  for  choice,  and  walk 
At  large  and  unrestrained,  nor  damped  too  soon 
By  mortal  cares.     Himself  no  poet,  yet 
Far  less  a  common  follower  of  the  world, 
He  deemed  that  my  pursuits  and  labours  lay 
Apart  from  all  that  leads  to  wealth,  or  even 
A  necessary  maintenance  insures, 
Without  some  hazard  to  the  finer  sense ; 
He  cleared  a  passage  for  me,  and  the  stream 
Flowed  in  the  bent  of  Nature. 

Beloved  friend  I 
When,  looking  back,  thou  seest,  in  clearer  view 
Than  any  liveliest  sight  of  yesterday, 
That  summer,  under  whose  indulgent  skies, 
Upon  smooth  Quantock's  airy  ridge  we  roved 
Unchecked,  or  loitered  'mid  her  sylvan  combs, 
Thou  in  bewitching  words, -with  happy  heart, 
Didst  chant  the  vision  of  that  Ancient  Man, 
The  bright-eyed  Mariner,  and  rueful  woes 
Didst  utter  of  the  Lady  Christabel ; 
And  I,  associate  with  such  labour,  steeped 
In  soft  forgetfulness  the  livelong  hours, 
Murmuring  of  him  who,  joyous  hap,  was  found, 
After  the  perils  of  his  moonlight  ride. 
Near  the  loud  waterfall ;  or  her  who  sate 
In  misery  near  the  miserable  thorn ; 
When  thou  dost  to  that  summer  turn  thy. thoughts. 
And  hast  before  thee  all  which  then  we  were, 
To  thee,  in  memory  of  that  happiness, 
It  will  be  known,  by  thee  at  least,  my  friend ! 
Felt,  that  the  history  of  a  poet's  mind 
Is  labour  not  unworthy  of  regard : 
To  thee  the  work  shall  justify  itself. 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

WILLIAM,  EARL  OF  LONSDALE,  K.G. 

ETC.,    ETC. 


Oft,  through  thy  fair  domains,  illustrious  Peer  ! 
In  youth  I  roamed,  on  youthful  pleasures  bent ; 
And  mused  in  rocky  cell  or  sylvan  tent, 
Beside  swift-flowing  Lowther's  current  clear. 
Now,  by  thy  care  befriended,  I  appear 
Before  thee,  Lonsdale,  and  this  Work  present, 
A  token  (may  it  prove  a  monument !) 
Of  high  respect  and  gratitude  sincere. 
Gladly  would  I  have  waited  till  my  task 
Had  reached  its  close  ;  but  life  is  insecure. 
And  hope  full  oft  fallacious  as  a  dream  : 
Therefore,  for  what  is  here  produced,  I  ask 
Thy  favour  ;  trusting  that  thou  wilt  not  deem 
The  offering,  though  imperfect,  premature. 

William  Wordsworth. 

RvDAL  Mount,  Westmoreland, 
July  89,  1814. 
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FROM  THE  PREFACE  TO  THE  EDITION 
OF  1814 

Of  Truth,  of  Grandeur,  Beauty,  Love,  and  Hope, 

And  melancholy  Fear  subdued  by  Faith  ; 

Of  blessM  Consolations  in  distress  ; 

Of  moral  Strength,  and  intellectual  Power  ; 

Of  Joy  in  widest  commonalty  spread  ; 

Of  the  individual  Mind  that  keeps  her  own 

Inviolate  retirement,  subject  there 

To  Conscience  only,  and  the  law  supreme 

Of  that  Intelligence  which  governs  all, 

I  sing.      •  Fit  audience  let  me  find  though  few  ! ' 

Beauty — a  living  presence  of  the  earth, 

Surpassing  the  most  fair  ideal  forms 

Which  craft  of  delicate  spirits  hath  composed 

From  earth's  materials — waits  upon  my  steps  ; 

Pitches  her  tents  before  me  as  I  move, 

An  hourly  neighbour.      Paradise,  and  groves 

Elysian,  fortunate  fields — like  those  of  old 

Sought  in  the  Atlantic  main — why  should  they  be 

A  history  only  of  departed  things. 

Or  a  mere  fiction  of  what  never  was  ? 

For  the  discerning  intellect  of  man. 

When  wedded  to  this  goodly  universe 

In  love  and  holy  passion,  shall  find  these 

A  simple  produce  of  the  common  day. 

I,  long  before  the  blissful  hour  arrives. 

Would  chant,  in  lonely  peace,  the  spousal  verse 

Of  this  great  consummation  :  and,  by  words 

Which  speak  of  nothing  more  than  what  we  arc, 

Would  I  arouse  the  sensual  from  their  sleep 

Of  death,  and  win  the  vacant  and  the  vain 

To  noble  raptures  ;  while  my  voice  proclaims 

How  exquisitely  the  individual  mind 

(And  the  progressive  powers  perhaps  no  less 
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Of  the  whole  species)  to  the  external  world 
Is  fitted  ;  and  how  exquisitely,  too — 
Theme  this  but  little  heard  of  among  men — 
The  external  world  is  fitted  to  the  mind  ; 
And  the  creation  (by  no  lower  name 
Can  it  be  called)  which  they  with  blended  might 
Accomplish  : — this  is  our  high  argument. 

Descend,  prophetic  Spirit !  that  inspir'st 

The  human  soul  of  universal  earth, 

Dreaming  on  things  to  come  ;  and  dost  possess 

A  metropolitan  temple  in  the  hearts 

Of  mighty  poets  :  upon  me  bestow 

A  gift  of  genuine  insight ;  that  my  song 

With  star-like  virtue  in  its  place  may  shine. 


THE  EXCURSION 

BOOK  FIRST 
THE  WANDERER 


Oh  !  many  are  the  poets  that  are  sown 
By  Nature  ;  men  endowed  with  highest  gifts, 
The  vision  and  the  faculty  divine ; 
Yet  wanting  the  accomplishment  of  verse, 
(Which,  in  the  docile  season  of  their  youth. 
It  was  denied  them  to  acquire,  through  lack 
Of  culture  and  the  inspiring  aid  of  books, 
Or  haply  by  a  temper  too  severe. 
Or  a  nice  backwardness  afraid  of  shame) 
Nor  having  e'er,  as  life  advanced,  been  led 
By  circumstance  to  take  unto  the  height 
The  measure  of  themselves,  these  favoured  Beings. 
All  but  a  scattered  few,  live  out  their  time, 
Husbanding  that  which  they  possess  within. 
And  go  to  the  grave,  unthought  of.    Strongest  minds 
Are  often  those  of  whom  the  noisy  world 
Hears  least ;  else  surely  this  man  had  not  left 
His  graces  unrevealed  and  unproclaimed. 

Among  the  hills  of  Athol  he  was  born  ; 
Where,  on  a  small  hereditary  farm. 
An  unproductive  slip  of  rugged  ground, 

583 


584  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

His  parents,  with  their  numerous  offspring,  dwelt ; 
A  virtuous  household,  though  exceeding  poor ! 
Pure  livers  were  they  all,  austere  and  grave, 
And  fearing  God ;  the  very  children  taught 
Stern  self-respect,  a  reverence  for  God's  word, 
And  an  habitual  piety,  maintained 
With  strictness  scarcely  known  on  English  ground. 

From  his  sixth  year,  the  boy  of  whom  I  speak. 
In  summer,  tended  cattle  on  the  hills ; 
But,  through  the  inclement  and  the  perilous  days 
Of  long-continuing  winter,  he  repaired, 
Equipped  with  satchel,  to  a  school,  that  stood 
Sole  building  on  a  mountain's  dreary  edge, 
Remote  from  view  of  city  spire,  or  sound 
Of  minster  clock  !     From  that  bleak  tenement 
He,  many  an  evening,  to  his  distant  home 
In  solitude  returning,  saw  the  hills 
Grow  larger  in  the  darkness ;  all  alone 
Beheld  the  stars  come  out  above  his  head. 
And  travelled  through  the  wood,  with  no  one  near 
To  whom  he  might  confess  the  things  he  saw. 

So  the  foundations  of  his  mind  were  laid. 
In  such  communion,  not  from  terror  free, 
While  yet  a  child,  and  long  before  his  time. 
Had  he  perceived  the  presence  and  the  power 
Of  greatness ;  and  deep  feelings  had  impressed 
So  vividly  great  objects  that  they  lay 
Upon  his  mind  like  substances,  whose  presence 
Perplexed  the  bodily  sense.     He  had  received 
A  pirecious  gift ;  for,  as  he  grew  in  years, 
With  these  impressions  would  he  stiir  compare 
All  his  remembrances,  thoughts,  shapes,  and  forms ; 
And,  being  still  unsatisfied  with  aught 
Of  dimmer  character,  he  thence  attained 
An  active  power  to  fasten  images 
Upon  his  brain ;  and  on  their  pictured  lines 
Intensely  brooded,  even  till  they  acquired 
The  liveliness  of  dreams.     Nor  did  he  fail, 
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While  yet  a  child,  with  a  child's  eagerness 

Incessantly  to  turn  his  ear  and  eye 

On  all  things  which  the  moving  seasons  brought 

To  feed  such  appetite,  nor  this  alone 

Appeased  his  yearning :  in  the  after-day 

Of  boyhood,  many  an  hour  in  caves  forlorn, 

And  'mid  the  hollow  depths  of  naked  crags 

He  sate,  and  even  in  their  fixed  lineaments, 

Or  from  the  power  of  a  peculiar  eye. 

Or  by  creative  feeling  overborne, 

Or  by  predominance  of  thought  oppressed, 

Even  in  their  fixed  and  steady  lineaments 

He  traced  an  ebbing  and  a  flowing  mind, 

Expression  ever  varying ! 

In  his  heart 
Was  wanting  yet  the  pure  delight  of  love 
By  sound  diffused,  or  by  the  breathing  air, 
Or  by  the  silent  looks  of  happy  things. 
Or  flowing  from  the  universal  face 
Of  earth  and  sky.     But  he  had  felt  the  power 
Of  Nature,  and  already  was  prepared, 
By  his  intense  conceptions,  to  receive 
Deeply  the  lesson  deep  of  love  which  he. 
Whom  Nature,  by  whatever  means,  has  taught 
To  feel  intensely,  cannot  but  receive. 

Such  was  the  boy,  but  for  the  growing  youth 
What  soul  was  his,  when,  from  the  naked  top 
Of  some  bold  headland,  he  beheld  the  sun 
Rise  up,  and  bathe  the  world  in  light  I    He  looked 
Ocean  and  earth,  the  solid  frame  of  earth 
And  ocean's  liquid  mass,  in  gladness  lay 
Beneath    him:    Far    and   wide   the    clouds   were 

touched, 
And  in  their  silent  faces  could  he  read 
Unutterable  love.     Sound  needed  none. 
Nor  any  voice  of  joy ;  his  spirit  drank 
The  spectacle :  sensation,  saul,  and  form. 
All  melted  into  him ;  they  swallowed  up 
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His  animal  being ;  in  them  did  he  live, 
And  by  them  did  he  live ;  they  were  his  life. 
In  such  access  of  mind,  in  such  high  hour 
Of  visitation  from  the  living  God, 
Thought  was  not ;  in  enjoyment  it  expired. 
No  thanks  he  breathed,  he  proffered  no  request ; 
Rapt  into  still  communion  that  transcends 
The  imperfect  offices  of  prayer  and  praise, 
His  mind  was  a  thanksgiving  to  the  power 
That  made  him  ;  it  was  blessedness  and  love  ! 

A  herdsman  on  the  lonely  mountain-tops, 
Such  intercourse  was  his,  and  in  this  sort 
Was  his  existence  oftentimes  possessed. 
O  then  how  beautiful,  how  bright,  appeared 
The  written  promise  !     Early  had  he  learned 
To  reverence  the  volume  that  displays 
The  mystery,  the  life  which  cannot  die ; 
But  in  the  mountains  did  he  y^^/ his  faith. 
All  things,  responsive  to  the  writing,  there 
Breathed  immortality,  revolving  life. 
And  greatness  still  revolving ;  infinite : 
There  littleness  was  not ;  the  least  of  things 
Seemed  infinite ;  and  there  his  spirit  shaped 
Her  prospects,  nor  did  he  believe, — he  saw. 
What  wonder  if  his  being  thus  became 
Sublime  and  comprehensive  !     Low  desires. 
Low  thoughts  had  there  no  place ;  yet  was  his  heart 
Lowly ;  for  he  was  meek  in  gratitude. 
Oft  as  he  called  those  ecstasies  to  mind, 
And  whence  they  flowed;  and  from  them  he  acquired 
Wisdom,  which  works  through  patience ;  thence  he 

learned 
In  oft-recurring  hours  of  sober  thought 
To  look  on  Nature  with  a  humble  heart. 
Self-questioned  where  it  did  not  understand. 
And  with  a  superstitious  eye  of  love. 

Nature  was  at  his  heart  as  if  he  felt, 

Though  yet  he  knew  not  how,  a  wasting  power 
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In  all  things  that  from  her  sweet  influence 

Might  tend  to  wean  him.    Therefore  with  her  hues, 

Her  fornis,  and  with  the  spirit  of  her  forms, 

He  clothed  the  nakedness  of  austere  truth. 

While  yet  he  lingered  in  the  rudiments 

Of  science,  and  among  her  simplest  laws, 

His  triangles,  they  were  the  stars  of  heaven 

The  silent  stars  •!    Oft  did  he  take  delight 

To  measure  the  altitude  of  some  tall  crag 

That  is  the  eaglets  birthplace,  or  some  peak 

Familiar  with  forgotten  years,  that  shows 

Inscribed  upon  its  visionary  sides, 

The  history  of  many  a  winter  storm. 

Or  obscure  records  of  the  path  of  fire. 

And  thus  before  his  eighteenth  year  was  told. 
Accumulated  feelings  pressed  his  heart 
With  still  increasing  weight ;  he  was  overpowered 
By  Nature ;  by  the  turbulence  subdued 
Of  his  own  mind ;  by  mystery  and  hope. 
And  the  first  virgin  passion  of  a  soul 
Communing  with  the  glorious  universe. 
Full  often  wished  he  that  the  winds  might  rage 
When  they  were  silent :  far  more  fondly  now 
Than  in  his  earlier  season  did  he  love 
Tempestuous  nights,  the  conflict  and  the  sounds 
That  live  in  darkness.     From  his  intellect 
And  from  the  stillness  of  abstracted  thought 
He  asked  repose ;  and,  failing  oft  to  win 
The  peace  required,  he  scanned  the  laws  of  light 
Amid  the  roar  of  torrents,  where  they  send 
From  hollow  clefts  up  to  the  clearer  air 
A  cloud  of  mist,  that  smitten  by  the  sun 
Varies  its  rainbow  hues.     But  vainly  thus, 
And  vainly  by  all  other  means,  he  strove 
To  mitigate  the  fever  of  his  heart. 

In  dreams,  in  study,  and  in  ardent  thought, 
Thus  was  he  reared ;  much  wanting  to  assist 
The  growth  of  intellect,  yet  gaining  more. 
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And  every  moral  feeling  of  his  soul 
Strengthened  and  braced,  by  breathing  in  content 
The  keen,  the  wholesome,  air  of  poverty, 
And  drinking  from  the  well  of  homely  life. 

He  was  a  man 
Whom  no  one  could  have  passed^ without  remark. 
Active  and  nervous  was  his  gait ;  his  limbs 
And  his  whole  figure  breathed  intelligence. 
Time  had  compressed  the  freshness  of  his  cheek 
Into  a  narrower  circle  of  deep  red,  # 

But  had  not  tamed  his  eye ;  that,  under  brows 
Shaggy  and  grey,  had  meanings  which  it  brought 
From  years  of  youth ;  which,  like  a  Being  made 
Of  many  Beings,  he  had  wondrous  skill 
To  blend  with  knowledge  of  the  years  to  come, 
Human,  or  such  as  lie  beyond  the  grave. 

Thus  did  he  speak.     "  I  see  around  me  here 
Things  which  you  cannot  see  :  we  die,  my  friend, 
Nor  we  alone,  but  that  which  each  man  loved 
And  prized  in  his  peculiar  nook  of  earth 
Dies  with  him,  or  is  changed ;  and  very  soon 
Even  of  the  good  is  no  memorial  left. 
The  poets,  in  their  elegies  and  songs 
Lamenting  the  departed,  call  the  groves. 
They  call  upon  the  hills  and  streams  to  mourn, 
And  senseless  rocks  ;•  nor  idly ;  for  they  speak. 
In  these  their  invocations,  with  a  voice 
Obedient  to  the  strong  creative  power 
Of  human  passion.     Sympathies  there  are 
More  tranquil,  yet  perhaps  of  kindred  birth. 
That  steal  upon  the  meditative  mind, 
And   grow  with   thought.     Beside  yon    spring  I 

stood, 
And  eyed  its  waters  till  we  seemed  to  feel 
One  sadness,  they  and  I. 
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Oh,  Sir  1  the  good  die  first, 
And  they  whose  hearts  are  dry  as  summer  dust 
Burn  to  the  socket. 


"I  speak,"  continued  he,  "of  one  whose  stock 
Of  virtues  bloomed  beneath  this  lowly  roof. 
She  was  a  woman  of  a  steady  mind. 
Tender  and  deep  in  her  excess  of  love ; 
Not  speaking  much,  pleased  rather  with  the  joy 
Of  her  own  thoughts :  by  some  especial  care 
Her  temper  had  been  framed,  as  if  to  make 
A  Being,  who  by  adding  love  to  peace 
Might  live  on  earth  a  life  of  happiness.  • 


"  I  roved  o'er  many  a  hill  and  many  a  dale. 
With  my  accustomed  load ;  in  heat  and  cold. 
Through  many  a  wood  and  many  an  open  ground, 
In  sunshine  and  in  shade,  in  wet  and  fair, 
Drooping  or  blithe  of  heart,  as  might  befall ; 
My  best  companions  now  the  driving  winds, 
And  now  the  ^  trotting  brooks '  and  whispering  trees, 
And  now  the  music  of  my  own  sad  steps, 
With  many  a  short-lived  thought  that  passed  between, 
And  disappeared." 


BOOK    SECOND 


THE  SOLITARY 


In  days  of  yore  how  fortunately  fared 
The  minstrel !  wandering  on  from  hall  to  hall, 
Baronial  court  or  royal ;  cheered  with  gifts 
Munificent,  and  love,  and  ladies'  praise ; 
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Now  meeting  on  his  road  an  armed  knight, 
Now  resting  with  a  pilgrim  by  the  side 
Of  a  clear  brook ;  beneath  an  abbey's  roof 
One  evening  sumptuously  lodged ;  the  next, 
Humbly  in  a  religious  hospital ; 
Or  with  some  merry  outlaws  of  the  wood ; 
Or  haply  shrouded  in  a  hermit's  cell. 
Him,  sleeping  or  awake,  the  robber  spared ; 
He  walked,  protected  from  the  sword  of  war 
By  virtue  of  that  sacred  instrument 
His  harp,  suspended  at  the  traveller's  side ; 
His  dear  companion  wheresoe'er  he  went 
Opening  from  land  to  land  an  easy  way 
By  melody,  and  by  the  charm  of  verse. 


We  scaled,  without  a  track  to  ease  our  steps, 
A  steep  ascent ;  and  reached  a  dreary  plain. 
With  a  tumultuous  waste  of  huge  hill  tops 
Before  us ;  savage  region  !  which  I  paced 
Dispirited :  when,  all  at  once,  behold  ' 
Beneath  our  feet,  a  little  lowly  vale, 
A  lowly  vale,  and  yet  uplifted  high 
Among  the  mountains ;  even  as  if  the  spot 
Had  been  from  eldest  time  by  wish  of  theirs 
So  placed,  to  be  shut  out  from  all  the  world ! 
Urn-like  it  was  in  shape,  deep  as  an  urn ; 
With  rocks  encompassed,  save  that  to  the  south 
Was  one  small  opening,  where  a  heath-clad  ridge 
Supplied  a  boundary  less  abrupt  and  close ; 
A  quiet  treeless  nook,  with  two  green  fields, 
A  liquid  pool  that  glittered  in  the  sun. 
And  one  bare  dwelling  ;  one  abode,  no  more  ! 
It  seemed  the  home  of  poverty  and  toil, 
Though  not  of  want :  the  little  fields,  made  green 
By  husbandry  of  many  thrifty  years, 
Paid  cheerful  tribute  to  the  moorland  house. 
There  crows  the  cock,  single  in  his  domain : 
The  small  birds  find  in  spring  no  thicket  there 
To  shroud  them ;  only  from  the  neighbouring  vales 
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The  cuckoo,  straggling  up  to  the  hill  tops, 
Shouteth  faint  tidings  of  some  gladder  place. 

Ah  !  what  a  sweet  recess,  thought  I,  is  here ! 
Instantly  throwing  down  my  hmbs  at  ease 
Upon  a  bed  of  heath  ;  full  many  a  spot 
Of  hidden  beauty  have  I  chanced  to  espy 
Among  the  mountains ;  never  one  like  this ; 
So  lonesome,  and  so  perfectly  secure ; 
Not  melancholy ;  no,  for  it  is  green, 
And  bright,  and  fertile,  furnished  in  itself 
With  the  few  needful  things  that  life  requires. 
In  rugged  arms  how  softly  does  it  lie. 
How  tenderly  protected  !     Far  and  near 
We  have  an  image  of  the  pristine  earth, 
The  planet  in  its  nakedness :  were  this 
Man's  only  dwelling,  sole  appointed  seat, 
First,  last,  and  single,  in  the  breathing  world, 
It  could  not  be  more  quiet :  peace  is  here 
Or  nowhere ;  days  unruffled  by  the  gale 
Of  public  news  or  private ;  years  that  pass 
Forgetfully ;  uncalled  upon  to  pay 
The  common  penalties  of  mortal  life, 
Siekness,  or  accident,  or  grief,  or  pain. 


Many  precious  rites 
And  customs  of  our  rural  ancestry 
Are  gone,  or  stealing  from  us ;  this,  I  hope. 
Will  last  for  ever. .    Oft  on  my  way  have  I 
Stood  still,  though  but  a  casual  passenger. 
So  much  I  felt  the  awfulness  of  life. 
In  that  one  moment  when  the  corse  is  hfted 
In  silence,  with  a  hush  of  decency ; 
Then  from  the  threshold  moves  with  song  of  peace, 
And  confidential  yearnings,  towards  its  home. 
Its  final  home  on  earth.     What  traveller — who — 
(How  far  soever  a  stranger)  does  not  own 
The  bond  of  brotherhood,  when  he  sees  them  go, 
A  mute  procession  on  the  houseless  road ; 
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Or  passing  by  some  single  tenement 

Or  clustered  dwellings,  where  again  they  raise 

The  monitory  voice  ?     But  most  of  all 

It  touches,  it  confirms,  and  elevates, 

Then,  when  the  body,  soon  to  be  consigned 

Ashes  to  ashes,  dust  bequeathed  to  dust, 

Is  raised  from*  the  church-aisle,  and  forward  borne 

Upon  the  shoulders  of  the  next  in  love. 

The  nearest  in  affection  or  in  blood ; 

Yea,  by  the  very  mourners  who  had  knelt 

Beside  the  coffin,  resting  on  its  lid 

In  silent  grief  their  unuplifted  heads, 

And  heard  meanwhile  the  Psalmist's  mournful  plaint, 

And  that  most  awful  scriptjure  which  declares 

We  shall  not  sleep,  but  we  shall  all  be  changed ! 

Have  I  not  seen,  ye  likewise  may  have  seen. 

Son,  husband,  brothers — brothers  side  by  side. 

And  son  and  father  also  side  by  side — 

Rise  from  that  posture :  and  in  concert  move 

On  the  green  turf  following  the  vested  priest, 

Four  dear  supporters  of  one  senseless  weight. 

From  which  they  do  not  shrink,  and  under  which 

They  faint  not,  but  advance  towards  the  open  grave 

Step  after  step  together,  with  their  firm 

Unhidden  faces :  he  that  suffers  most. 

He  outwardly,  and  inwardly  perhaps, 

The  most  serene,  with  most  undaunted  eye ! — 

Oh  !  blest  are  they  who  live  and  die  like  these. 

Loved  with  such  love,  and  with  such  sorrow  mourned!" 

In  genial  mood. 
While  at  our  pastoral  briquet  thus  we  sate 
Fronting  the  window  of  that  little  cell, 
I  could  not,  ever  and  anon,  forbear 
To  glance  an  upward  look  on  two  huge  peaks. 
That  from  some  other  vale  peered  into  this. 
"Those  lusty  twins,"  exclaimed  our  host,  "if  here 
It  were  your  lot  to  dwell,  would  soon  become 
Your  prized  companions.     Many  are  the  notes 
Which,  in  his  tuneful  course,  the  wind  draws  forth 
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From  rocks,  woods,  caverns,  heaths,  and  dashing  shores ; 

And  well  those  lofty  brethren  bear  their  part 

In  the  wild  concert — chiefly  when  the  storm 

Rides  high ;  then  all  the  upper  air  they  fill 

With  roaring  sound,  that  ceases  not  to  flow. 

Like  smoke,  along  the  level  of  the  blast, 

In  mighty  current ;  theirs,  too,  is  the  song 

Of  stream  and  headlong  flood  that  seldom  fails ; 

And,  in  the  grim  and  breathless  hour  of  noon, 

Methinks  that  I  have  heard  them  echo  back 

The  thunder's  greeting.     Nor  have  Nature's  laws 

Left  them  ungifted  with  a  power  to  yield 

Music  of  finer  tone ;  a  harmony. 

So  do  I  call  it,  though  it  be  the  hand 

Of  silence,  though  there  be  no  voice  ;  the  clouds. 

The  mist,  the  shadows,  light  of  golden  suns^ 

Motions  of  moonlight,  all  come  thither — touch, 

And  have  an  answer — thither  come,  and  shape 

A  language  not  unwelcome  to  sick  hearts 

And  idle  spirits :  there  the  sun  himself. 

At  the  calm  close  of  summer's  longest  day, 

Rests  his  substantial  orb ;  between  those  heights 

And  on  the  top  of  either  pinnacle, 

More  keenly  than  elsewhere  in  night's  blue  vault. 

Sparkle  the  stars,  as  of  their  station  proud. 

Thoughts  are  not  busier  in  the  mind  of  man 

Than  the  mute  agents  stirring  there :  alone 

Here  do  I  sit  and  watch." 

"  So  was  he  lifted  gently  from  the  ground. 
And  with  their  freight  homeward  the  shepherds  moved 
Through  the  dull  mist,  I  following,  when  a  step, 
A  single  step  that  freed  me  from  the  skirts 
Of  the  blind  vapour,  opened  to  my  view 
Glory  beyond  all  glory  ever  seen 
By  waking  sense  or  by  the  dreaming  soul ! 
The  appearance,  instantaneously  disclosed. 
Was  of  a  mighty  city,  boldly  say 
A  wilderness  of  building,  sinking  far 
And  self-withdrawn  into  a  boundless  depth, 


596  WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS 

Such  as  is  sometimes  seen,  and  hardly  seen. 
To  brush  the  still  breast  of  a  crystal  lake. 

"  Behold  a  cabinet  for  sages  built, 
Which  kings  might  envy  ! "     Praise  to  this  effect 
Broke  from  the  happy  old  man's  reverend  lip ; 
Who  to  the  Solitary  turned,  and  said, 
"  In  sooth,  with  love's  familiar  privilege. 
You  have  decried  the  wealth  which  is  your  own. 
Among  these  rocks  and  stones,  methinks,  I  see 
More  than  the  heedless  impress  that  belongs 
To  lonely  nature's  casual  work :  they  bear 
A  semblance  strange  of  power  intelligent. 
And  of  design  not  wholly  worn  away. 
Boldest  of  plants  that  ever  faced  the  wind. 
How  gracefully  that  slender  shrub  looks  forth 
From  its  fantastic  birthplace  !     And  I  own, 
Some  shadowy  intimations  haunt  me  here. 
That  in  these  shows  a  chronicle  survives 
Of  purposes  akin  to  those  of  man, 
But  wrought  with  mightier  arm  than  now  prevails. 
Voiceless  the  stream  descends  into  the  gulf 
With  timid  lapse;  and  lo  !  while  in  this  strait 
I  stand,  the  chasm  of  sky  above  my  head 
Is  heaven's  profoundest  azure ;  no  domain 
For  fickle,  short-lived  clouds  to  occupy, 
Or  to  pass  through  ;  but  rather  an  abyss 
In  which  the  everlasting  stars  abide ; 
And  whose  soft  gloom,  and  boundless  depth,  might 

tempt 
The  curious  eye  to  look  for  them  by  day. 
,Hail  Contemplation  !  from  the  stately  towers, 
Reared  by  the  industrious  hand  of  human  art 
To  lift  thee  high  above  the  misty  air 
And  turbulence  of  murmuring  cities  vast ; 
From  academic  groves,  that  have  for  thee 
Been  planted,  hither  come  and  find  a  lodge 
To  which  thou  may'st  resort  for  holier  peace. 
From  whose  calm  centre  thou,  through  height  or 

depth, 
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May'st  penetrate,  wherever  truth  shall  lead ; 
Measuring  through  all  degrees,  until  the  scale 
Of  time  and  conscious  nature  disappear, 
Lost  in  unsearchable  eternity !  " 

"  What  other  yearning  was  the  master  tie 
Of  the  monastic  brotherhood,  upon  rock 
Aerial,  or  in  green  secluded  vale. 
One  after  one,  collected  from  afar. 
An  undissolving  fellowship  ?    AVhat  but  this. 
The  universal  instinct  of  repose. 
The  longing  for  confirmed  tranquillity, 
Inward  and  outward ;  humble,  yet  sublime  : 
The  life  where  hope  and  memory  are  as  one ; 
Where  earth  is  quiet  and  her  face  unchanged 
Save  by  the  simplest  toil  of  human  hands 
Or  season's  difference ;  the  immortal  Soul 
Consistent  in  self-rule ;  and  heaven  revealed 
To  meditation  in  that  quietness  ! 

— Wild  were  the  walks  upon  those  lonely  downs. 

Track  leading  into  track ;  how  marked,  how  worn 

Into  bright  verdure,  between  fern  and  gorse, 

Winding  away  its  never-ending  line 

(3n  their  smooth  surface,  evidence  was  none : 

But,  there,  lay  open  to  our  daily  haunt, 

A  range  of  unappropriated  earthy 

Where  youth's  ambitious  feet  might  move  at  large  ; 

Whence,  unmolested  wanderers,  we  beheld 

The  shining  giver  of  the  day  diffuse 

His  brightness  o'er  a  track  of  sea  and  land 

Gay  as  our  spirits,  free  as  our  desires ; 

As  our  enjoyments,  boundless.     From  those  heights 

We  dropped,  at  pleasure,  into  sylvan  combs ; 

Where  arbours  of  impenetrable  shade, 

And  mossy  seats,  detained  us  side  by  side, 

With  hearts  at  ease,  and  knowledge  in  our  hearts 

*That  all  the  grove  and  all  the  day  was  ours.' 
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BOOK    FOURTH 
DESPONDENCY  CORRECTED 


The  VVanderer  said  : 

"  One  adequate  support 
For  the  calamities  of  mortal  life 
Exists — one  only ;  an  assured  belief 
That  the  procession  of  our  fate,  howe'er 
Sad  or  disturbed,  is  ordered  by  a  Being 
Of  infinite  benevolence  and  power ; 
Whose  everlasting  purposes  embrace 
All  accidents,  converting  them  to  good 
The  darts  of  anguish  Jix  not  where  the  seat 
Of  suffering  hath  been  thoroughly  fortified 
By  acquiescence  in  the  Will  supreme 
For  time  and  for  eternity ;  by  faith, 
Faith  absolute  in  God,  including  hope, 
And  the  defence  that  lies  in  boundless  love 
Of  his  perfections ;  with  habitual  dread 
Of  aught  unworthily  conceived,  endured 
Impatiently,  ill-done,  or  left  undone, 
To  the  dishonour  of  his  holy  name. 
Soul  of  our  souls,  and  safeguard  of  the  world ! 
Sustain,  thou  only  canst,  the  sick  of  heart ; 
Restore  their  languid  spirits,  and  recall 
Their  lost  affections  unto  thee  and  thine  ! " 

Then,  as  we  issued  from  that  covert  nook, 
He  thus  continued,  lifting  up  his  eyes 
To  heaven  :  "  How  beautiful  this  dome  of  sky ; 
And  the  vast  hills,  in  fluctuation  fixed 
At  thy  command,  how  awful !     Shall  the  soul, 
Human  and  rational,  report  of  thee 
Even  less  than  these  1     Be  mute  who  will,  who  can, 
Yet  I  will  praise  thee  with  impassioned  voice  : 
My  lips,  that  may  forget  thee  in  the  crowd, 
Cannot  forget  thee  here ;  where  thou  hast  built, 
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For  thy  own  glory,  in  the  wilderness ! 

Me  didst  thou  constitute  a  priest  of  thine, 

In  such  a  temple  as  we  now  behold 

Reared  for  thy  presence ;  therefore  am  I  bound 

To  worship,  here  and  everywhere,  as  one 

Not  doomed  to  ignorance,  though  forced  to  tread 

From  childhood  up,  the  ways  of  poverty; 

From  unreflecting  ignorance  preserved, 

And  from  debasement  rescued.     By  thy  grace 

The  particle  divine  remained  unquenched ; 

And,  ^mid  the  wild  weeds  of  a  rugged  soil, 

Thy  bounty  caused  to  flourish  deathless  flowers. 

From  Paradise  transplanted :  wintry  age 

Impends ;  the  frost  will  gather  round  my  heart ; 

If  the  flowers  wither,  I  am  worse  than  dead ! 

Come,  labour,  when  the  worn-out  frame  requires 

Perpetual  sabbath ;  come,  disease  and  want ; 

And  sad  exclusion  through  decay  of  sense ; 

But  leave  me  unabated  trust  in  thee, 

And  let  thy  favour,  to  the  end  of  life, 

Inspire  me  with  ability  to  seek 

Repose  and  hope  among  eternal  things — 

Father  of  heaven  and  earth  !  and  I  am  rich. 

And  will  possess  my  portion  in  content ! 

"And  what  are  things  eternal?  powers  depart," 
The  grey-haired  Wanderer  steadfastly  replied, 
Answering  the  question  which  himself  had  asked, 
"  Possessions  vanish,  and  opinions  change, 
And  passions  hold  a  fluctuating  seat : 
But,  by  the  storms  of  circumstance  unshaken, 
And  subject  neither  to  eclipse  nor  wane, 
Duty  exists ;  immutably  survive, 
For  our  support,  the  measures  and  the  forms, 
Which  an  abstract  intelligence  supplies ; 
Whose  kingdom  is,  where  time  and  space  are  not. 
Of  other  converse  which  mind,  soul,  and  heart, 
Do,  with  united  urgency,  require, 
What  more  that  may  not  perish?     Thou,  dread 
source,  .^' '     / 
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Prime,  self-existing  cause  and  end  of  all 

That  in  the  scale  of  being  fill  their  place ; 

Above  our  human  region,  or  below, 

Set  and  sustained ;  thou,  who  didst  wrap  the  cloud 

Of  infancy  around  us,  that  thyself, 

Therein,  with  our  simplicity  awhile 

Might'st  hold,  on  earth,  communion  undisturbed ; 

Who  from  the  anarchy  of  dreaming  sleep, 

Or  from  its  death-like  void,  with  punctual  care. 

And  touch  as  gentle  as  the  morning  light, 

Restor^st  us,  daily,  to  the  powers  of  sense 

And  reason's  steadfast  rule,  thou,  thou  alone 

Art  everlasting,  and  the  blessed  spirits, 

Which  thou  includest,  as  the  sea  her  waves : 

For  adoration  thou  endur'st ;  endure 

For  consciousness  the  motions  of  thy  will ; 

For  apprehension  those  transcendent  truths 

Of  the  pure  intellect,  that  stand  as  laws 

(Submission  constituting  strength  and  power) 

Even  to  thy  Being's  infinite  majesty ! 

This  universe  shall  pass  away,  a  work 

Glorious  !  because  the  shadow  of  thy  might, 

A  step,  or  link,  for  intercourse  with  thee. 

Ah  !  if  the  time  must  come,  in  which  my  feet 

No  more  shall  stray  where  meditation  leads, 

By  flowing  stream,  through  wood,  or  craggy  wild. 

Loved  haunts  like  these ;  the  unimprisoned  mind 

May  yet  have  scope  to  range  among  her  own, 

Her  thoughts,  her  images,  her  high  desires. 

If  the  dear  faculty  of  sight  should  fail, 

Still,  it  may  be  allowed  me  to  remember 

What  visionary  powers  of  eye  and  soul 

In  youth  were  mine  ;  when,  stationed  on  the  top 

Of  some  huge  hill,  expectant,  I  beheld 

The  sun  rise  up,  from  distant  climes  returned 

Darkness  to  chase,  and  sleep ;  and  bring  the  day 

His  bounteous  gift !  or  saw  him  toward  the  deep 

Sink,  with  a  retinue  of  flaming  clouds 

Attended ;  then,  my  spirit  was  entranced 

With  joy  exalted  to  beatitude ; 


THE  EXCURSION  6o  I 

The  measure. of  my  soul  was  :filled  with  bliss, 
And  holiest  love ;  as  earth,  sea,  jur,  with  light, 
With  pomp,  with  glory,  with  magnificence  ! 

**  Those  fervent  raptures  are  for  ever  flown  ; 
And,  since  their  date,  my  soul  hath  undergone 
Change  manifold,  for  better  or  for  worse : 
Yet  cease  I  not  to  struggle,  and.  aspire 
Heavenward ;  and  chide  the  part  of  me  that  flags, 
Through  sinful  choice ;  or  dread  necessity 
On  human  nature  from  above  imposed. 
'Tis,  by  comparison,  an  easy  task 
Earth  to  despise ;  but,  to  converse  with  heaven, 
This  is  not  easy :  to  relinquish  all 
We  have,  or  hope,  of  happiness  and  joy. 
And  stand  in  freedom  loosened  from  this  world, 
I  deem  not  arduous ;  but  must  needs  confess 
That  'tis  a  thing  impossible  to  frame 
Conceptions  equal  to  the  soul's  desires ; 
And  the  most  difficult  of  tasks  to  keep 
Heights  which  the  soul  is  competent  to  gain. 
Man  is  of  dust :  ethereal  hopes  are  his. 
Which,  when  they  should  sustain  themselves  aloft 
Want  due  consistence ;  like  a  pillar  of  smoke, 
That  with  majestic  energy  from  earth 
Rises ;  but,  having  reached  the  thinner  air. 
Melts,  and  dissolves,  and  is  no  longer  seen. 


Too,  too  dontracted  are  these  walls  of  flesh. 

This  vital  warmth  too  cold,  these  visual  orbs. 

Though  inconceivably  endowed,  too  dim 

For  any  passion  of  the  soul  that  leads 

To  ecstasy ;  and  all  the  crooked  paths 

Of  time  and  change  disdaining,  takes  its  course 

Along  the  line  of  limitless  desires. 


Alas  !  the  endowment  of  immortal  power 
Is  matched  unequally  with  custom,  time, 
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And  domineering  faculties  of  sense 

In  all;  in  most  with  superadded  foes, 

Idle  temptations  ;  open  vanities, 

Ephemeral  offspring  of  the  unblushing  world ; 

And,  in  the  private  regions  of  the  mind, 

Ill-governed  passions,  ranklings  of  despite, 

Immoderate  wishes,  pining  discontent, 

Distress  and  care.     What  then  remains  ?     To  seek 

Those  helps  for  his  occasions  ever  near 

Who  lacks  not  will  to  use  them ;  vows,  renewed 

On  the  first  motion  of  a  holy  thought  j 

Vigils  of  contemplation ;  praise  j  and  prayer — 

A  stream,  which,  from  the  fountain  of  the  heart 

Issuing,  however  feebly,  nowhere  flows 

Without  access  of  unexpected  strength. 

But,  above  all,  the  victory  is  most  sure  . . 

For  him,  who,  seeking  faith  by  virtue,  strives 

To  yield  entire  submission  to  the  law 

Of  conscience,  conscience  reverenced  and  obeyed, 

As  God^s  most  intimate  presence  in  the  soul, 

And  his  most  perfect  image  in  the  world. 

Endeavour  thus  to  live ;  these  rules  regard ; 

These  helps  solicit ;  and  a  steadfast  seat 

Shall  then  be  yours  among  the  happy  few 

Who  dwell  on  earth,  yet  breathe  empyreal  air, 

Sons  of  the  morning.     For  your  nobler  part, 

Ere  disencumbered  of  her  mortal  chains, 

Doubt  shall  be  quelled  and  trouble  chased  away ; 

With  only  such  degree  of  sadness  left 

As  may  support  longings  of  pure  desire ; 

And  strengthen  love,  rejoicing  secretly 

In  the  sublime  attractions  of  the  grave." 


Ambition  reigns 
In  the  waste  wilderness :  the  soul  ascends 
Drawn  towards  her  native  firmament  of  heaven, 
When  the  fresh  eagle,  in  the  month  of  May, 
Upborne,  at  evening,  oh  replenished  wing. 
This  shaded  valley  leaves ;  and  leaves  the  dark 
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Empurpled  hills,  conspicuously  renewing 
A  proud  communication  with  the  sun 
Low  sunk  beneath  the  horizon  !     List !  I  heard, 
From  yon  huge  breast  of  rock,  a  voice  sent  forth 
x\s  if  the  visible  mountain  made  the  cry. 
Again  ! "    The  effect  upon  the  soul  was  such 
As  he  expressed :  from  out  the  mountain's  heart 
The  solemn  voice  appeared  to  issue,  startling 
The  blank  air,  for  the  region  all  around 
Stood  empty  of  all  shape  of  life,  and  silent 
Save  for  that  single  cry,  the  unanswered  bleat 
Of  a  poor  lamb,  left  somewhere  to  itself, 
The  plaintive  spirit  of  the  solitude  ! 
He  paused,  as  if  unwilling  to  proceed, 
Through  consciousness  that  silence  in  such  place 
Was  best,  the  most  affecting  eloquence. 


"  How  divine, 
The  liberty,  for  frail,  for  mortal,  man 
To  roam  at  large  among  unpeopled  glens 
And  mountainous  retirements,  only  trod 
By  devious  footsteps ;  regions  consecrate 
To  oldest  time  !  and,  reckless  of  the  storm 
That  keeps  the  raven  quiet  in  her  nest. 
Be  as  a  presence  or  a  motion — one 
Among  the  many  there ;  and  while  the  mists 
Flying,  and  rainy  vapours,  call  out  shapes 
And  phantoms  from  the  crags  and  solid  earth 
As  fast  as  a  musician  scatters  sounds 
Out  of  an  instrument ;  and  while  the  streams 
(As  at  a  first  creation  and  in  haste 
To  exercise  their  untried  faculties) 
Descending  from  the  region  of  the  clouds, 
And  starting  from  the  hollows  of  the  earth 
More  multitudinous  every  moment,  rend 
Their  way  before  them,  what  a  joy  to  roam 
An  equal  among  mightiest  energies ; 
And  haply  sometimes  with  articulate  voice, 
Amid  the  deafening  tumult,  scarcely  heard 
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By  him  that  utters  it,  exclaim  aloud, 
*  Rage  on,  ye  elements !  let  moon  and  stars 
Their  aspects  lend,  and  mingle  in  their  turn 
With  this  commotion  (ruinous  though  it  be) 
From  day  to  night,  from  night  to  day,  prolonged ! ' " 

"Yes,"  said  the  Wanderer,  taking  from  my  lips 
The  strain  of  transport,  "  whosoe'er  in  youth 
Has,  through  ambition  of  his  soul,  given  way 
To  such  desires,  and  grasped  at  such  delight, 
Shall  feel  congenial  stirrings  late  and  long. 
In  spite  of  all  the  weakness  that  life  brings. 
Its  cares  and  sorrows ;  he,  though  taught  to  own 
The  tranquillizing  power  of  time,  shall  wake, 
Wake  sometimes  to  a  noble  restlessness — 
Loving  the  sports  which  once  he  gloried  in. 

"  Compatriot,  friend,  remote  are  Garry's  hills. 
The  streams  far  distant  of  your  native  glen ; 
Yet  is  their  form  and  image  here  expressed 
With  brotherly  resemblance.     Turn  your  steps 
Wherever  fancy  leads ;  by  day,  by  night. 
Are  various  engines  working,  not  the  same 
As  those  with  which  your  soul  in  youth  was  moved, 
But  by  the  great  artificer  endowed 
With  no  inferior  power.     You  dwell  alone ; 
You  walk,  you  live,  you  speculate  alone ; 
Yet  doth  remembrance,  like  a  sovereign  prince, 
For  you  a  stately  gallery  maintain 
Of  gay  or  tragic  pictures.     You  have  seen. 
Have  acted,  suffered,  travelled  far,  observed 
With  no  incurious  eye ;  and  books  are  yours, 
Within  whose  silent  chambers  treasure  lies 
Preserved  from  age  to  age ;  more  precious  far 
Than  that  accumulated  store  of  gold 
And  orient  gems,  which,  for  a  day  of  need. 
The  Sultan  hides  deep  in  ancestral  tombs. 
These  hoards  of  truth  you  can  unlock  at  will : 
And  music  waits  upon  your  skilful  touch, 
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Sounds  which  the  wandering  shepherd  from  these 

heights 
Enkindled  by  the  sun.     He  sate,  and  talked 
With  winged  messengers ;  who  daily  'brought 
To  his. small  island  in  the  ethereal  deep 
Tidings  of  joy  and  love.     From  those  pure  heights 
(Whether  of  actual  vision,  sensible 
To  sight  or  feelingj  or  that  in  this  sort 
Have  condescendingly  been  shadowed  forth 
Communications  spiritually  maintained. 
And  intuitions  moral  and  divine) 
Fell  human-kind,  to  banishment  condemned 
That  flowing  years  repealed  not :  and  distress 
And  grief  spread  wide ;  but  Man  escaped  the  doom 
Of  destitution ;  solitude  was  not. 
Jehovah,  shapeless  Power  above  all  powers, 
Single  and  one,  the  omnipresent  God, 
By  vocal  utterance,  or  blaze  of  light, 
Or  cloud  of  darkness,  localised  in  heaven ; 
On  earth,  enshrined  within  the  wandering  ark  ; 
Or,  out  of  Sion,  thundering  from  his  throne 
Between  the  Cherubim,  on  the  chosen  race 
Showered  miracles,  and  ceased  not  to  dispense 
Judgments,  that  filled  the  land  from  age  to  age 
With  hope,  and  love,  and  gratitude,  and  fear ; 
And  with  amazement  smote ;  thereby  to  assefrt 
His  scorned,  or  unacknowledged,  sovereignty. 
And  when  the  One,  ineffable  of  name, 
Of  nature  indivisible,  withdrew 
From  mortal  adoration  or  regard. 
Not  then  was  Deity  engulfed ;  nor  man, 
The  rational  creature,  left,  to  feel  the  weight 
Of  his  own  reason,,  without  sense  or  thought 
Of  higher  reason  and  a  purer  will. 
To  benefil  and  bless,  through  mightier  power : 
Whether  the  Persian — ^zealous  to  reject 
Altar  and  image,  and  the  inclusive  walls 
And  roofs  of  temples  built  by  human  hands—    ' 
To  loftiest  heights  ascending,  from  their  tops. 
With  myrtle-wreathed  tiara  on  his  brow, 
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Presented  sacrifice  to  moon  and  stars, 
And  to  the  winds  and  mother  elements, 
And  the  whole  circle  of  the  heavens,  for  him 
A  sensitive  existence,  and  a  God, 
With  lifted  hands  invoked,  and  songs  of  praise : 
Or,  less  reluctantly  to  bonds  of  sense 
Yielding  his  soul,  the  Babylonian  framed 
For  influence  undefined  a  personal  shape ; 
And,  from  the  plain,  with  toil  immense,  upreared 
Tower  eight  times  planted  on  the  top  of  tower,  • 
That  Belus,  nightly  to  his  splendid  couch 
Descending,  there  might  rest ;  upon  that  height 
Pure  and  serene,  diffused,  to  overlook 
Winding  Euphrates,  and  the  city  vast 
Of  his  devoted  worshippers,  far-stretched. 
With  grove  and  field  and  garden  interspersed ; 
Their  town,  and  foodful  region  for  support 
Against  the  pressure  of  beleaguering  war. 

"  Chaldean  shepherds,  ranging  trackless  fields. 
Beneath  the  concave  of  unclouded  skies 
Spread  like  a  sea,  in  boundless  solitude, 
Looked  on  the  polar  star,  as  on  a  guide 
And  guardian  of  their  course,  that  never  closed 
His  steadfast  eye.     The  planetary  Five 
With  a  submissive  reverence  they  beheld ; 
Watched,  from  the  centre  of  their  sleeping  flocks, 
Those  radiant  Mercuries,  that  seemed  to  move 
Carrying  through  ether,  in  perpetual  roxind, 
Decrees  and  resolutions  of  the  Gods ; 
And,  by  their  aspects,  signifying  works 
Of  dim  futurity,  to  man  revealed. 
The  imaginative  faculty  was  lord 
Of  observations  natural ;  and,  thus 
Led  onj  those  shepherds  made  report  of  stars 
In  set  rotation  passing  to  and  fro. 
Between  the  orbs  of  our  apparent  sphere 
And  its  invisible  counterpart,  adorned 
With  answering  constellations,  under  earth, 
Removed  from  all  approach  of  living  sight 
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But  present  to  the  dead ;  who,  so  they  deemed, 
Like  those  celestial  messengers  beheld 
All  accidents,  and  judges  were  of  all. 

"  The  lively  Grecian,  in  a  land  of  hills, 
Rivers  and  fertile  plains,  and  sounding  shores, 
Under  a  cope  of  sky  more  variable. 
Could  find  commodious  place  for  every  God, 
Promptly  received,  as  prodigally  brought. 
From  the  surrounding  countries  at  the  choice 
Of  all  adventurers.     With  unrivalled  skill, 
As  nicest  observation  furnished  hints 
For  studious  fancy,  his  quick  hand  bestowed 
On  fluent  operations  a  fixed  shape ; 
Metal  or  stone,  idolatrously  served. 
And  yet,  triumphant  o^er  this  pompous  show 
Of  art,  this  palpable  array  of  sense. 
On  every  side  encountered ;  in  despite 
Of  the  gross  fictions  chanted  in  the  streets 
By  wandering  Rhapsodists  ;  and  in  contempt 
Of  doubt  and  bold  denial  hourly  urged 
Amid  the  wrangling  schools — a  spirit  hung, 
Beautiful  region  !  o'er  thy  towns  and  farms. 
Statues  and  temples,  and  memorial  tombs ; 
And  emanations  were  perceived ;  and  acts 
Of  immortality,  in  Nature's  course, 
Exemplified  by  mysteries,  that  were  felt 
As  bonds,  on  grave. philosopher  imposed 
And  armed  warrior ;  and  in  every  grove 
A  gay  or  pensive  tenderness  prevailed, 
When  piety  more  awful  had  relaxed. 
*  Take,  running  river,  take  these  locks  of  mine  ' — 
Thus  would  the  Votary  say,  *  this  severed  hair, 
My  vo\^  fulfilling,  do  I  here  present, 
Thankful  for  my  beloved  child's  return. 
Thy  banks,  Cephisus,  he  again  hath  trod, 
Thy  murmurs  heard ;  and  drunk  the  crystal  lymph 
With  which  thou  dost  refresh  the  thirsty  lip, 
And,  all  day  long,  moisten  these  flowery  fields  ! ' 
And,  doubtless,  sometimes,  when  tjae  hair  was  shed 
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Upon  the  flowing  stream,  a  thought  arose 
Of  life  continuous,  Being  unimpaked ; 
That  hath  been,  is,  and  where  it  was  an^  is 
There  shall  endure,  existence  unexposed 
To  the  blind  walk  of  mortal  accident ; 
From  diminution  safe  and  weakening  age ; 
While  man  grows  old,  and  dwindles,  and  decays ; 
And  countless  generations  of  mankind 
Depart ;  and  leave  no  vestige  where  they  trod. 

"  We  live  by  Admiration,  Hope,  and  Love ; 
And,  even  as  these  are  well  and  widely  fixed, 
In  dignity  of  being  we  ascend. 
But  what  is  error  ?  "     "  Answer  he  who  can  I " 
The  Sceptic  somewhat  haughtily  exclaimed : 
"  Love,  Hope,  and  Admiration,  are  they  not 
Mad  fancy's  favourite  vassals  ?     Does  not  life 
Use  them,  full  oft,  as  pioneers  to  ruin, 
Guides  to  destruction  ?     Is  it  well  to  trust 
Imagination's  light  when  reason's  fails. 
The  unguarded  taper  where  the  guarded  faints  ? 
Stoop  from  those  heights,  and  soberly  declare 
What  error  is ;  and,  of  our  errors,  which 
Doth  most  debase  the  mind ;  the  genuine  seats 
Of  power,  where  are  they?    Who  shall  regulate, 
With  truth,  the  scale  of  intellectual  rank  ?  " 

"  Methinks,"  persuasively  the  sage  replied, 
"  That  for  this  arduous  office  you  possess 
Some  rare  advantages.     Your  early  days 
A  grateful  recollection  must  supply 
Of  much  exalted  good  by  Heaven  vouchsafed 
To  dignify  the  humblest  state.     Your  voice 
Hath,  in  my  hearing,  often  testified         '  • 
That  poor  men's  children,  they,  and  they  alone, 
By  their  condition  taught,  can  understand 
The  wisdom  of  the  prayer  that  daily  asks 
For  daily  bread.     A  consciousness:  is  yours 
How  feelingly  religion  may  be  learned 
In  smoky  cabins,  from  a  mother's  tongue — 
Heard  while  the  dwelling  vibrates  to  &e  din 


THE  EXCURSION  609 

Of  the  contiguous  torrent,  gathering  strength 

At  every  moment — and,  with  strength,  increase 

Of  fury  ;  or,  while  snow  is  at  the  door, 

Assaulting  and  defending,  and  the  wind, 

A  sightless  labourer,  whistles  at  his  work 

Fearful ;  but  resignation  tempers  fear, 

And  piety  is  sweet  to  infant  minds. 

The  shepherd-lad,  that  in  the  sunshine  carves, 

On  the  green  turf,  a  dial  to  divide 

The  silent  hours ;  and  who  to  that  report 

Can  portion  out  his  pleasures,  and  adapt. 

Throughout  a  long  and  lonely  summer's  day 

His  round  of  pastoral  duties,  is  not  left 

With  less  intelligence  for  moral  things 

Of  gravest  import.     Early  he  perceives. 

Within  himself,  a  measure  and  a  rule, 

Which  to  the  sun  of  truth  he  can  apply. 

That  shines  for  him,  and  shines  for  all  mankind. 

Experience  daily  fixing  his  regards 

On  nature's  wants,  he  knows  how  few  they  are. 

And  where  they  lie,  how  answered  and  appeased. 

This  knowledge  ample  recompense  affords 

For  manifold  privations ;  he  refers 

His  notions  to  this  standard ;  on  this  rock 

Rests  his  desires ;  and  hence,  in  after  life. 

Soul-strengthening  patience,  and  sublime  content. 

Imagination — not  permitted  here 

To  waste  her  powers,  as  in  the  worldling's  mind, 

On  fickle  pleasures,  and  superfluous  cares. 

And  trivial  ostentation — is  left  free 

And  puissant  to  range  the  solemn  walks 

Of  time  and  nature,  girded  by  a  zone 

That,  while  it  binds,  invigorates  and  supports. 

Acknowledge,  then,  that  whether  by  the  side 

Of  his  poor  hut,  or  on  the  mountain-top, 

Or  in  the  cultured  field,  a  man  so  bred 

(Take  from  him  what  you  will  upon  the  score 

Of  ignorance  or  illusion)  lives  and  breathes 

For  noble  purposes  of  mind :  his  heart 

Beats  to  the  heroic  song  of  ancient  days  ; 

X 
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His  eye  distinguishes,  his  soul  creates. 

And  those  illusions,  which  excite  the  scorn 

Or  move  the  pity  of  unthinking  minds, 

Are  they  not  mainly  outward  ministers 

Of  inward  conscience  ?  with  whose  service  charged 

They  came  and  go,  appeared  and  disappear. 

Diverting  evil  purposes,  remorse 

Awakening,  chastening  an  intemperate  grief. 

Or  pride  of  heart  abating :  and,  whenever 

For  less  important  ends  those  phantoms  move, 

Who  would  forbid  them,  if  their  presence  serve, 

On  thinly-peopled  mountains  and  wild  heaths, 

Filling  a  space,  else  vacant,  to  exalt 

The  forms  of  Nature,  and  enlarge  her  powers  ? 

"  Once  more  to  distant  ages  of  the  world 
Let  us  revert,  and  place  before  our  thoughts 
The  face  which  rural  solitude  might  wear 
To  the  unenlightened  swains  of  pagan  Greece. 
In  that  fair  clime,  the  lonely  herdsman,  stretched 
On  the  soft  grass  through  half  a  summer's  day. 
With  music  lulled  his  indolent  repose : 
And,  in  some  fit  of  weariness,  if  he. 
When  his  own  breath  was  silent,  chanced  to  hear 
A  distant  strain,  far  sweeter  than  the  sounds 
Which  his  poor  skill  could  make,  his  fancy  fetched, 
Even  from  the  blazing  chariot  of  the  sun, 
A  beardless  youth,  who  touched  a  golden  lute, 
And  filled  the  illumined  groves  with  ravishment. 
The  nightly  hunter,  lifting  a  bright  eye 
Up  towards  the  crescent  moon,  with  grateful  heart 
Called  on  the  lovely  wanderer  who  bestowed 
That  timely  light,  to  share  his  joyous  sport." 

He  with  a  smile  exclaimed  : — 

"  Tis  well  you  speak 
At  a  safe  distance  from  our  native  land. 
And  from  the  mansions  where  our  youth  was  taught 
The  true  descendants  of  those  godly  men 
Who  swept  from  Scotland,  in  a  flame  of  zeal, 
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Shrine,  altar,  image,  and  the  massy  piles 

That  harboured  them,  the  souls  retaining  yet 

The  churlish  features  of  that  after-race 

Who  fled  to  woods,  caverns,  and  jutting  rocks. 

In  deadly  scorn  of  superstitious  rites. 

Or  what  their  scruples  construed  to  be  such — 

How,  think  you,  would  they  tolerate  this  scheme 

Of  fine  propensities,  that  tends,  if  urged 

Far  as  it  might  be  urged,  to  sow  afresh 

The  weeds  of  Romish  phantasy,  in  vain 

Uprooted ;  would  re-consecrate  our  wells 

To  good  saint  Fillan  and  to  fair  saint  Anne ; 

And  from  long  banishment  recall  saint  Giles, 

To  watch  again  with  tutelary  love 

O'er  stately  Edinborough  throned  on  crags  ? 

A  blessed  restoration,  to  behold 

The  patron,  on  the  shoulders  of  his  priests. 

Once  more  parading  through  her  crowded  streets 

Now  simply  guarded  by  the  sober  powers 

Of  science,  and  philosophy,  and  sense  ! " 


Enquire  of  ancient  wisdom  ;  go,  demand 
Of  mighty  Nature,  if  'twas  ever  meant 
That  we  should  pry  far  off  yet  be  unraised  ; 
That  we  should  pore,  and  dwindle  as  we  pore, 
Viewing  all  objects  unremittingly 
In  disconnection  dead  and  spiritless  ; 
And  still  dividing,  and  dividing  still. 
Break  down  all  grandeur,  still  unsatisfied 
With  the  perverse  attempt,  while  littleness 
May  yet  become  more  little ;  waging  thus 
An  impious  warfare  with  the  very  life 
Of  our  own  souls  ! 

And  if  indeed  there  be 
An  all-pervading  spirit,  upon  whom 
Our  dark  foundations  rest,  could  he  design 
That  this  magnificent  effect  of  power. 
The  earth  we  tread,  the  sky  that  we  behold 
By  day,  and  all  the  pomp  which  night  reveals ; 
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That  these — and  that  superior  mystery 

Our  vital  frame,  so  fearfully  devised, 

And  the  dread  soul  within  it — should  exist 

Only  to  be  examined,  pondered,  searched, 

Probed,  vexed,  and  criticised  ?    Accuse  me  not 

Of  arrogance,  unknown  Wanderer  as  I  am. 

If,  having  walked  with  Nature  threescore  years, 

And  offered,  far  as  frailty  would  allow. 

My  heart  a  daily  sacrifice  to  truth, 

I  now  affirm  of  Nature  and  of  truth, 

Whom  I  have  served,  that  their  Divinity 

Revolts,  offended  at  the  ways  of  men 

Swayed  by  such  motives,  to  such  ends  employed ; 

Philosophers,  who,  though  the  human  soul 

Be  of  a  thousand  faculties  composed. 

And  twice  ten  thousand  interests,  do  yet  prize 

This  soul,  and  the  transcendent  universe, 

No  more  than  as  a  mirror  that  reflects 

To  proud  self-love  her  own  intelligence  ; 

That  one,  poor,  finite  object,  in  the  abyss 

Of  infinite  Being,  twinkling  restlessly ! 


"  O  blest  seclusion  !  when  the  mind  admits 
The  law  of  duty ;  and  can  therefore  move 
Through  each  vicissitude  of  loss  and  gain. 
Linked  in  entire  complacence  with  her  choice ; 
When  youth's  presumptuousness  is  mellowed  down, 
And  manhood's  vain  anxiety  dismissed ; 
When  wisdom  shows  her  seasonable  fruit, 
Upon  the  boughs  of  sheltering  leisure  hung 
In  sober  plenty ;  when  the  spirit  stoops 
To  drink  with  gratitude  the  crystal  stream 
Of  unreproved  enjoyment ;  and  is  pleased 
To  muse,  and  be  saluted  by  the  air 
Of  meek  repentance,  wafting  wallflower  scents 
From  out  the  crumbling  ruins  of  fallen  pride 
And  chambers  of  transgression,  now  forlorn. 
O,  calm  contented  days,  and  peaceful  nights ! 
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"  Within  the  soul  a  faculty  abides, 
That  with  interpositions,  which  would  hide 
And  darken,  so  can  deal  that  they  become 
Contingencies  of  pomp  ;  and  serve  to  exalt 
Her  native  brightness.     As  the  ample  moon, 
In  the  deep  stillness  of  a  summer  even 
Rising  behind  a  thick  and  lofty  grove, 
Burns,  like  an  unconsuming  fire  of  light. 
In  the  green  trees ;  and,  kindling  on  all  sides 
Their  leafy  umbrage,  turns  the  dusky  veil 
Into  a  substance  glorious  as  her  own. 
Yea,  with  her  own  incorporated,  by  power 
Capacious  and  serene.     Like  power  abides 
In  man's  celestial  spirit ;  virtue  thus 
Sets  forth  and  magnifies  herself ;  thus  feeds 
A  calm,  a  beautiful,  and  silent  fire. 
From  the  encumbrances  of  mortal  life, 
From  error,  disappointment,  nay,  from  guilt ; 
And  sometimes,  so  relenting  justice  wills. 
From  palpable  oppressions  of  despair." 


But  a  discriminating  sympathy 
Stooped  to  this  apt  reply : 

"  As  men  from  men 
Do,  in  the  constitution  of  their  souls. 
Differ,  by  mystery  not  to  be  explained ; 
And  as  we  fall  by  various  ways,  and  sink 
One  deeper  than  another,  self-condemned 
Through  manifold  degrees  of  guilt  and  shame ; 
So  manifold  and  various  are  the  ways 
Of  restoration,  fashioned  to  the  steps 
Of  all  infirmity,  and  tending  all 
To  the  same  point,  attainable  by  all. 
Peace  in  ourselves,  and  union  with  our  God. 
For  you,  assuredly,  a  hopeful  road 
Lies  open  :  we  have  heard  from  you  a  voice 
At  every  moment  softened  in  its  course 
By  tenderness  of  heart ;  have  seen  your  eye. 
Even  like  an  altar  lit  by  fire  from  heaven, 
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Kindle  before  us.     Your  discourse  this  day, 
That,  like  the  fabled  Lethe,  wished  to  flow 
In  creeping  sadness,  through  oblivious  shades 
Of  death  and  night,  has  caught  at  every  turn 
The  colours  of  the  sun.     Access  for  you 
Is  yet  preserved  to  principles  of  truth, 
Which  the  imaginative  will  upholds 
In  seats  of  wisdom,  not  to  be  approached 
By  the  inferior  faculty  that  moulds. 
With  her  minute  and  speculative  pains, 
Opinion,  ever  changing ! 

I  have  seen 
A  curious  child,  who  dwelt  upon  a  tract 
Of  inland  ground,  applying  to  his  ear 
The  convolutions  of  a  smooth-lipped  shell ; 
To  which,  in  silence  hushed,  his  very  soul 
Listened  intensely ;  and  his  countenance  soon 
Brightened  with  joy ;  for  from  within  were  heard 
Murmurings,  whereby  the  monitor  expressed 
Mysterious  union  with  its  native  sea. 
Even  such  a  shell  the  universe  itself 
Is  to  the  ear  of  faith ;  and  there  are  times, 
I  doubt  not,  when  to  you  it  doth  impart 
Authentic  tidings  of  invisible  things ; 
Of  ebb  and  flow,  and  ever-during  power  ; 
And  central  peace,  subsisting  at  the  heart 
Of  endless  agitation.     Here  you  stand. 
Adore,  and  worship,  when  you  know  it  not ; 
Pious  beyond  the  intention  of  your  thought ; 
Devout  above  the  meaning  of  your  will. 
Yes,  you  have  felt,  and  may  not  cease  to  feel. 
The  estate  of  man  would  be  indeed  forlorn 
If  false  conclusions  of  the  reasoning  power 
Made  the  eye  blind,  and  closed  the  passages 
Through  which  the  ear  converses  with  the  heart. 
Has  not  the  soul,  the  being  of  your  life, 
Received  a  shock  of  awful  consciousness, 
In  some  calm  season,  when  these  lofty  rocks 
At  night's  approach  bring  down  the  unclouded  sky, 
To  rest  upon  their  circumambient  walls ; 
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A  temple  framing  of  dimensions  vast, 
And  yet  not  too  enormous  for  the  sound 
Of  human  anthems,  choral  song,  or  burst 
Sublime  of  instrumental  harmony, 
To  glorify  the  Eternal !     What  if  these 
Did  never  break  the  stillness  that  prevails 
Here,  if  the  solemn  nightingale  be  mute. 
And  the  soft  woodlark  here  did  never  chant 
Her  vespers.  Nature  fails  not  to  provide 
Impulse  and  utterance.     The  whispering  air 
Sends  inspiration  from  the  shadowy  heights, 
And  blind  recesses  of  the  caverned  rocks ; 
The  little  rills,  and  waters  numberless. 
Inaudible  by  daylight,  blend  their  notes 
With  the  loud  streams :  and  often,  at  the  hour 
When  issue  forth  the  first  pale  stars,  is  heard, 
Within  the  circuit  of  this  fabric  huge, 
One  voice,  the  solitary  raven,  flying 
Athwart  the  concave  of  the  dark  blue  dome. 
Unseen,  perchance  above  all  power  of  sight — 
An  iron  knell !  with  echoes  from  afar 
Faint,  and  still  fainter,  as  the  cry — with  which 
The  wanderer  accompanies  her  flight 
Through  the  calm  region — fades  upon  the  ear. 
Diminishing  by  distance  till  it  seemed 
To  expire ;  yet  from  the  abyss  is  caught  again, 
And  yet  again  recovered  ! 


Trust  me,  that  for  the  instructed,  time  will  come 

When  they  shall  meet  no  object  but  may  teach 

Some  acceptable  lesson  to  their  minds 

Of  human  suffering,  or  of  human  joy. 

So  shall  they  learn,  while  all  things  speak  of  man. 

Their  duties  from  all  forms ;  and  general  laws. 

And  local  accidents,  shall  tend  alike 

To  rouse,  to  urge ;  and,  with  the  will,  confer 

The  ability  to  spread  the  blessings  wide 

Of  true  philanthropy.     The  light  of  love 

Not  failing,  perseverance  from  their  steps 
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Departing  not,  for  them  shall  be  confirmed 
The  glorious  habit  by  which  sense  is  made 
Subservient  still  to  moral  purposes, 
Auxiliar  to  divine.     That  change  shall  clothe 
The  naked  spirit,  ceasing  to  deplore 
The  burthen  of  existence.     Science  then 
Shall  be  a  precious  visitant ;  and  then, 
And  only  then,  be  worthy  of  her  name : 
For  then  her  heart  shall  kindle ;  her  dull  eye, 
Dull  and  inanimate,  no  more  shall  hang 
Changed  to  its  object  in  brute  slavery ; 
But  taught  with  patient  interest  to  watch 
The  processes  of  things,  and  serve  the  cause 
Of  order  and  distinctness,  not  for  this 
Shall  it  forget  that  its  most  noble  use. 
Its  most  illustrious  province,  must  be  found 
In  furnishing  clear  guidance,  a  support 
Not  treacherous,  to  the  mind's  exairsive  power. 
So  build  we  up  the  Being  that  we  are ; 
Thus  deeply  drinking  in  the  soul  of  things. 
We  shall  be  wise  perforce ;  and,  while  inspired 
By  choice,  and  conscious  that  the  will  is  free, 
Shall  move  unswerving,  even  as  if  impelled 
By  strict  necessity,  along  the  path 
Of  order  and  of  good.     Whatever  we  see. 
Or  feel,  shall  tend  to  quicken  and  refine ; 
Shall  fix,  in  calmer  seats  of  moral  strength, 
Earthly  desires ;  and  raise,  to  loftier  heights 
Of  divine  love,  our  intellectual  soul." 


BOOK   FIFTH 


THE   PASTOR 

"  Farewell,  deep  valley,  with  thy  one  rude  house, 
And  its  small  lot  of  life-supporting  fields. 
And  guardian  rocks  !  farewell,  attractive  seat ! 
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To  the  still  influx  of  the  morning  light 
Open,  and  day's  pure  cheerfulness,  but  veiled 
From  human  observation,  as  if  yet 
Primeval  forests  wrapped  thee  round  with  dark 
Impenetrable  shade;  once  more  farewell, 
Majestic  circuit,  beautiful  abyss. 
By  Nature  destined  from  the  birth  of  things 
For  quietness  profound  ! " 

Upon  the  side 
Of  that  brown  ridge,  sole  outlet  of  the  vale 
Which  foot  of  boldest  stranger  would  attempt, 
Lingering  behind  my  comrades,  thus  I  breathed 
A  parting  tribute  to  a  spot  that  seemed 
Like  the  fixed  centre  of  a  troubled  world. 
Again  I  halted  with  reverted  eyes ; 
The  chain  that  would  not  slacken,  was  at  length 
Snapt ;  and,  pursuing  leisurely  my  way. 
How  vain,  thought  I,  is  it  by  change  of  place 
To  seek  that  comfort  which  the  mind  denies ; 
Yet  trial  and  temptation  oft  are  shunned 
Wisely ;  and  by  such  tenure  do  we  hold 
Frail  life's  possessions,  that  even  they  whose  fate 
Yields  no  peculiar  reason  of  complaint 
Might,  by  the  promise  that  is  here,  be  w^on 
To  steal  from  active  duties,  and  embrace 
Obscurity,  and  undisturbed  repose. 
Knowledge,  methinks,  in  these  disordered  times, 
Should  be  allowed  a  privilege  to  have 
Her  anchorites,  like  piety  of  old ; 
Men,  who,  from  faction  sacred,  and  unstained 
By  war,  might,  if  so  minded,  turn  aside 
Uncensured,  and  subsist,  a  scattered  few 
Living  to  God  and  Nature,  and  content 
With  that  communion.     Consecrated  be 
The  spots  where  such  abide  !     But  happier  still 
The  man,  whom,  furthermore,  a  hope  attends 
That  meditation  and  research  may  guide 
His  privacy  to  principles  and  powers 
Discovered  or  invented ;  or  set  forth. 
Through  his  acquaintance  with  the  ways  of  truth, 

X  2 
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In  lucid  order ;  so  that,  when  his  course 
Is  run,  some  faithful  eulogist  may  say, 
He  sought  not  praise,  and  praise  did  overlook 
His  unobtrusive  merit ;  but  his  life. 
Sweet  to  himself,  was  exercised  in  good 
That  shall  survive  his  name  and  memory. 
Acknowledgments  of  gratitude  sincere 
Accompanied  these  musings ;  fervent  thanks 
For  my  own  peaceful  lot  and  happy  choice ; 
A  choice  that  from  the  passions  of  the  world 
Withdrew,  and  fixed  me  in  a  still  retreat ; 
Sheltered,  but  not  to  social  duties  lost, 
Secluded,  but  not  buried ;  and  with  song 
Cheering  my  days,  and  with  industrious  thought ; 
With  the  ever-welcome  company  of  books ; 
With  virtuous  friendship's  soul-sustaining  aid, 
And  with  the  blessings  of  domestic  love. 

This  said,  oft  pausing,  we  pursued  our  way  ; 
Nor  reached  the  village-churchyard  till  the  sun 
Travelling  at  steadier  pace  than  ours,  had  risen 
Above  the  summits  of  the  highest  hills, 
And  round  our  path  darted  oppressive  beams. 

As  chanced,  the  portals  of  the  sacred  pile 
Stood  open ;  and  we  entered.     On  my  frame, 
At  such  transition  from  the  fervid  air, 
A  grateful  coolness  fell,  that  seemed  to  strike 
The  heart,  in  concert  with  that  temperate  awe 
And  natural  reverence  which  the  place  inspired. 
Not  raised  in  nice  proportions  was  the  pile, 
But  large  and  massy ;  for  duration  built ; 
With  pillars  crowded,  and  the  roof  upheld 
By  naked  rafters  intricately  crossed, 
Like  leafless  underboughs,  in  some  thick  wood, 
All  withered  by  the  depth  of  shade  above. 
Admonitory  texts  inscribed  the  walls, 
Each,  in  its  ornamental  scroll,  enclosed ; 
Each  also  crowned  with  winged  heads,  a  pair 
Of  rudely-painted  Cherubim.     I'he  floor 
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Of  nave  and  aisle,  in  unpretending  guise, 

AVas  occupied  by  oaken  benches  ranged 

In  seemly  rows ;  the  chancel  only  showed 

Some  vain  distinctions,  marks  of  earthly  state 

By  immemorial  privilege  allowed ; 

Though  with  the  encincture's  special  sanctity 

But  ill  according.     An  heraldic  shield, 

Varying  its  tincture  with  the  changeful  light, 

Imbued  the  altar-window ;  fixed  aloft 

A  faded  hatchment  hung,  and  one  by  time 

Yet  undiscoloured.     A  capacious  pew 

Of  sculptured  oak  stood  here,  with  drapery  lined ; 

And  marble  monuments  were  here  displayed 

Thronging  the  walls ;  and  on  the  floor  beneath 

SepulchrsQ  stones  appeared,  with  emblems  graven 

And  foot-worn  epitaphs,  and  some  with  small 

And  shining  effigies  of  brass  inlaid. 

The  tribute  by  these  various  records  claimed, 
Duly  we  paid,  each  after  each,  and  read 
The  ordinary  chronicle  of  birth, 
Office,  alliance,  and  promotion,  all 
Ending  in  dust ;  of  upright  magistrates. 
Grave  doctors  strenuous  for  the  mother-church. 
And  uncorrupted  senators,  alike 
To  king  and  people  true.     A  brazen  plate, 
Not  easily  deciphered,  told  of  one 
Whose  course  of  earthly  honour  was  begun 
In  quality  of  page  among  the  train 
Of  the  eighth  Henry,  when  he  crossed  the  seas 
His  royal  state  to  show,  and  prove  his  strength 
In  tournament,  upon  the  fields  of  France. 
Another  tablet  registered  the  death, 
And  praised  the  gallant  bearing,  of  a  Knight 
Tried  in  the  sea-fights  of  the  second  Charles. 

"  Yet  for  the  general  purposes  of  faith 
In  Providence,  for  solace  and  support. 
We  may  not  doubt  that  who  can  best  subject 
The  will  to  reason's  law,  can  strictliest  live 
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And  act  in  that  obedience,  he  shall  gain 

The  clearest  apprehension  of  those  truths, 

Which  unassisted  reason's  utmost  power 

Is  too  infirm  to  reach.     But,  waiving  this. 

And  our  regards  confining  within  bounds 

Of  less  exalted  consciousness,  through  which 

The  very  multitude  are  free  to  range. 

We  safely  may  affirm  that  human  life 

Is  either  fair  and  tempting,  a  soft  scene 

Grateful  to  sight,  refreshing  to  the  soul, 

Or  a  forbidden  tract  of  cheerless  view ; 

Even  as  the  same  is  looked  at,  or  approached. 

Thus,  when  in  changeful  April  fields  are  white 

With  new-fallen  snow,  if  from  the  sullen  north 

Your  walk  conduct  you  hither,  ere  the  sun 

Hath  gained  his  noontide  height,  this  churchyard, 

filled 
With  mounds  transversely  lying  side  by  side 
From  east  to  west,  before  you  will  appear 
An  unillumined,  blank,  and  dreary,  plain, 
With  more  than  wintry  cheerlessness  and  gloom 
Saddening  the  heart.     Go  forward,  and  look  back ; 
Look,  from  the  quarter  whence  the  lord  of  light, 
Of  life,  of  love,  and  gladness  doth  dispense 
His  beams ;  which,  unexcluded  in  their  fall, 
Upon  the  southern  side  of  every  grave 
Have  gently  exercised  a  melting  power ; 
Then  will  a  vernal  prospect  greet  your  eye, 
All  fresh  and  beautiful,  and  green  and  bright, 
Hopeful  and  cheerful : — vanished  is  the  pall 
That  overspread  and  chilled  the  sacred  turf, 
Vanished  or  hidden ;  and  the  whole  domain. 
To  some,  too  lightly  minded,  might  appear 
A  meadow  carpet  for  the  dancing  hours. 
This  contrast,  not  unsuitable  to  life. 
Is  to  that  other  state  more  apposite, 
Death  and  its  two-fold  aspect !  wintry  one. 
Cold,  sullen,  blank,  from  hope  and  joy  shut  out ; 
The  other,  which  the  ray  divine  hath  touched, 
Replete  with  vivid  promise,  bright  as  spring." 
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"We  see,  then,  as  we  feel,"  the  Wanderer  thus 

With  a  complacent  animation  spake, 

"  And  in  your  judgment,  Sir  !  the  mind^s  repose 

On  evidence  is  not  to  be  ensured 

By  act  of  naked  reason.     Moral  truth 

Is  no  mechanic  structure,  built  by  rule ; 

And  which,  once  built,  retains,  a  steadfast  shape 

And  undisturbed  proportions ;  but  a  thing 

Subject,  you  deem,  to  vital  accidents ; 

And,  like  the  water-lily,  lives  and  thrives. 

Whose  root  is  fixed  in  stable  earth,  whose  head 

Floats  on  the  tossing  waves.     With  joy  sincere 

I  re-salute  these  sentiments  confirmed 

By  your  authority.     But  how  acquire 

The  inward  principle  that  gives  effect 

To  outward  argument ;  the  passive  will 

Meek  to  admit ;  the  active  energy. 

Strong  and  unbounded  to  embrace,  and  firm 

To  keep  and  cherish  ?  how  shall  man  unite 

With  self-forgetting  tenderness  of  heart 

An  earth-despising  dignity  of  soul  ? 

Wise  in  that  union,  and  without  it  blind  ! " 


BOOK  SEVENTH 

THE  CHURCHYARD  AMONG  THE 
MOUNTAINS 


Almost  at  the  root 
Of  that  tall  pine,  the  shadow  of  whose  bare 
And  slender  stem,  while  here  I  sit  at  eve. 
Oft  stretches  toward  me,  like  a  long  straight  path 
Traced  faintly  in  the  greensward ;  there,  beneath 
A  plain  blue  stone,  a  gentle  dalesman  lies. 
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From  whom,  in  early  childhood,  was  withdrawn 

The  precious  gift  of  hearing.     He  grew  up 

From  year  to  year  in  loneliness  of  soul ; 

And  this  deep  mountain-valley  was  to  him 

Soundless,  with  all  its  streams.     The  bird  of  dawn 

Did  never  rouse  this  cottager  from  sleep 

With  startling  summons ;  not  for  his  delight 

The  vernal  cuckoo  shouted ;  not  for  him 

Murmured  the  labouring  bee.     When  stormy  winds 

Were  working  the  broad  bosom  of  the  lake 

Into  a  thousand  thousand  sparkling  waves, 

Rocking  the  trees,  or  driving  cloud  on  cloud 

Along  the  sharp  edge  of  yon  lofty  crags, 

The  agitated  scene  before  his  eye 

Was  silent  as  a  picture  :  evermore 

Were  all  things  silent,  wheresoe'er  he  moved. 

Yet,  by  the  solace  of  his  own  pure  thoughts 

Upheld,  he  duteously  pursued  the  round 

Of  rural  labours ;  the  steep  mountain-side 

Ascended,  with  his  staff  and  faithful  dog ; 

The  plough  he  guided,  and  the  scythe  he  swayed ; 

And  the  ripe  corn  before  his  sickle  fell 

Among  the  jocund  reapers.     For  himself, 

All  watchful  and  industrious  as  he  was. 

He  wrought  not :  neither  field  nor  flock  he  owned : 

No  wish  for  wealth  had  place  within  his  mind ; 

Nor  husband's  love,  nor  father's  hope  or  care. 

"  Though  born  a  younger  brother,  need  was  none 
That  from  the  floor  of  his  paternal  home 
He  should  depart,  to  plant  himself  anew. 
And  when,  mature  in  manhood,  he  beheld 
His  parents  laid  in  earth,  no  loss  ensued 
Of  rights  to  him ;  but  he  remained  well  pleased, 
By  the  pure  bond  of  independent  love, 
An  inmate  of  a  second  family ; 
The  fellow-labourer  and  friend  of  him 
To  whom  the  small  inheritance  had  fallen. 
Nor  deem  that  his  mild  presence  was  a  weight 
That  pressed  upon  his  brother's  house ;  for  books 
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Were  ready  comrades  whom  he  could  not  tire ; 

Of  whose  society  the  blameless  man 

Was  never  satiate.     Their  familiar  voice, 

Even  to  old  age,  with  unabated  charm 

Beguiled  his  leisure  hours ;  refreshed  his  thoughts ; 

Beyond  its  natural  elevation  raised 

His  introverted  spirit ;  and  bestowed 

Upon  his  life  an  outward  dignity 

Which  all  acknowledged.     The  dark  winter  night. 

The  stormy  day,  each  had  its  own  resource ; 

Song  of  the  muses,  sage  historic  tale, 

Science  severe,  or  word  of  holy  writ 

Announcing  immortality  and  joy 

To  the  assembled  spirits  of  just  men 

Made  perfect,  and  from  injury  secure. 

Thus  soothed  at  home,  thus  busy  in  the  field, 

To  no  perverse  suspicion  he  gave  way. 

No  languor,  peevishness,  nor  vain  complaint : 

And  they,  who  were  about  him,  did  not  fail 

In  reverence,  or  in  courtesy ;  they  prized 

His  gentle  manners  :  and  his  peaceful  smiles, 

The  gleams  of  his  slow-varying  countenance, 

Were  met  with  answering  sympathy  and  love. 

"  At  length,  when  sixty  years  and  five  were  told, 
A  slow  disease  insensibly  consumed 
The  powers  of  nature :  and  a  few  short  steps 
Of  friends  and  kindred  bore  him  from  his  home 
(Yon  cottage  shaded  by  the  woody  crags) 
To  the  profounder  stillness  of  the  grave. 
Nor  was  his  funeral  denied  the  grace 
Of  many  tears,  virtuous  and  thoughtful  grief; 
Heart-sorrow  rendered  sweet  by  gratitude. 
And  now  that  monumental  stone  preserves 
His  name,  and  unambitiously  relates 
How  long,  and  by  what  kindly  outward  aids. 
And  in  what  pure  contentedness  of  mind. 
The  sad  privation  was  by  him  endured. 
And  yon  tall  pine-tree,  whose  composing  sound 
Was  wasted  on  the  good  man's  living  ear, 
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Hath  now  its  own  peculiar  sanctity ; 

And,  at  the  touch  of  every  wandering  breeze, 

Murmurs,  not  idly,  o'er  his  peaceful  grave. 

"  Soul-cheering  Light,  most  bountiful  of  things  ! 
Guide  of  our  way,  mysterious  comforter  ! 
Whose  sacred  influence,  spread   through   earth  and 

heaven. 
We  all  too  thanklessly  participate, 
Thy  gifts  were  utterly  withheld  from  him 
Whose  place  of  rest  is  near  yon  ivied  porch. 
Yet,  of  the  wild  brooks  ask  if  he  complained ; 
Ask  of  the  channelled  rivers  if  they  held 
A  safer,  easier,  more  determined,  course. 
What  terror  doth  it  strike  into  the  mind 
To  think  of  one,  blind  and  alone,  advancing 
Straight  toward  some  precipice's  airy  brink ! 
But,  timely  warned,  He  would  have  stayed  his  steps, 
Protected,  say  enlightened,  by  his  ear ; 
And  on  the  very  edge  of  vacancy 
Not  more  endangered  than  a  man  whose  eye 
Beholds  the  gulf  beneath.     No  floweret  blooms 
Throughout  the  lofty  range  of  these  rough  hills. 
Nor  in  the  woods,  that  could  from  him  conceal 
Its  birthplace ;  none  whose  figure  did  not  live 
Upon  his  touch.     The  bowels  of  the  earth 
Enriched  with  knowledge  his  industrious  mind ; 
The  ocean  paid  him  tribute  from  the  stores 
Lodged  in  her  bosom ;  and,  by  science  led, 
His  genius  mounted  to  the  plains  of  heaven. 
Methinks  I  see  him,  how  his  eye-balls  rolled. 
Beneath  his  ample  brow,  in  darkness  paired. 
But  each  instinct  with  spirit ;  and  the  frame 
Of  the  whole  countenance  alive  with  thought, 
Fancy,  and  understanding ;  while  the  voice 
Discoursed  of  natural  or  moral  truth 
With  eloquence,  and  such  authentic  power. 
That,  in  his  presence,  humbler  knowledge  stood 
Abashed,  and  tender  pity  overawed." 
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BOOK    EIGHTH 
THE  PARSONAGE 


"When  soothing  darkness  spreads 
O'er  hill  and  vale,"  the  Wanderer  thus  expressed 
His  recollections,  "  and  the  punctual  stars, 
While  all  things  else  are  gathering  to  their  homes. 
Advance,  and  in  the  firmament  of  heaven 
Glitter,  but  undisturbing,  undisturbed ; 
As  if  their  silent  company  were  charged 
With  peaceful  admonitions  for  the  heart 
Of  all-beholding  man,  earth's  thoughtful  lord ; 
Then,  in  full  many  a  region,  once  like  this 
The  assured  domain  of  calm  simplicity 
And  pensive  quiet,  an  unnatural  light 
Prepared  for  never-resting  labour's  eyes 
Breaks  from  a  many-windowed  fabric  huge ; 
And  at  the  appointed  hour  a  bell  is  heard. 
Of  harsher  import  than  the  curfew-knoll 
That  spake  the  Norman  conqueror's  stern  behest, 
A  local  summons  to  unceasing  toil ! 
Disgorged  are  now  the  ministers  of  day ; 
And,  as  they  issue  from  the  illumined  pile, 
A  fresh  band  meets  them  at  the  crowded  door. 
And  in  the  courts,  and  where  the  rumbling  stream. 
That  turns  the  multitude  of  dizzy  wheels. 
Glares,  like  a  troubled  spirit,  in  its  bed 
Among  the  rocks  below.     Men,  maidens,  youths, 
Mother  and  little  children,  boys  and  girls, 
Enter,  and  each  the  wonted  task  resumes 
Within  this  temple,  where  is  offered  up 
To  gain,  the  master-idol  of  the  realm, 
Perpetual  sacrifice.     Even  thus  of  old 
Our  ancestors,  within  the  still  domain 
Of  vast  cathedral  or  conventual  church, 
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Their  vigils  kept ;  where  tapers  day  and  night 
On  the  dim  altar  burned  continually, 
In  ^oken  that  the  house  was  evermore 
Watching  to  God.     Religious  men  were  they ; 
Nor  would  their  reason,  tutored  to  aspire 
Above  this  transitory  world,  allow 
That  there  should  pass  a  moment  of  the  year, 
When  in  their  land  the  Almighty's  service  ceased." 


BOOK    NINTH 

DISCOURSE  OF  THE  WANDERER,  AND  AN 
EVENING  VISIT  TO  THE  LAKE 

"To  every  Form  of  being  is  assigned," 

Thus  calmly  spake  the  venerable  Sage, 

"  An  active  Principle  :  howe'er  removed 

From  sense  and  observation,  it  subsists 

In  all  things,  in  all  natures ;  in  the  stars 

Of  azure  heaven,  the  unenduring  clouds, 

In  flower  and  tree,  in  every  pebbly  stone 

That  paves  the  brooks,  the  stationary  rocks, 

The  moving  waters,  and  the  invisible  air. 

Whatever  exists  hath  properties  that  spread 

Beyond  itself,  communicating  good, 

A  simple  blessing,  or  with  evil  mixed ; 

Spirit  that  knows  no  insulated  spot. 

No  chasm,  no  solitude ;  from  link  to  link 

It  circulates,  the  soul  of  all  the  worlds. 

This  is  the  freedom  of  the  universe  ; 

Unfolded  still  the  more,  more  visible. 

The  more  we  know ;  and  yet  is  reverenced  least. 

And  least  respected  in  the  human  mind. 

Its  most  apparent  home.     The  food  of  hope 

Is  meditated  action ;  robbed  of  this 
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Her  sole  support,  she  languishes  and  dies. 
We  perish  also ;  for  we  live  by  hope 
And  by  desire ;  we  see  by  the  glad  light 
And  breathe  the  sweet  air  of  futurity ; 
And  so  we  live,  or  else  we  have  no  life. 


Ah  !  why  in  age 
Do  we  revert  so  fondly  to  the  walks 
Of  childhood,  but  that  there  the  soul  discerns 
The  dear  memorial  footsteps  unimpaired 
Of  her  own  native  vigour ;  thence  can  hear 
Reverberations ;  and  a  choral  song. 
Commingling  with  the  incense  that  ascends, 
Undaunted,  toward  the  imperishable  heavens, 
From  her  own  lonely  altar  ? 

Do  not  think 
That  good  and  wise  ever  will  be  allowed. 
Though  strength  decay,  to  breathe  in  such  estate 
As  shall  divide  them  wholly  from  the  stir 
Of  hopeful  nature.     Rightly  it  is  said 
That  man  descends  into  the  vale  of  years ; 
Yet  have  I  thought  that  we  might  also  speak, 
And  not  presumptuously,  I  trust,  of  age, 
As  of  a  final  eminence  ;  though  bare 
In  aspect  and  forbidding,  yet  a  point 
On  which  'tis  not  impossible  to  sit 
In  awful  sovereignty ;  a  place  of  power, 
A  throne,  that  niay  be  likened  unto  his, 
Who,  in  some  placid  day  of  summer,  looks 
Down  from  a  mountain-top,  say  one  of  those 
High  peaks,  that  bound  the  vale  where  now  we  are. 
Faint,  and  diminished  to  the  gazing  eye, 
Forest  and  field,  and  hill  and  dale  appear. 
With  all  the  shapes  over  their  surface  spread : 
But,  while  the  gross  and  visible  frame  of  things 
Relinquishes  its  hold  upon  the  sense. 
Yea  almost  on  the  mind  herself,  and  seems 
All  unsubstantialized,  how  loud  the  voice 
Of  waters,  with  invigorated  peal 
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From  the  full  river  in  the  vale  below, 

Ascending  !     For  on  that  superior  height 

Who  sits,  is  disencumbered  from  the  press 

Of  near  obstructions,  and  is  privileged 

To  breathe  in  solitude,  above  the  host 

Of  ever-humming  insects,  'mid  thin  air 

That  suits  not  them.     The  murmur  of  the  leaves 

Many  and  idle,  visits  not  his  ear : 

This  he  is  freed  from,  and  from  thousand  notes 

(Not  less  unceasing,  not  less  vain  than  these,) 

By  which  the  finer  passages  of  sense 

Are  occupied ;  and  the  soul,  that  would  incline 

To  listen,  is  prevented  or  deterred. 

"  And  may  it  not  be  hoped,  that,  placed  by  age 
In  like  removal,  tranquil  though  severe, 
We  are  not  so  removed  for  utter  loss ; 
But  for  some  favour,  suited  to  our  need  ? 
What  more  than  that  the  severing  should  confer 
Fresh  power  to  commune  with  the  invisible  world, 
And  hear  the  mighty  stream  of  tendency 
Uttering,  for  elevation  of  our  thought, 
A  clear  sonorous  voice,  inaudible 
To  the  vast  multitude  ;  whose  doom  it  is 
To  run  the  giddy  round  of  vain  delight. 
Or  fret  and  labour  on  the  plain  below." 

"  Alas  !  what  differs  more  than  man  from  man  ! 
And  whence   that  difference?     Whence  but  from 

himself? 
For  see  the  universal  race  endowed 
With  the  same  upright  form  !     The  sun  is  fixed, 
And  the  infinite  magnificence  of  heaven 
Fixed,  within  reach  of  every  human  eye  ; 
The  sleepless  ocean  murmurs  for  all  ears ; 
The  vernal  field  infuses  fresh  delight 
Into  all  hearts.     Throughout  the  world  of  sense, 
Even  as  an  object  is  sublime  or  fair, 
That  object  is  laid  open  to  the  view 


THE  EXCURSION  629 

Without  reserve  or  veil ;  and  as  a  power 

Is  salutary,  or  an  influence  sweet, 

Are  each  and  all  enabled  to  perceive 

That  power,  that  influence,  by  impartial  law. 

Gifts  nobler  are  vouchsafed  alike  to  all ; 

Reason,  and,  with  that  reason,  smiles  and  tears ; 

Imagination,  freedom  in  the  will ; 

Conscience  to  guide  and  check ;  and  death  to  be 

Foretasted,  immortality  conceived 

By  all,  a  blissful  immortality, 

To  them  whose  holiness  on  earth  shall  make 

The  spirit  capable  of  heaven,  assured. 

The  primal  duties  shine  aloft,  like  stars ; 

The  charities  that  soothe,  and  heal,  and  bless, 

Are  scattered  at  the  feet  of  Man,  like  flowers. 

The  generous  inclination,  the  just  rule. 

Kind  wishes,  and  good  actions,  and  pure  thoughts ; 

No  mystery  is  here  !     Here  is  no  boon 

For  high,  yet  not  for  low ;  for  proudly  graced. 

Yet  not  for  meek  of  heart.     The  smoke  ascends 

To  heaven  as  lightly  from  the  cottage-hearth 

As  from  the  haughtiest  palace.     He,  whose  soul 

Ponders  this  true  equality,  may  walk 

The  fields  of  earth  with  gratitude  and  hope." 

"  O  for  the  coming  of  that  glorious  time 
When,  prizing  knowledge  as  her  noblest  wealth 
And  best  protection,  this  imperial  realm, 
While  she  exacts  allegiance,  shall  admit 
An  obligation,  on  her  part,  to  teach 
Them  who  are  born  to  serve  her  and  obey ; 
Binding  herself  by  statute  to  secure 
For  all  the  children  whom  her  soil  maintains 
The  rudiments  of  letters,  and  inform 
The  mind  with  moral  and  religious  truth, 
Both  understood  and  practised, — so  that  none, 
However  destitute,  be  left  to  droop 
By  timely  culture  un sustained  \  or  run 
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Into  a  wild  disorder ;  or  be  forced 

To  drudge  through  a  weary  life  without  the  help 

Of  intellectual  implements  and  tools ; 

A  savage  horde  among  the  civilised, 

A  servile  band  among  the  lordly  free ! " 

While  from  the  grassy  mountain's  open  side 
We  gazed,  in  silence  hushed,  with  eyes  intent 
On  the  refulgent  spectacle,  diffused 
Through  earth,  sky,  water,  and  all  visible  space, 
The  priest  in  holy  transport  thus  exclaimed : 

"  Eternal  spirit !  universal  God  ! 
Power  inaccessible  to  human  thought, 
Save  by  degrees  and  steps  which  thou  hast  deigned 
To  furnish ;  for  this  effluence  of  thyself, 
To  the  infirmity  of  mortal  sense 
Vouchsafed ;  this  local  transitory  type 
Of  thy  paternal  splendours,  and  the  pomp 
Of  those  who  fill  thy  courts  in  highest  heaven. 
The  radiant  cherubim  ; — accept  the  thanks 
Which  we,  thy  humble  creatures,  here  convened. 
Presume  to  offer ;  we,  who — from  the  breast 
Of  the  frail  earth,  permitted  to  behold 
The  faint  reflections  only  of  thy  face — 
Are  yet  exalted,  and  in  soul  adore ! " 
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A  barking  sound  the  shepherd  hears  . 
A  book  came  forth  of  late,  called  Peter  Bell   . 
A  dark  plume  fetch  me  from  yon  blasted  yew 
A  famous  man  is  Robin  Hood  .... 

Affections  lose  their  object ;  time  brings  forth 

A  flock  of  sheep  that  leisurely  pass  by 

Age  !  twine  thy  brows  with  fresh  spring  flowers  . 

A  humming  bee,  a  little  tinkling  rill   . 

Almost  at  the  root     ...... 

A  love-lorn  maid,  at  some  far  distant  time  . 

Ambition — following  down  this  far-famed  slope  . 

Amid  a  fertile  region  green  with  wood 

Amid  the  smoke  of  cities  did  you  pass 

Amid  this  dance  of  objects  sadness  steals    . 

Among  the  dwellings  framed  by  birds 

Among  the  mountains  were  we  nursed,  loved  stream  ! 

An  age  hath  been  when  earth  was  proud     . 

A  narrow  girdle  of  rough  stones  and  crags  . 

And  is  this  Yarrow  ?     This  the  Stream 

An  Orpheus  !  an  Orpheus  !  yes,  faith  may  grow  bold 

A  pen,  to  register  ;  a  key  ..... 

A  plague  on  your  languages,  German  and  Norse  ! 
A  Poet!    He  hath  put  his  heart  to  school  . 
A  point  of  life  between  my  parent's  dust 
Army  of  clouds  !  ye  winged  host  in  troops  . 
A  rock  there  is  whose  homely  front     . 
A  Roman  master  stands  on  Grecian  ground 
Around  a  wild  and  woody  hill    .... 

Art  thou  a  statesman  in  the  van 

A  simple  child  ...... 

As  indignation  mastered  grief,  my  tongue  . 

A  slumber  did  my  spirit  seal       .... 

A  thought  is  with  me  sometimes,  and  I  say 
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A  trouble,  not  of  clouds,  or  weeping  rain    . 

At  the  corner  of  Wood  Street,  when  daylight  appears 

Avaunt  all  specious  pliancy  of  mind    . 

Avon,  a  precious,  an  immortal  name  ! 

A  weight  of  awe  not  easy  to  be  borne 

A  winged  goddess,  clothed  in  vesture  wrought 

Behold  her,  single  in  the  field    . 

Behold,  within  the  leafy  shade   . 

"  Beloved  Vale  !  "  I  said,  "  when  I  shall  con 

Beneath  these  fruit-tree  boughs  that  shed     . 

Beneath  yon  eastern  ridge,  the  craggy  bound 

Bright  flower  !  whose  home  is  everywhere  . 

Bright  was  the  summer's  noon  when  quickening  steps 

Bruges  I  saw  attired  with  golden  light 

But  here  no  cannon  thunders  to  the  gale     . 

By  antique  fancy  trimmed,  though  lowly  bred 

By  Art's  bold  privilege  warrior  and  war-horse  stand 

Call  not  the  royal  Swede  unfortunate 
Calm  is  all  nature  as  a  resting  wheel  . 
Calm  is  the  fragrant  air,  and  loth  to  lose    . 
Calvert !  it  must  not  be  unheard  by  them   . 
"  Change  me,  some  God,  into  that  breathing  rose  ! " 
Child  of  loud-throated  war  !  the  mountain  stream 
Child  of  the  clouds  !  remote  from  every  taint 
Clarkson  !  it  was  an  obstinate  hill  to  climb 
Clouds,  lingering  yet,  extend  in  solid  bars  . 
Companion  !  by  whose  buoyant  spirit  cheered 
Complacent  fictions  were  they,  yet  the  same 

Dark  and  more  dark  the  shades  of  evening  fell 

Days  passed,  and  Monte  Calvo  would  not  clear 

Dear  child  of  Nature,  let  them  rail !   . 

Dear  Fellow-travellers  !  think  not  that  the  muse 

Dear  native  regions,  I  foretell     . 

Dear  to  the  loves,  and  to  the  graces  vowed . 

Degenerate  Douglas  !  oh,  the  unworthy  Lord 

Departing  summer  hath  assumed 

Discourse  was  deemed  man's  noblest  attribute 

Dishonoured  rock  and  ruin  !  that,  by  law   . 

Doomed  as  we  are  our  native  dust 

Doubling  and  doubling  with  laborious  walk 

Dread  hour  I  when,  upheaved  by  war's  sulphurous  blast 

Earth  hath  not  anything  to  show  more  fair . 
Enough  of  garlands,  of  the  Arcadian  crook 
Ere  the  brothers  through  the  gateway 
Ere  yet  our  course  was  graced  with  social  trees    . 
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Hope  smiled  when  your  nativity  was  cast    .  -414 
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How  profitless  the  relics  that  we  cull  . 
How  sad  a  welcome  !  To  each  voyager 
How  shall  I  paint  thee  ? — Be  this  naked  stone 


PAGE 


I  am  not  one  who  much  or  oft  delight 

I  come,  ye  little  noisy  crew 

If  from  the  public  way  you  turn  your  steps 

If  life  were  slumber  on  a  bed  of  down 

If  Nature,  for  a  favourite  child  . 

If  this  great  world  of  joy  and  pain 

If  thou  in  the  dear  love  of  some  one  friend 

If  to  tradition  faith  be  due 

If  with  old  love  of  you,  dear  hills  !  I  share 

I  grieved  for  Buonaparte,  with  a  vain 

I  heard  a  thousand  blended  notes 

I  listen,  but  no  faculty  of  mine  . 

I  met  Louisa  in  the  shade 

Immured  in  Both  well's  towers,  at  times  the  brave 

In  Bruges  town  is  many  a  street 

In  days  of  yore  how  fortunately  fared 

In  distant  countries  have  I  been 

Inland,  within  a  hollow  vale,  I  stood. 

Inmate  of  a  mountain  dwelling- . 

In  one  of  those  excursions  (may  they  ne'er 

In  the  sweet  shire  of  Cardigan  . 

In  this  still  place,  remote  from  men    . 

In  youth  from  rock  to  rock  I  went 

I  rose  while  yet  the  cattle,  heat-opprest 

I  saw  an  aged  beggar  in  my  walk 

I  saw  far  off  the  dark  top  of  a  pine     . 

1  shiver,  spirit  fierce  and  bold    . 

Is  then  the  final  page  before  me  spread 

Is  there  no  nook  of  English  ground  secure 

Is  this,  ye  Gods,  the  Capitolian  hill  ? . 

/  thought  of  thee,  my  partner  and  my  guide 

It  is  a  beauteous  evening,  calm  and  free 

It  is  not  to  be  thought  of  that  the  flood 

It  is  the  first  mild  day  of  March 

I  travelled  among  unknown  men 

It  seems  a  day 

It  was  a  dreary  morning  when  the  wheels 

It  was  an  April  morning  :  fresh  and  clear 

I've  watched  you  now  a  full  half-hour 

I  wandered  lonely  as  a  cloud 

I  was  thy  neighbour  once,  thou  rugged  pile  ! 
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Jesu  !  bless  our  slender  boat 

Jones  !  when  from  Calais  southward  you  and  I 
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Lady  !  the  songs  of  spring  were  in  the  grove 

Let  other  bards  of  angels  sing    . 

Let  us  quit  the  leafy  harbour     . 

List — 'twas  the  cuckoo — O  with  what  delight 

Lo  I  in  the  burning  west,  the  craggy  nape  . 

Long  has  the  dew  been  dried  on  tree  and  lawn 

Long  time  his  pulse  hath  ceased  to  beat 

Lord  of  the  vale  !  astoimding  flood 

Loud  is  the  vale  !  the  voice  is  up 

Lovelier  far  than  this,  the  paradise     . 

Lulled  by  the  sound  of  pastoral  bells . 

Meek  virgin  mother,  more  benign 
Methinks  'twere  no  unprecedented  feat 
'Mid  crowded  obelisks  and  urns 
Mid-noon  is  passed  ;  upon  the  sultry  mead 
Milton  !  thou  shouldst  be  Hving  at  this  hour 
Most  sweet  it  is  with  unuplifted  eyes  . 
Mourn,  shepherd,  near  thy  old  grey  stone  . 
My  frame  hath  often  trembled  with  delight 
My  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold 


Nay,  Traveller  !  rest.     This  lonely  yew-tree  stands 

Near  Anio's  stream  I  spied  a  gentle  dove    . 

No  fiction  was  it  of  the  antique  age    . 

No  more  :  the  end  is  sudden  and  abrupt 

No  record  tells  of  lance  opposed  to  lance    . 

Not  a  breath  of  air  . 

Not  envying  Latian  shades,  if  yet  they  throw 

Not  hurled  precipitous  from  steep  to  steep  . 

Not,  like  his  great  compeers,  indignantly    . 

Not  so  that  pair  whose  youthful  spirits  dance 

Not  the  whole  warbling  grove  in  concert  heard 

Now  that  all  hearts  are  glad,  all  faces  bright 

Now  that  the  farewell  tear  is  dried 

Now  we  are  tired  of  boisterous  joy 

Nuns  fret  not  at  their  convent's  narrow  room 

O  blithe  new-comer  !  I  have  heard     . 

O  dearer  far  than  light  and  life  are  dear 

O  for  the  help  of  angels  to  complete  . 

O  Friend  !  I  know  not  which  way  I  must  look 

Oft  have  I  caught  upon  a  fitful  breeze 

Oft  is  the  medal  faithful  to  its  trust     . 

Of  Truth,  of  Grandeur,  Beauty,  Love,  and  Hope 

Oft,  through  thy  fair  domains,  illustrious  Peer  ! 

Oh  Life  !  without  thy  chequered  scene 

Oh  !  many  are  the  poets  that  are  sown 

Oh  !  that  I  had  a  music  and  a  voice  . 
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O  mountain  Stream  !  the  shepherd  and  his  cot    . 

Once  did  she  hold  the  gorgeous  east  in  fee  . 

Once  on  the  top  of  Tynwald's  formal  mound 

One  morning  (raw  it  was  and  wet 

One,  the  fairest  of  all  rivers,  loved 

O  nightingale  !  thou  surely  art  . 

On  loitering  muse,  the  swift  stream  chides  us,  on 

O  pleasant  exercise  of  hope  and  joy  I . 

O  Thou  !  whose  fancies  from  afar  are  brought 

Our  walk  was  far  among  the  ancient  trees  . 

Over  the  smooth  sands      ..... 


Pansies,  lilies,  kingcups,  daisies 
Part  fenced  by  man,  part  by  a  rugged  steep 
Pause,  traveller  !  whosoe'er  thou  be   . 
Pelion  and  Ossa  flourish  side  by  side  . 
Pleasures  newly  found  are  sweet 

Ranging  the  heights  of  Scawfell  or  Blackcomb 
Rapt  above  earth  by  power  of  one  fair  face 
Return,  Content !  for  fondly  I  pursued 
Rude  is  this  edifice,  and  thou  hast  seen 

Sacred  Religion  !   "  mother  of  form  and  fear  "     . 

Sad  thoughts,  avant ! — partake  we  their  blithe  cheer 

Say,  ye  far-travell'd  clouds,  far-seeing  hills 

Scorn  not  the  sonnet.  Critic,  you  have  frowned    . 

See  what  gay  wild  flowers  deck  this  earth-built  cot 

See,  where  his  difficult  way  that  old  man  wins     . 

Seven  daughters  had  Lord  Archibald 

She  dwelt  among  the  untrodden  ways 

She  had  a  tall  man's  height  or  more   . 

She  was  a  phantom  of  delight    . 

Shout,  for  a  mighty  victory  is  won  !    . 

Show  me  the  noblest  youth  of  present  time . 

Since  risen  from  ocean,  ocean  to  defy 

Six  months  to  six  years  added  he  remained 

Six  thousand  veterans  practised  in  war's  game     . 

Small  service  is  true  service  while  it  lasts 

60  fair,  so  sweet,  withal  so  sensitive   . 

Soft  as  a  cloud  is  yon  blue  ridge,  the  mere 

Sole  listener,  Duddon  I  to  the  breeze  that  played 

Stay,  bold  adventurer  ;  rest  awhile  thy  limbs 

Stay,  little  cheerful  robin !  stay . 

Stay  near  me,  do  not  take  thy  flight  1 

Stern  daughter  of  the  voice  of  God  1   . 

Strange  fits  of  passion  have  I  known  . 

Stranger  !  this  hillock  of  misshapen  stones  . 

Such  fruitless  questions  may  not  long  beguile 
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The  world  forsaken,  all  its  busy  cares 

The  world  is  too  much  with  us  ;  late  and  soon     . 

They,  who  have  seen  the  noble  Roman's  scorn     . 

This  height  a  ministering  angel  might  select 

'  *  This  land  of  rainbows  spanning  glens  whose  walls 

Tho'  searching  damps  apd  m^ny  an  envious  flaw 

Those  old  credulities,  to  nature  dear  . 

Though  I  beheld  at  first  with  blank  surprise 

Though  joy  attend  thee  orient  at  the  birth  . 

Though  many  suns  have  risen  and  set 

Though  the  torrents  from  their  fountains     . 

"  Thou  look'st  upon  me,  and  dost  fondly  think 

Thou  sacred  pile  !  whose  turrets  rise  . 

Three  years  she  grew  in  sun  and  shower 

Thy  functions  are  ethereal 

'Tis  gone  ;  with  old  belief  and  dream 

'Tis  said,  fantastic  ocean  doth  enfold 

To  a  good  man  of  most  dear  memory 

To  appease  the  Gods  ;  or  public  thanks  to  yield 

To  barren  heath,  and  quaking  fen 

' '  To  every  Form  of  being  is  assigned  " 

Too  frail  to  keep  the  lofty  vow  . 

Toussaint,  the  most  unhappy  man  of  men  ! 

Tradition,  be  thou  mute  !     Oblivion,  throw 

Troubled  long  with  warring  notions    . 

Two  voices  are  there  ;  one  is  of  the  sea 

Under  the  shadow  of  a  stately  pile 

Up  to  the  throne  of  God  is  borne 

Up  !  up  !  my  friend,  and  quit  your  books  . 

Up  with  me  !  up  with  me  into  the  clouds  ! 

Uttered  by  whom,  or  how  inspired,  designed 

Vallombrosa  !  I  longed  in  thy  shadiest  wood 
' '  Vallombrosa — I  longed  in  thy  shadiest  wood 

Was  it  to  disenchant,  and  to  undo 

We  had  a  female  passenger  who  came 

Well  may'st  thou  halt,  and  gaze  with  brightening  eye 

Well  sang  the  bard,  who  called  the  grave,  in  strains 

We  pay  a  high  and  holy  debt     . 

We  saw,  but  surely,  in  the  motley  crowd    . 

We  talked  with  open  heart  and  tongue 

We  walked  along,  while  bright  and  red 

What  aim  had  they,  the  pair  of  monks,  in  size 

What  aspect  bore  the  man  who  roved  or  fled 

What  beast  of  chase  hath  broken  from  the  cover 

What  heavenly  smiles  !  O  Lady  mine 

What  he,  who  'mid  the  kindred  throng 


